MORE THAN MELCHI SEDECH

VOLUVE TWO
TALES OF M DNI GHT

Book One

"There be two nmen of all mankind
That |1'm forever thinking on

They chase me everywhere | go --

Mel chi sedech, Ukal egon.'

[ Edwi n Arlington Robi nson. Two Men. ]

1

Vel l, who was Ukal egon? Skal sky says that Ukal egon was a woman and
no man at all; and that she was, in all ways, the negation of Ml chisedech
But did the poet E. A Robinson understand that?

In the year 1946, Duffey started off on a week's trip fromwhich, as
it woul d happen, he would never return.

Now it was the case that Casey Szymansky, who had mpoved the Crock
out of Duffey's place to nore plush quarters, said that he was going on a
trip the sane day. Neither told the other any nore about it. They were on
tolerable ternms with each other by then, but not on really good terns. There
had been quite a bit of property and noney coming to Duffey out of his
partnership with Gabriel Szymansky after Gabriel's death. Duffey hadn't
taken all that he was entitled to, but he had taken nore than Casey thought
he shoul d have. And Duffey now owned that particular building, the building
on the poor street that had once housed Gabriel's pawn shop

"Yes, all agreenents and papers are in order, Duffey, and they show
such things as belonging to you," Casey and his |l awer had said, "but we
don't beheve the faces of those papers.” But they had settled it w thout
excess bitterness, Duffey taking a little shorter stick than he should have
had.

This day, they left Chicago on the sanme train and on the sanme coach
t hough they had not been seeking each others' conmpany. It wasn't really
enbarrassing, but it mght have been just a little stuffy. It was always a
probl em how an d ynpi an shoul d handl e a Ti nan who was in open rebellion

"I"msorry about your nose, Duffey," Casey said as they sat
t oget her.

"Ch, that's all right," Duffey told him It was the first time they
had mentioned it since it had happened. Duffey had had his nose broken (it
wasn't the last time it would happen) in an altercation with goons of the
new peopl e who were associated with Casey on the Crock. New peopl e they
were, but with old goons. The goons had been the sane old slant-faced nen
out of Duffey's unrealities. Well, did they keep spares for then? Duffey had
done in one of those slant-faces as a followup of the altercation, and he
hadn't heard fromthem since.

And there was sonething el se about this trip. Mary Catherine
Carruthers was on the same train. She had cone to the train with Casey, but
they had gone to different coaches, apparently by agreenent. Both Casey and
Mary Catherine were plainly startled at seeing Duffey taking the sane train,
t hough Mary Catherine continued always in her total fondness for Duffey.
Casey and Mary Catherine were engaged to be married at this tinme, as they
had been engaged several tinmes before. But they did not ride in the sane
coach.

It was a daytine journey with an early |eaving. Duffey and Casey as
if by silent agreenent, stayed away from controversial subjects. They tal ked



intelligently of the nmathematics of probability.

"I am bothered by an inpossi bl e aggregati on of coincidences," Duffey
said. "There are things that are bound to cone together in a fantastic
congruence, or they will make liars out of all alsrt of inplicit pledges.
And yet the inprobability of their coming together is so extrene that there
was not room enough on earth to wite the nunber of that inprobability."

"Can you put the aggregation into mathematical form Duffey?" Casey
asked him "You have the irritating habit of trying to express things in
words that should be expressed only in mathematical formulae. There are sone
probl ems of contingent philosophy that cannot be phrased except in
mat hemati cal form"

"Ch, | beheve that every problem can be expressed in straightforward
verbal form Casey," Duffey said. "But this one would sound so silly in the
expressing."

"Many mat hermatical expressions are absolutely silly," Casey said.
"But 1'll try not to guffaw at your straightforward verbalisns, though
sonetines it's hellish hard to refrain.”

"Well, | made a few people, Casey," Duffey said. "That was the
beginning of it. | made themw th no forethought at all. But it seenms to be

a requirenent that these people should conme together. It was working al npst
like a chemi cal affinity to coagulate. But it's very unlikely that a dozen
people | made, out of all the people in the world, should come together by
chance. | figure that things are being stretched unlawfully, but | don't
quite know what my responsibility is in the situation."”

"You -- made -- a -- few -- people? Was that what you said, Duffey?"

"That's right, Casey. Wasn't that acceptable to you?"

"Ch, | suppose so. Are these the first people that you ever made?"

"Yes. These, in nmy present life, are the only people that |I have
made, so far as | renmenber. There are twelve of themif | count themright.
Twel ve of them and anot her who wasn't counted in the count, and severa
nore of m xed statue."

"You're sure that you really did it, Duffey? You' re not just
dreaming it?"

"I"'msure that | had a lot to do with their form ng. Sonething, but

not everything. Yes, | made them literally and really."
"Ch, how have they turned out, Duffey?"
"The results aren't all in. In twelve, there should be one Judas.

don't know which. GCh, you're one of the people | nmade, Casey."

"Ch? That night explain a few scraps of problems. Just how did you
made ne, Duffey. And don't turn it into a dirty joke."

"I made you by a talisman given to your father in a chance encounter
several years before your birth."

"Ch that thing! | have been going to throw it away several tines,
but it was such a curious piece of anti-art. I'"'mtold that | held onto it
fromnmy birth till | was six nmonths old and would not be separated fromit
at all. | found that it's nade of solid gold. It's fairly valuable or that,

but not as a piece of anti-art. Yes, it's real gold."

"Should | use false gold? Don't throw it away, Casey. Your soul nmay
be init.”

"I'f ny soul was in it once, it wasn't there now, |'ve recently
traded souls with another person. Did you make anyone el se that | know. "

"Yes. One other certainly. Two others likely. And I've a feeling
that there are many acquai ntances anong nenbers of the group that | don't
know about at all. Ah, | don't know just where you're going, Casey, but you
may nmeet all the others this week. | have the feeling that you creatures
have sonehow decided to hold a conclave independently of your maker, ne. But
how can you know where to find each other?"

"I don't know, Duffey. | sure don't know where to find any others of
your making, though | bet |'d recognize them as yours."



"Yes, you will probably all recognize each other at sight. And
believe that | will always know ny own creatures when | cone on them"

They drifted apart and fell into conversations with different sets
of people in the coach and did not talk to each other again during the trip.
They arrived in St. Louis in the early evening. Duffey and Casey and Mary
Catherine Carruthers all seened to be leaving the train there.

"What ever are they going to be doing in St. Louis?" Duffey muttered
about the other two. "And whatever am | going to be doing here nyself?"

A young lady at a news stand in the train station was singing sone
gi bberi sh as she opened bundl es of eveni ng papers.

"Kerow , kerowl! the dogs do grow .
The Duffeys have conme to town!"

"Did you say Duffeys, young | ady?" Ml chi sedech Duffey asked her

"Yah, Duffeys. There's a bunch of themin town. You should see them
you will see them They're everywhere. They're w |l der than beggars. They're
showi er than Gypseys. Ch, they are something."

"Just exactly where in town are these 'Duffies' to be found?"

"Exactly everywhere," the young |l ady said. "They're everywhere."

It puzzled Duffey who these Duffeys mght be. But if they were
everywhere in town, he would see them Well, what was he doi ng here? Duffey
could always find excuses to cone to St. Louis. He had business interests
there. He had two partners there, Bagby and Charley Miurray. He had a sister
there. He still owned part of the fambus Rounders' Cub there. But he hadn't
cone to St. Louis for any of these reasons. He had conme because he had
received a letter in Chicago, postnmarked Mrgan City, Louisiana, and it had
read:

"...be in St. Louis on or about the last Saturday in May. | will see
you there then and give you your assignment for the rest of your life. Henri
Sal vatore. ™

The nane Henri Sal vatore was not familiar to Duffey, but something
there was fanmiliar, This Henri or Henry was one of Duffey's own creations,
froma talisman given, many years before, to a Cajun riverman. This Cajun,
probably a maternal uncle (since his forgotten surname was definitely not
Sal vatore) had surely conferred that talisman for the birthing of this
person who had witten the letter. Yes, Duffey would recognize one of his
creations anywhere, even by a letter witten by one of them But why shoul d
a creature be able to give a life assignment to his own creator? And was it
in St. Louis that the talismanic children were going to have their concl ave
i ndependently of their creator? Wiy then was their creator invited to town
by one of thenf

Duf fey and Casey and Mary Catherine left the station area in three
different taxi cabs, and they went down three different streets. So rmuch for
that. Duffey took his taxi to the hone of one of his partners, Charley
Murray.

But the cabs of Duffey and Casey arrived, from opposite directions,
in front of the Murray residence, at the sanme tine. Once again, it was a
thing that could get a little bit stuffy.

"I go in here, Casey," Duffey said with just alittle bit of
irritation, "An old friend and partner of mne lives here. "

"I go in here also," Casey said, a little bit puzzled. "This was the
address that | have. You had better check your address. M ne checks."

Oh, it was explained all right, after a little whthe, inasnuch as
such al nost - enbarrassing things are ever explained. Charley Mirray greeted
Duf fey as his ol dest and best friend, as he was. And Charl ey knew who Casey
was and had been expecting him

"I meant to phone you, Duffey, and tell you that this young Casey
was coni ng down from Chicago to St. Louis at about the same tine you were,
Charley Miurray said. "I thought it would be nice if there were sone way you



coul d recogni ze each other in case you traveled on the sanme train. | was
wondering how | coul d describe you to each other so you could nake
yoursel ves known, but this was a little bit difficult considering that | had
never seen Casey."

"You described us both nmarvel ously, even though at a dwastance, even
t hough you were not conscious that you were doing it," Duffey said. "The
m nd of man was a wonderful thing. Though you had never seen Casey, |
recogni zed himinstantly from your description.”

"You are, as always, a crooked-tongued fraud, Ml chisedech," Charley
said. "You two nmet on the train, did yoa? Casey has cone to town for the
weddi ng of an arny friend of his, a nephew of nine. W weren't sure how nmuch
roomthere would be for out-of-town guests over at the Stranahans, so Casey
was here on a possible overflow basis. And he was wel come here, and there,
and everywhere."

Wll, that was all right, that was fine, that was as good an
expl anation as any. Duffey's breath ran a little short when he heard part of
it, of course, but we all have shortages of breath sonetimes. Duffey knew a
man named Stranahan here in St. Louis, a Patrick Stranahan who used to cone
into the Rounders' Cub, a man who was very close to this Charley Mirray,
and a fairly close friend of Duffey hinself. And Duffey, once on an evening
of mell ow exuberance, had given a gift to this Patrick Stranahan

It would be fine here, but a little bit nervous and testy. Duffey
rat her washed that he had gone to stay with his sister and her husband
Bagby. He was astoni shed now that he hadn't even thought of that, since he
al nrost al ways stayed with them when he was in St. Louis.

"But would the nysterious Henri Salvatore be able to find ne at the
Bagbys?" Duffey asked hinself now "Well, will he be able to find ne at the
Murrays? Wiy did | think that he woul d have a better shot at nme here? He
didn't say where to be in St. Louis, and this was a fair-sized city."

About twenty minutes later, there was a car and a voi ce outside,
both of themcalling out for Casey. But Duffey got another one of his shocks
fromthat. He knew that voice, and yet he knew that he had not ever heard it
before. He knew it because he had made it. It was the voice of one of his
creatures. But the voice and the car went away wi th Casey, and Duffey
forbare to | ook out.

Duf fey phoned his sister. Then he went over to the Bagbys. Mirray
said that they would all neet over at the Rounders' Club later. Duffey spent
several hours with the Bagbys. Hi s sister had al ways been very close to him
even when he didn't see her for years at a tinme. But how had Bagby becone so
cl ose? This was the one friend on earth who would do anything for him
Duf fey and Bagby seenmed to have an infinite nunber of points of contact.

Later, Duffey and the Bagbys picked up Beth Keegan, Duffey's old St
Louis girl, and her husband to go to the Rounders'. Beth was named Erl enbaum
Now.

"Kerow , kerowl! the dogs do grow .

The Duffeys have come to town!" Beth chanted when she saw hi m
"Where has this doggerel come from Beth?" Duffey asked her. "Wat Duffeys?
| have heard this chant before since | have been in town."

"Ch, the Duffeys, the Duffeys, the bright and shining Duffeys! They
are all over town, as lively as a dog bl anket full of fleas. You aren't in
wi th these new Duffeys, Melchisedech. You just haven't their class or color
You'll see them vyou'll see them There was no way of avoiding them"

"Whence have they their nane?" Duffey asked, a little bit
bew | der ed.

"Ch, fromyou ultimately, | suppose,” Beth said. "They're creatures
of yours, and you are their architect. But I'mafraid they got a little bit
out of hand. You used too nuch col or when you nmade them Mel chi sedech. You
used too rmuch noise. You were working in an unaccustoned nmedium | suppose,
but they're badly overdone. Everybody in town | oves them They'd better."

Duffey's sister Mary Loui se | ooked wonderful, but even she was a



little bit overdone. But Bascom Bagby, the baroque, the flawed pearl, the
husband of Mary Loui se, the brother-in-law of Duffey, though he also was a
little bit overdone, did not |ook wonderful. He | ooked too old for his
chronol ogi cal age. He | ooked sick. But he | ooked nore than ever |ike Duffey.
He had | ost sone of his bluffery and he seened very glad to see Duffey,
"probably for the last time", as he said. But he was still a powerful and
hunor ousl y rough-1ooking man, with beetling brows and a beetling belly.

"He was my dark object,"” Duffey said as he had said before. "He was
nmy uncl eansed stabl es, he was another part of nyself, and | sincerely |ove
the low freak of a man. He was closer to nme than kindred."

"Yes, there are odd things happening in town," sister Mary Louise
said. "The 'Duffeys' have cone to town. The beggars aren't in it with the
"Duffeys'. | love you with your nose in a sling."

"What Duffeys have cone to town?" Mel chi sedech asked her as he had
asked Beth. "Wo are they?"

"I'f you don't know them then nobody does," Mary Louise said. "There
has never been so fired-up a band of Gypseys as these Duffeys."

Abd Beth chimed in again. "Ch, there's no question about who they
are," she said. "They're you. They're you if you were multipled ten or
eleven tines, if you were better |ooking and smarter than you really are, if
you were more colorful, if you were wittier, if yoy wer nore magnetic. They
are you exactly, with ten thousand superior things added to each of them"

Beth's little girls had | ong since beconme big girls. Beth was a
grandmot her now, but she was still a piece of cool, ivory statuary that
| aughed. "I know, Melky, every time that | see one of them (and |I've been
seei ng them yesterday and today everywhere) that you thought hi mup, or her.
If | wanted to nmake people, how would | start, Duffey? | bet mine wouldn't
be as sprawling or overdone as yours are. W will see sone of your creatures
toni ght. \Werever we go, sonme of themw Il be there. What are they doing in
St. Louis? | also love you with your nose in that sling."

"I believe that the creatures are hol ding some sort of conclave in
this town this week," Duffey said, "but | didn't authorize it."

"You had better authorize it, Duffey," Erlenbaum Beth's husband,
said with a nmountai nous grin. Erlenbaum sonetines kneaded huge fists and
grinned loweringly at Duffey, and Duffey pushed hima ways by taking
friendly liberties upon the ap and bosom of Beth while grinning back at
him "If you can't whip them Duffey, and you can't, then you'd better join
them If they were yours once, they're not now. Any of them would take you
around on a leash like a little dog."

Duf fey and the Bagbys and the Erl enbauns arrived at Rounders' C ub.
Most times, when Duffey would cone into Rounders', whether he had been gone
for an hour or for three years, a band or orchestra or conbo would strike up
'The Mhg Shall Ride'. For Duffey was still King at the Rounders' C ub. But
now he was not noticed when he cane in. There were other attractions there.

There was the picture of the 'Severed G ant Hands' up over the
doorway that led to the El egant Ri verboat Deck. These 'Severed G ant
Hands' were an old dream of Duffey's. Now it was the case that Duffey felt
his own hands to be severed and deprived of further creative functions when
he cane into the presence of several of his own creations.

How had he ever done thenf? And how had they gone so far beyond
everything that he had any know edge of ? There were several of the
Duf f eys-come-to-town present. They were brilliant, bedazzled, larger than
life, overwhel ming, |oud, grotesquely suer-intelligent, roughing, shouting,
pl easant, pleasant, pleasant. They had very light ways for their very great
masses. It was as if they had just cone fromother gravities and ot her
worl ds. Duffey might as well be invisinle, for all that anybody would give
hima | ook when the nore fl anboyant ' Duffeys' were there.

Then the vane swung around and Duffey becane visible once nore.

"Ch, it was Duffey hinself!" a fermale of the incredible species



cried out. She was the nobst gentle of the 'Duffeys' and she canme to
Mel chi sedech Duffey in a geat sweep. The colors of these creatures! |In what
store could you find pignments for such col ors?

"Ch, you cane to us like a ghost, and we hardly knew you," this
gentl e one said, but the chandehers quivered a bit fromthe sound of her
gentle voice. "It's as though you were hidden in a cloud or in a burning
tree," she said. "And then you nust renenber that npbst of us have never seen
you before, and we have never heard your voice.

"Ch, bring bread and wi ne, people! This was the Duffey hinself, the
Mel chi sedech. Ah, but we do | ove you with your nose in a sling. That shal
be one of your attributes when you are sung in epics! W wouldn't have you
any other way. W were wondering what you could do special for your
apparition.”

Duffey had to rub his eyes with his fists. It was as it had been
when he was the Boy King back in his first chil dhood and he had nade sone
sun-squirrels. He had not been able to ook at them He had to | ook away and
rub his eyes. "But you made them" one of the seneschals had chided him
"why can you not |ook at thenP" "I didn't know they would be so bright when
the Iight went on inside thent young King Ml chi sedech had said. And these
his present animations, Duffey sure hadn't realized that they would be this
bri ght when the |ight was turned on inside them

This first of themwho had seen himhere, this npbst gentle of the
ultra-people, was named Mary Virginia Schaeffer, and she was from Gal vest on
Duf fey knew her by this identity, just as she knew himas Duffey.

Sone of the others canme to nmeet him They were overpowering, but
there was sonething | acking out of the nmddle of them Duffey exulted in the
conpany of these finest of all creatures for a half hour or so, and then he
cane back to his objection

"My central creation was not here," Duffey said accusingly.

"Ch, Finnegan, he'll be here tonorrow, " a big-brained, grinning,
young man of this special people swore. "No, Finnegan wasn't here yet
tonight. He was the salt of our lives, and we are saltless without him But
not quite saltless, Duffey, when you are here."

But there was sone oddity in what they knew Duffey by. They knew him
as the editor, now the former editor, of the Crock. It had been a cult sheet
with them They had reveled in the intelligence of it, in the hunor of it,
in the Duffiness of it. But they had only whispy and intuitive know edge of
Mel chi sedech in his royal aspect.

The speci al people who were there, dining and roistering at
Rounders', were John Schultz (who was Hans) (who was the big-brained
grinni ng young nan), and Marie Mnaghan who was his wife from Australi a.

And Dorothy Yekouris from New Ol eans, and Henry Sal vatore from
Morgan City Louisiana (Ch, oh, he will give you your rest-of-your-life
scenario, Duffey), and Mary Virginia Schaeffer from Gal veston. And Absal om
Stein from Chicago (Duffey already knew hima little bit, but he had never
realized what a magnificent person he was, and he had never been absolutely
sure that he was one of his creations). Six of the high twelve were here
present. And Duffey had travel ed from Chicago on the train with two others
of themthat day, but fromlong acquai ntanceship with them he did not al ways
notice just how magi c-i mbued they really were. Casey Szynmansky and Mary
Cat herine Carruthers al so bel onged to these special creatures, but Duffey
had seen them al nost daily fromtheir chil dhoods.

But here about himnow were five of his creatures that Duffey had
never seen before, and a sixth one whom he had never seen with open eyes
before. Since when had a sixth one becone Absal om Stein? Hadn't he used to
be sonebody nore grubby?

Ch, there were the old 'Unreality Fringes' about all of the
magni fi cent ani mati ons. And yet they were real. That sort of snokey hal o
that they all had, it was called the "unreality fringe' in the lingo of



sorcerers. But these persons were real

The people at the Rounders' C ub had discovered that Duffey was in
their mdst now For a whthe there, this artist had been in the dark shadow
of his own animated art. He had been dwarfed by it. Now it was recognized
that these special people had all been made by Duffey, that they were anong
his easy masterpieces. Alittle conbo there played ' The King Shall Ride'.
And then it played the rousing ' Gadarene Swine Song.' O ga Sanchez of the
torchy shoul ders still worked there. She came and caressed him as others
did. Duffey was back in his | egendary feifdom

Duf fey had a whole riot of m xed feelings about this colorful spraw
of youngi sh people that he had created. Each one of themwas clearly an
expression of his art at its best, but naybe they expressed hima little too
strongly. Oh, they were all brainy and brawny and brilliant, but it nay be
that triey were somewhat excessive in all of it. Was this flanmboyance in the
right line of real art? Maybe. These special people were arts and statuaries
of Duffey, were they not? They even conceded that they were.

"Duf fey m sunderstands his own processes,"” Marie Mnaghan Schultz
said. "He does not make us. He collects us and gives us our settings and our
sparkle. He found our souls hidden away and forgotten in old junk stories.
He bought us all for a song. | think it was the 'Gadarene Swi ne Song' he
bought us for. And now he puts us on display. W were all in 'Razzle Daz'
and when you have been in Razzle Daz, you can't get any higher than that."

Duf f ey gaped al nost wi t hout understanding her. He had difficulty
remenmbering, with all this light shining in his eyes and in his ears. But
Razzl e Daz had been a little comic strip he drew for the Crock. He had done
it with unused parts of his mnd and wi th unbusy nmonments of his hands, but
many persons had thought that it was absolutely the best thing in the Crock
whi ch Duffey had never quite understood. And, yes, of course, these splendid
ani mati ons had been the nodels for the characters in Razzle Daz. Those
characters had even gone by the nicknanes of sone of the splendid
ani mations, 'Finnegan' for instance, and 'Hans', and ' Show Boat'

"Duffey collects works of art," Marie Monaghan went on, "and we are
all of us works of art.”

"You are wong, Marie," Duffey inswasted. "I do make you. But |
haven't collected you, and I don't know how you have col |l ected yourselves in
this towmn. | did not give you your settings and sparkle quite as you have
themnow. | think you're a little overdone. You may have to be changed."

"You will change us at your peril, grubby sorcerer,” Dotty Yekourwas
told him "W like us just the w we are, and we |ike you the way you are.
Ch, may your nose never heal!"

But if Duffey had made these people, and of course he had, how did
their excell ence becone independent of his. Their wit was too fast for him
to keep up with, and all their jokes were obsol eted by new jokes every
m nute. When had Duffey's m nd ever worked so fast as did the m nds of these
creatures of his?

"I knew that you would be exactly like this,” Mary Virginia said,
"bangi ng your hands together as you do! It's as though you still had a
"maker's malfet' in your hands!"

She kissed himw th that transcendent way she woul d al ways have.

Yes, he'd made themwith a "naker's nallet'. He renenbered that part of it
NOW.

But these people were all just alittle bit larger than life, and
maybe they were too large. Henri Salvatore, the Fat Frenchman, was
tremendous. And Hans Schultz was at |east enornous. And Absal om Stein, was
he really that big? But Duffey hadn't seen himfor quite a few years. He had
never seen him since he had gone by the nane of Absal om Stein.

Those three master-work girls who were here right now, Dotty
Yekouris, Mary Virginia Schaeffer, Marie Mnaghan, they didn't | ook overly
| arge beside the nmen they were with. And yet each of them would have stood a
quarter of an inch over six feet, barefooted and slouching and smiling



wi ckedly. They were anple in all ways.

That estimate of their size was Duffey's subjective estimate, of
course. They may not have |oonmed that |arge to other people. But Duffey was
their maker, and what size he conprehended for them should have been the
size inposed on them Duffey recalled that Mary Catherine Caruthers, also in
this town sonewhere, was |arger than she would seemto ordinary eyes.

Hans and Marie, Henri Sal vatoree, Dotty and Mary Virginia, they were
overwhel mi ng. Even Absal om Stein was overwhel ni ng tonight.

Just when had Absal om Stein outgrown his grubby pupa form as Hugo
Stone? O hadn't he been one of the many mouthy little Stone brothers and
cousi ns anyhow? Yeah, Absal omwas Hugo. But what, by all the conpounded
nmysteries, was this Stein doing with the others of themin St. Louis. How
did he even happen to be acquaints with the other talisnmanic children? There
was a wealthy and lurid Jewi shness to himsuch as has not been so powerfully
expressed since the times of the Elizabethans, and then only on-stage. In
life, there had never been such a type before. Absal om gave the inpression
that he was wearing a quantity of splendid jewelry, and he wasn't wearing a
singl e baubl e.

The lavish talk that these people poured out! If only it could be
recovered it could be bottled and sold. If it could be created again after
it was gone, then you woul d have sonething. But even the creator Duffey
could not create it again. As with all dem urges, angelics, cavern spirits,
pure intellects, nonsters, the extraordi nary conversations of these splendid
ani mati ons could never be recalled |later

Hans Schultz was a thunder-head out of nythol ogy, a holy ox in the
manner of Aquinas hinmsel f. But he was such a clash of bul ky col ors and bul ky
speed and bul ky fell owship! He was too | oud.

There was bad and overdone art in every one of them except Mary
Virginia. They weren't such things as Mel chi sedech woul d put on the narket
with his reputation for taste behind them They were such things as he woul d
keep for his own gusty enjoynment and cry out "Gad, what genius | had when
did them"

Henri Sal vatore, the Fat Frenchman fromthe Swanps, was the center
of gravity of any roomor building he was in. He was this by sheer weight.
Henri was a whopper in color and texture and novenent and sound. But
bal anced proportion was not in himat all

And Absal omi "Absal om take off that purple cape with the scarl et
l[ining! It's just too much!" GCh, but he wasn't wearing a purple cape with a
scarlet lining at all. He was wearing a sinple unfigured sports shirt. It
was just sonething extravagant about himthat gave Duffey the inpression
that he was wearing the outlandwash get-up

The twel ve talismanic creations of Melchiscdech Duffey were these:

Fi nnegan, who was the salt of their lives, who was properly naned
John Solli, who was (hold onto yourself) the son of Monster Gulio. He'll be
here tonorrow.

John Schultz who was Hans.

Henri Sal vatore, who was going to give Duffey the scenario for the
rest of his life.

Vi ncent Stranahan, the son of Patrick Stranahan and Monica Mirray
St ranahan, who was going to get married Saturday.

Casey Szymansky, now seen for the thousand-and-first tine, and seen
wi th new eyes.

Dotty Yekouris.

Mary Monaghan Schul t z.

Mary Virginia Schaeffer.

Teresa (Show Boat) Pi ccone.

(G ve nmore space than that and they'll run away with it.)
Absal om St ei n.
M. X

Twel ve of them There was a puzzle how Duffey coul d have been



spiritual and magic father to M. X who clained to be a bit older than

Duf fey. The answer was that M. X was an unrepentant |liar who was actually
slightly younger than Duffey. There had been the case of Duffey, when he was
very young, giving a talisman to an Italian man who was selling sonme kind of
confection out of a hokey-pokey push-cart. But X nust be reserved for later.

2

The Animated Marvels left, suddenly, a with a great flourish. And
peopl e snthed their '"ain't-they-something smies.

Then another of themcane in with agr up.

Charley Murray cane into the Rounders' Club with his sister Mbnica
Murray Strnahan and her husband Patrick Stranahan. And with them was Papa
Pi ccone of the old Star and Garter Theatre. And another person, quite
speci al

Charley Murray had given orders for a supper to be served in a
thrice-special roomupstairs. Charley was the acting manager of Rounders'.
Duf fey was only the King of the place, and the founder, angd the half-owner

The other person with Charley's party was a talisnman-child, and her
set Duffey to quaking in a pleasant terror. This was the daughter of Papa
Pi ccone, the incipient daughter-in-law of Monica and Patrick Stranahan, She
was the god-daughter of Beth Keegan, Duffey's old girl. She was Teresa
(Showboat) Piccone. She was as much a central creation of the Duffey Corpus
as Duffey's creations had these two foci.

Aw c' non, no one can describe her nore than to say that -- well, she
was sun-burned qui cksilver. She was fire and ice and holy w ne. She has been
described as 'dark and lithe and probably little.' Well, in her own setting

of the dazzling and | arger-than-1ife people, she m ght have been called

little. But in the world itself she m ght not be. She was of fair size and
greatly conprom sed beauty. The conprom sing was done by her grinmaces and
pl easantly ugly facial contortions. But if one could ever get her face to

stand still, then she had a thunderous beauty. And in no setting could she
ever be called quiet. She was -- No, no, not now, naybe not ever, not in
detail! It's dangerous.

"I'f her specifications were known, then sone Magus ot her than Duffey
m ght make anot her one of her, and one was enough," said Patrick Stranahan.
"Ch ny God, how one of her was enough!" Patrick |oved his future
daughter-in-law. So did Duffey |ove Teresa. She was a bl ue-noon person, not
to be encountered nore than once in a lifetime. Look at the others instead.
It was dangerous to | ook too long at Teresa. You'll get welders' eye-burns.
There are infra-red rays and other things conming out of that blue-Iight
phenonenon. Look at the others. Teresa was tal king constantly. Duffey did
not hear her words. He heard only the cadence of her voice.

Duf fey knew Patrick Stranahan well. Patrick used to cone into the
Rounders' C ub whthe he was still quite a young man, even before Duffey had
sold a piece of the club to Charley Mirray. And Duffey had known Mbnica
Stranaan, the wife of Patrick, the sister of Charley, for a very long tine.
He used to live to kiss her for the serenity she gave. She still gave it.

And Duffey had known Papa Piccone (he already had the nane ' Papa
Pi ccone' when he was twenty-two years old: he seened older) in the old, old
days. He was and was and would forever be till its destruction the
proprietor of the Star and Garter where everyone went for the shows when
they were young. Beth Erlenbaum the ivory statuette, had used to work at
the Star and Garter, and she was kindred of the Piccone fam|ly. But Duffey
had never seen this Teresa Piccone before. And then she was gone suddenly,
and he wasn't sure that he had seen her at all

"Ch, | hardly ever get a good | ook at her nyself," said Piccone her
f at her.



The nmen were tal king. This m ght have been the sane night, upstairs
after supper, when they had withdrawn to the trophy roomfor cigars and
brandy and Irish whisky. O it mght have been another night in the big club
room at Stranahan's house. It may even have been at Charley Miurray's place.

Likely it was several of the nights of that week ran together, and
the men were tal king about weighty subjects. Duffey and Bagby and Murray and
Stranahan were there, along with Piccone and Father MQuigan. Stein was
there part of the time, or one of the nights. And Fi nnegan may have been
there part of the tine.

"We cone to the crux, to the crossroads,” Patrick Stranahan sai d.

"But the crossroad sign, and the various arnms of it, point: 'To nowhere'

'"To easy house', 'To crossbar hotel', 'To the charnel house'. There is bl ood
runni ng down the gaunt tree-piece of the crossroads sign. Sonme of it was
fresh bl ood, some of it was old and slowflow ng, sone of it was placental

bl ood. W had supposed that we had cone to the end, for a whthe, of the
rivers of blood. The crossroads sign-post indicates otherw se."

This Patrick Stranahan, a | awyer man who was just rich enough to
cone hardly into the Kingdom of Heaven, was a very |arge man, bigger than
any of his four sons. He has been described in another place as "a big,
hai ry man. He runbl ed when he tal ked. He even runbl ed when he didn't talk.
He had a | arge and busy stonach and there was al ways somet hing going on in
there."

"As to the blood on the sign-post," Duffey proposed, "Henry
Sal vatore says that the Devil was being released from his thousand-year
durance very soon, possibly this week."

"Henry guesses at the dates,” Patrick continued, "and likely at the
year, though in all probability it was this year. Just a hundred years ago
there was a runor that the Devil had been rel eased. Maybe that was sone
other devil, though the events in the past hundred years (1846-1946)

i ndicate that flagrant evil was released into the world at that time. And
now t he noi se was even nore om nous. W have heard the big iron bolts
sliding back for sone time now, but there are a lot of bolts to slide and a
ot of locks to unlock before the stout door swi ngs open. That gaudy Stein
al so has sonme authentic private information, | beheve, but he exaggerates.
It doesn't really matter whether the Devil was released |ast year or this
year or next year. The rel ease was imrminent, as we all know, and it was a
condi tion that none of us will be able to live with. Some of us will be
exal ted and awakened by the assault of it, and some of us will be destroyed
by it. But none of us will be able to live with it. W don't know just how
much difference it will nmake. The Devil has carried on very effective
warfare all during his inprisonment. But nowit will be worse, and of a nore
i medi ate treachery."

"The Monster Gulio told me recently that a rigged council of
Teras-fol ks had drawn up a petition for the rel ease of the Devil," Bagby
said, "so it wasn't just the humans of the narrow definition who have been
bespoken by fal se | eaders to petition. Goups of half a dozen other sorts of
creatures also have joined in the foulness. Gulio was in St. Louis

recently."

"Gulio? He's been dead for ten years at least,"” Duffey said

"I didn't say that the creature wasn't dead. | said that he had been
in St. Louis recently and had given nme these reports," Bagby grow ed. Baghy
had never |iked to have his accounts questioned. "My brother, | have ny own

conmuni cati ons and neetings, and you have yours. Gulio told ne sonething
el se. He says that at the councils of the Teras, they have both the living
and the dead in attendance, and he believes this gives better bal ance.
believe that the U S. Congress should adopt a simlar practice."

"You know t hat Fi nnegan was the son of the Monster Gulio, don't
you?" Duffey asked.

"No, of course | don't knowit,"'

Bagby said. "The Fi nnegan who got



into town today? He was here, and he left just before you got here, Duffey.
Have you ever even net hinP"

"No. "

"And yet you say that he was the son of Gulio the Monster who was a
Teras. You have so nuch, you know so nmuch, one-aspect-brother-of-mne, for
one who knows so little."

"I suspect that this Finnegan was anot her of your talisman-children
Duffey," Patrick Finnegan said. | nyself have net this Finnegan | ong ago,
when he shipped on the river, long before nmy son Vincent, who was his best
friend, knew him And as to Duffey's having created a brood of beautiful and
bunpti ous people, |I don't find this unlikely at all. | nyself nmade a few
people by the nodified talismanic nethod before | made ny sons and daughters
fromnmy loins. The latter thing precludes and shuts off the forner, forever,
al ways. Let us consider just what these creative conditions are.

"A non-creative human soul would not be possible. W all share in
each others creations. W are even partly created by persons who rmay not be
born for another thousand years yet. There was One who creates. And yet, on
| evel 1-B, creation was a group effort and sone are better at it than
others. Sonme souls have nore creativity than others. Not all souls are as
resoundi ngly creative than others. Not all souls are as resoundi ngly
creative as was Duffey. As to Duffey though: his creations are |like a
mul titude of old, (no no, no old, of new and brightly painted) mlk cans
clattering down stone steps. They do nake a noi se!

"The mat hematics of the talismanic-creation conplex are fantastic.

W are dealing with nulti-di nensional equations with as many as thirty
billion unknown and highly nysterious integers, in which equations every

i nteger was a variable function of all the others. Yes, | believe that
Duf f ey has conspi cuously created my own son Vincent, and Piccone's daughter
Teresa, and Finnegan, the son of the Monster Gulio (I also knew this
Monster, and | once represented himagainst a notion to have himl ocked up),
and bi g-brai ned Hans, and Casey, and many of those beautiful young girls
also. But it all works both ways, or it works thirty billion ways. For |
nmysel f conscuously created this Ml chisedech Duffey, even though he was
already fifteen or sixteen years old when | first net him There's a | ot
nore to himthan there would have been if | hadn't nuddied ny creative hands
with him These additional powers that he got from nyself and several others
at that tinme aren't seen too clearly in himeven yet, but they will be
absolutely required in his future trials."

Duffey remenbered that he had picked up a little suavity from
Patri ck Stranahan, and perhaps other pleasant things.

"You are speaking in false context about any person ever creating
anyt hing," said Father MGuigan. "You are indul ging in unlawful mnetaphor."

"Nah, man, nah," Duffey said. "He was only putting into netaphor
what was literal fact: that was Patrick's only offense in the present
dwascussi on. There was not hi ng netaphorical about ny creations or about ny

kingship... | ama Magus... | ama sorcerer. | ama child of gold and
m ni ster of bread and wine. | amthe Boy King, and I amthe King of Salem |
conmmand giants. | nove with high royalty, and the trunpets know ne by nane.

| have sat in Kings' conclaves with Sol onon and Saul, and with Ptol enmy and
Chandr agupt a and Nebuchadessar, with Hsien and with Barbarossa, all the way
down to --"

"Were you drinking before you joined us tonight, Duffey?" Charley
Mirray asked him

"Ch, 1've been naking a day of it, Charley. There was once a
proposed -- but never used -- Anheuser-Busch ad which read: 'After all, what
el se was there to do in St. Louis? |'ve been to all the places and enjoyed
all the drinks. -- Un-- down to King Stephen of Hungary and Conrad the
Second of the Germanies. | believe that they were the newest ones who cane
to the Kings' Conclaves whthe |I still attended. What, Charley, are you
implying that | mnight be intoxicated by other than life itself? | thouht



that nmy powers had revived a bit today, and you think that it was only ny
drinking? But | can still work ny golden magic. | can rub ny hands together
and then pour out anything you wash ne to on this library table here. See,
rub nmy hands together! What do you want ne to pour out here?"

"Coi ned gold,"” Patrick Stranahan said. "Dated coined gold."

"Any particul ar date, Patrick?"

"No. I'll not limt you there, Duffey. |I know that magic was easily
wilted by excess details."

"You will notice that nmy hands are enpty and ny sleeves are rolled
up, " Duffey said.

"Cet with it, Duff, get with it," Papa Piccone said. "I have a new
magi ci an every week at the S & G You'll do nothing | haven't seen before.”

Duf f ey rubbed his hands together sone nore. Then he poured seven
gol d pieces out on the table. And Patrick Stranahan and the ot hers exam ned
t hem

"These are all United States Five Dollar Gold Pieces," Patrick said,
"and all of themwere minted about ten years ago. You could easily have had
t hem on you, God knows why. And | recall that you used to do magic tricks."

"No, no, it was Charley Miurray here who used to do magic tricks,"
Duffey said. "I used to do nmagic. | could have poured anything you asked ne
out of ny hands, a baby di nosaur, for instance. |1'd have done that if you'd
asked me to. Now | won't."

"I made a man once," Papa Piccone said suddenly. Papa was naned

Gaet ano, but nobody ever called himanything except Papa. "I don't believe
that it was a netaphorical man. Right at the end of it, at |east, before he
broke up, he was real. So I know that the thing can be done. | create a | ot

of characters at ny theatre the Star and Garter, at |east one new one a week
for nore than thirty years now. Some of these are classics and they wll
live forever. Sone of them are numb-buns and they do not have any validity
at all. Even a burlesque character must burl esque something that was valid,
somet hi ng that was possible, something that was within the human spectrum
It was only human thipgs that can be burl esqued. Inaninmate things can't be
burl esqued, and animals can't be. Some of them such as canels are natura
burl esques, but they cannot be burl esqued further

"One of my worst failures was O iver Oscar Owgosh. He was bad. He

stuttered 'O---0--0O--'. He had a big nose and a big runp, but neither of
them was the right shape to be funny. He had fiery red eyes. He wore size
fifteen shoes, and he was continually falling on his face. | was going to

drop Aiver Gscar as no good after the third day and night of him but | got
a phone call after the late night performance. 'This was O O O Gscar
OO0O0diver -O 0O Owygosh," some clown on the phone said. 'You hold ne up to
0- 0- 0- oppr obri um when you nmake fun of me on your stage. You nake nme an
0-0-0ject of ridicule. I"'mo-overly sensitive and this was a t-t-terrifying
experience. | beg you to stop it.' 'Who was this? | demanded of the

t el ephone. 'Wich clown was in? Olando? Pietro? Caspar? 'This was O Gscar
OO diver OO Omwygosh," the tel ephone said.

"The next night (I had kept the character on) he came to see ne back
stage. None of the jokers | knew would have done a character that badly,
even for a joke. Ch, his runp was big enough, but it just didn't have
burl esque shape or style. |I kicked himon it and it wasn't padding. It was
him H's eyes were fire-red, but they weren't the gaudy orange-red of the
make- up crayon. They were swollen red as if he had been crying. He had. H's
nose was big enough for the role, but it |ooked Iike cheap and w ong-col ored
Pl ei stocene such as kids use, not professional quality make-up putty. 'Aw,
get that silly thing off your face,' | said. 'lI do hate slovenly
wor kmanshi p. | swung at himflat-handed to slap that hopel ess nose off. |
brought blood fromit, but | didn't slap it off. It was real, and he was
real. He was exactly as | had envisioned himand made him a hopel ess botch
the worst character | ever made.

"You can check on this," Papa said. "lI'mnot |ying. There was such a



person. He's in the St. Louis phone book for 1939: Gscar diver Orygosh. Go
down to the nmain tel ephone office tonorrow and | ook in a 1939 directory. You
will find that Omygosh was listed."

"I remenber him" said Bagby. "He ran a little novelty shop just --
why, it was just two doors fromyour own Star and Garter, Papa. It was a
novel ty business with the unusual name ' The O O O What Fun Novelty Store'
ad triple O had glandular conditions and dizzy spells. He suffered a | ot of
pai n and nel ancholy. He stunbled and fell down a lot, and he cried a |ot.
Papa Piccone, you are a fraud. He was true. But you didn't nake him™"

"No, no, nessuno! My whole story was true," Piccone assured the

group. "If | hadn't made him for the burl esque set, then he wouldn't have
been. | made the man by accident. But | made him so | know that persons can
be made."

"As to the release of the Devil," Duffey said, "there was anot her

sense in which he may be rel eased. Casey does not believe that the Devil
shoul d be eternally dammed. He believes that he should have his rel ease from
dammation after a tine, and he was working for that sort of release. If

fact, he had made an offer to God to trade souls with the Devil and suffer
dammation in his place."

"Casey has since |lowered his sights and negotiated a | esser trade,"
Absal om Stein said. "He has traded souls with ne. Really, it was just an old
soul of mine that | traded to him-- the soul of Hugo Stone the Chicago red.
And | believe that it was an old soul of his that he traded to ne. He has
kept his later and nuddl ed soul ."

"I's Casey a red now?" Bagby asked.

"He is ared,” Stein said. "And now | amwhite -- white as a Gary
snow after the furnaces have coughed on it for a few days."

"The enemy, in this century, was wearing a red stocking cap on one
of his seven heads," Bagby said. "The heads of that old enemy change nanes;
but the nanes of the seven present heads are Dialectic Materialism Artistic
Degradati on, Judas Priestism Secular Liberalism Panaceac Pentacostalism
Mur der ous Mol ochi sm At heistic Communwi sm "

"Do you believe that Bill O Shivaree will hang, Stranahan?" Father
McCGui gan asked to try to divert the conversation. He was a progressive
priest and be was angry at this pointing out of so many of the things that
he supported. And Bagby could whip himin this conbat.

"I'"'m defending O Shivaree, am| not?" Patrick Stranahan asked
ponpously.

"I know you' re defending him | asked whether he woul d hang."

"No. Not unless | |ose the case," Patrick said.

"And just what context are your Animated Marvels to be considered
in, Duffey?" Stranahan asked a nmonment later to get Duffey out of a brooding
spell he bad fallen into.

"Ch, they are nostly in the context of the Argo Legend," Duffey
said. "And, of course, that was intersected by the Finnegan Cycle. Finnegan
was the original Finn MCool."

"And to just what species do these Marvel s bel ong?" Patrick asked.

"Since you are the father of one of them and Piccone here was the
father of another, | might be tenpted to say ' The Human Species'. But that
was too narrow. They all have sonething of the Teras species in themtoo."

"I have heard that hinted of, but just what was it?"

"Ch, Gargoyles, Neanderthals, Boogers, Vaaries, Variants. W al

have sonme of that variant blood. | put nore than ordinary anpunts into ny
creations.”

But Duffey was still brooding.

"All right, I will prove it!" he cried suddenly, bangi ng his hands

t oget her and goi ng back to an earlier subject. He rubbed his hands, then
t hey sparked blue and gold sparks. "I can produce anything on the table



here. Who wants nme to produce a |ive baby dinosaur right now? I'll pour it

out right here on the library table, and it'll be alive."
"There is great danger to you at your age, Duffey," Father MGQuigan
said. "lrishnmen in particular are in danger of letting their genie be

i nprwasoned in a bottle when they conme to about your age, and the
i mprisonnent can well go on forever. You know what kind of bottle I'm
tal ki ng about. You had better forego it."

"What ? Forego ny | ast |onesone vice?" Duffey asked. "Who will
chal l enge ne to produce a |ive baby dinosaur right here and now on this
t abl e?"

And, for sone reason, none of the men challenged him Duffey seened
a bit relieved that they didn't. He wasn't absolutely certain that he could
have done that thing, but he could do kindred things.

"A baby pterodactyl then?" he asked. "Or an emu, or a dodo bird?
What ? Do none of you want to see wonders? A baby |l ama, a porcupine? A
new hat ched duck with pieces of the shell still on it? Dammt, how about a
living nmouse?"

"A nouse was al ways nice," Papa Piccone said with a touch of
conpassi on, whet her for Ml chi sedech or for the nmouse none could say.

Duf f ey sighed. And he poured out his hands.

It was a young, live nouse that he poured out on the table, and they
all laughed a bit. Duffey, crocked or uncrocked, had al ways been pretty good
at these little pieces of magic.

"You call that a dinosaur?" Patrick Stranahan asked with typica
lawyer's illogic.

"No, | call it a mouse," Duffey said. "But if any of you had
chall enged me to do it, then it would have been a di nosaur."

"You coul d have had the mouse already in your pocket," Stranahan
sai d.

"So? But | did not reach to nmy pocket. | could have had a baby
di nosaur already in ny pocket; or a baby horse. | have big pockets."

So the nen tal ked that evening, several evenings really, on weighty
subj ect s.

3

Here was an expl anati on of some of the happeni ngs and sone of the
peopl e who took places in St. Louis in that |ast week of May in the year
1946.

Vi ncent Stranahan, the son of Patrick and Monica, and a talisnman
child, was marrying Teresa Piccone that Saturday. She was a talisman child
al so. Vincent didn't know anything about the talisnman business. Teresa
likely knew all about it.

Vi ncent had been in the army in the same battery with John Schultz
(who was Hans), with Kasnmir Szmansky (who was Casey), with Henry Sal vatore
who was a Fat Frenchman fromthe Cajun swanps, and with John Solli who was
Fi nnegan. Duffey had wondered by what neans his various talismanic creations
woul d neet each other. The U S. Arny was the answer. And the new question
was 'Wwuld there have been a U S. Arnmy if it hadn't been required to bring
Duffey's creations together?

The five boys had been good friends in the army, and had been known
as the Dirty Five. All of them out of the arny Il ess than three nonths and
not very heavily settled into anything yet, were in town for the weddi ng.
And Teresa the bride had an Italian nose on her that had to be into
everyobdy's business. She found out about the girl friends or spouses of al
of them and contacted themto invite themto the weddi ng al so. And they
cane, that the scripture mght be fulfilled

Teresa al ready knew Mari e Monaghan the wi fe of Hans. Hans and Marie
were already living in St. Louis, so of course, they would cone. Mary
Cat herine Carruthers, Mary Virginia Schaeffer, Dotty Yekouris were al so



procured. These were all people of the Argo Legend also. It was the first
and only time that they would all be together this side of the |egend.

Absal om Stein al so knew everything and everybody. He had known al
five of the boys in the same arny battery where he had been a sort of
speci al -services person. He hadn't been of the inner intimacy. It wasn't
sure whet her he had been one of the Argo crewren. He went under different
nanes sonetimes. He didn't tell anyone why he had come from Chicago to St
Louis. The truth was that Henry Salvatore had witten to this Absalom as he
had also witten to Mel chi sedech Duffey, to tell himto cone to St. Louis to
recei ve the assignnent for the rest of his life.

So it was only by a coincidence of incredibly long arns that el even
of the twelve persons whom Mel chi sedech Duffey had created woul d be toget her
in St. Louis Mssouri that |ast week of May.

"Whonever the joke was on," Duffey said out loud in a seafood place,
"It wasn't on me. | will have the bunch of themtoday, even in centra
creation.”

"The joke, Duffey, was that your central creation was a holl ow one,"
t he big-nosed kid said, "and the joke was on nme. That's the irony of all the
cryptic stuff. | have some good scrinshaw here, and some ood paintings. And
oysters."

"Don't say that," Duffey growed. "If ny central creation were a
hol | ow one, that would reflect on ne."

"And on me," the big-nosed kid said. "Ch how it does reflect on nel"
They were in the Broadway Oyster House, and the big-nosed kid had ordered
one hundred oysters. Wat epic hero was it who ate one hundred huge oysters?
That's right, one hundred oysters. And the one hundred oysters had been
served to himon quite a large platter. Oysterman Charl eroi who comranded
the Oyster House didn't even blink at orders |like that, but naybe he blinked
i nside. The big-nosed kid had nmotioned to Duffey to join himat eating the
hundred oysters, and he had called Duffey by name. So the Duff had joi ned
him And the kid sent oysters fromhis latter, a dozen here, a dozen yonder
to other diners. But sonme of the diners refused the oysters in surly
fashi on.

"They are the ones who will go to Hell, Duffey," the big-nosed kid

said. "This was the test, and they fail it. Mark their nanes out of the Book
of Life."
"Al'l right. I've marked them out,"” Duffey said.
And sone of the diners accepted the oysters and waved appreciation
"Those have a chance, they have a chance,"” the kid said. "It wasn't

sure yet. There may be other tests for them But they are, for the nonment at
| east, on the road to salvation.'

These were good and wel | -done oysters, with plenty of butter and
sand. This kid was very lean. He pulled thick bul ky packages out of hidden
pockets and remai ned neither nore nor |less lean. "Just have a | ook at these
Duf fey. You may as well take possession of them You can renmt to ne
somewhere if you ever sell any of them | have heard that, of al
undi scerning art dealers, you are the npost undwascerning. My kind of
deal er."

"My God!" Duffey cried as he unrolled a big four by eight foot
pi cture (how could the kid have had so long a roll in one of his pockets
anyhow?) "This was an original Van Ghi."

"Ch, I'mVan Ghi," the kid said, "but | don't know whether |'1lI
pai nt under that name again. |'mgetting about good enough to use ny own
name. "

"My God, this is worth thousands,"” Duffey said.

"Yeah, it's pretty good," the kid agreed. "But these scrinmshaw
pi eces are at |east as good and you won't be able to get nore than three or
four dollars for each of them The only ones you can sell themto are sea
men. But the sea nmen collectors will recogni ze them as carvings of Count
Fi nnegan. My imredi ate aimand aspiration was to go to St. Kitts or Basse



Terre and be a beach bum The | ack of noney was all that prevents. It takes

a fortune of at least half a mllion dollars.”
"When | was | ast a beach bum back in the seven hidden years of ny
life, it didn't take hardly any noney at all," Duffey said, handling the

scrinmshaw carvings with excited hands.

"A good beach bum has to have the air of big nobney about him" the
kid insisted. "OF noney inpounded, or of noney reserved, of noney abrogated
or refused perhaps, but of noney that has left its aroma and green stain on
him Unl ess people will whisper of a beach bum 'He has nillions whenever he
wants them, or 'He poured out millions as if they were water', unless
peopl e spin such | egends about him then he wasn't the highest sort of bum
There was no way it can be faked. Nobody ever attained the status of top bum
wi t hout deserving it."

Duf fey was shaking so hard that he Could hardly eat his oysters. For
t he paintings, yes (there were a dozen truly magnificent), and for the
carvings, yes, but nostly for the person here. Did not Fingal the Hero, and
in another version it was Finn MCool, once eat one hundred oysters and each
of them bi gger than a wagon wheel ? WAs this kid, no bigger than Duffey in
appear ance, an incognito hero or giant? Wio was it who had lived all those
[ ives underground? Wich high hero had been the son of a Teras? But Duffey's
shaki ng son turned into delighted | aughter

Why shoul d he be overpowered by one of his own creations? This kid
was seven famous underground artistic geniuses in one, but he wouldn't have
been any of themif it hadn't been for Duffey. Wiy shoul d he be overwhel ned
by the son of a Teras when he had been a cl ose personal friend of that very
Teras, the Monster Gulio? Wiy should... ?

The bi g-nosed kid was John Solli (Finnegan), the son of the Mnster
Gulio, of course, the central creation of Duffey hinself.

"My father Gulio once said that he found only seven or eight
friends in this world, and all of them were sonehow related to you,"
Fi nnegan said. "He didn't really love a city; he | oved the swanps. He took
me down to the Cajun swanps several times, and he made 'calls' for nme that |
woul d call with when we drifted along in a flat boat with 'ceiling three
feet' over us, of swanp fronds. Other fathers made duck calls for their
sons, or coon calls, or swanp deer calls.

"My father Gulio nade panther calls and alligator calls, and
devil -fish calls, and swanp-boa calls, and hairy man calls, and white shark
calls. | never knew what I'd call up fromthe water or down fromthe vined
trees when | put one of those calls to ny mouth. He whittled them out of the
wood of the tupelo-gumtree. There was no wood like it."

"What will you do now, Finnegan?"
"I"1l break ny hands and ny head for a little whthe on the custoned
things. Then I'Il throwit ill over and wander. Wander and paint, and paint

and wander .
"I wandered for seven years once," Duffey said. "And now | can go

back, alnpbst at will, and wander still nmore in those sane years."

"And I will wander for seven years," Finnegan said. "Then they will
bury ne on the Marianao Coast of Cuba. \Whether they can keep ne buried
don't know. Someday there will come to your hands a great painting 'The
Resurrection of Count Finnegan'. The story in this painting will indicate
that they are not able to keep ne buried.

"I will go back to New Orleans. So will you go there, by the way.
But | will stay there only a few nonths or weeks. Then | will wander. |

haven't any scenario to follow Neither God nor Henri Sal vatore had provided
me with one. For inpedinents | amgiven ny own thorn in the flesh and nmy own
nonst erness. But there are certain docunents that | can carry in nmy mnd.
These, and the things that | paint wherever | find a good painting surface
inthe world, are the closest things to a guide or scenario | have."

Fi nnegan shook hands with Duffey in that peculiar six-fingered grip
that a Teras will use with a friend who was not a Teras. They joined in dark



and | ean |l aughter, and they sat together for a whlie |onger, Duffey |ooked
closely at this one of the creatures he had nmade. Wether it was good or
bad, he liked it.

4

It was necessary to introduce a nunber of original docunments here.
They are all essential to this account. Some of them were bel oved by
Fi nnegan, some of them by Duffey, some of them by everybody we know.

'Be calmand vigilant, because your eneny the devil was prow ing
like a roaring lion, seeking whom he may devour. Stand up to him..
[First Peter 5,8-9]

"I wal k in sunlight through the snarling dark
Defiant of that lion in the street,

The Noonday Devil in the noonday heat

That smrched the souls of Karl and Kitty Kark.'
[Dotty O Tool e. Sonnet.]

"I want you to be happy, always happy in the Lord: | repeat, what |
want was your happi ness. Let your tol erance be evident to everyone: the Lord
was very near. There was no need to worry; but if there was anything you
need, pray for it, asking God for it with prayer and thanksgiving, and that
peace of God, which was so nmuch greater than we understand, wll guard our
hearts and thoughts, in Christ Jesus. Finally, brothers, fill your m nds
with everything that was true, everything that was noble, everything that
was good and pure, everything that we |ove and honor, and everything that
can be thought virtuous or worthy of praise. Keep doing all the things that
you | earned from me and have been taught by me and have heard or seen that |
do. Then the God of peace will be with you.'

[ Paul , Philippians 4, 4-9]

'...for we westle not against flesh and bl ood but agai nst
principalities and powers, against the shapers of darkness in this world and
agai nst the spiritual army of evil in high stations.'

[ Paul . Ephesians. 6, 12-13]

"It was they who are the spiritual arnmy of evil in high stations,
the sneering and deforing devils of the word-mills. And the high stations
that they occupy are sonetimes stations inside the Church itself.’

[Mles O Connel. Handbook of Treasons.]

"W find init the ground for the nost cheering hope of the future;
provi ded that the associati ons we have described continue to grow and
spread, and are well and wasely adm nistered. Let the State watch over these
societies of citizens united together in the exercise of their right; but
let it not thrust itself into their peculiar concerns and their
organi zations, for things nove and live by the soul ithin them and they may
be killed by the grasp of a hand fromw thout. ..

"Prejudice, it was true, was nmighty, and so was the | ove of noney;
but if the sense of what was just and right be not destroyed by depravity of
heart, their fellow citizens are sure to be won over to a kindly feeling
towar ds men whomthey see to be so industrious and so nodest, who so
unm st akably prefer honesty to lucre, and the sacredness of duty to al
ot her considerations.'

[Leo XIII. The Condition of Labor.]

"I have said that the prime product of the Reformation was the
i solation of the soul. That truth contains, in its devel opment, very nuch



nore than its nmere statenent mght prom se

'The isolation of the soul means a | oss of corporate sustenance; of
t he sane bal ance produced by common experience, a public certainty, and the
general will. The isolation of the soul was the very defifition of its
unhappi ness. But this solvent applied to society does very nuch nore than
nmerely conpl ete and confirm human m sery.

"In the first place, and underlying all, the isolation of the soul
rel eases in a society a furious new accession of force. The break-up of any
stable system in physics as in society, nakes actual a prodigious reserve
of potential energy. It transforms the power that was keeping things
together into a power driving separately each conponent part, the effect of
an expl osi on.

[H Belloc. Europe and the Faith.]

'Bootl ess for such as these the mghty task
O bottling God the Father in a flask.'
[H Belloc, Heroic Poemin Praise of Wne.]

"Right in the mddle of all these things there stands up an enornous
exception... It was nothing el se than the [oud assertion that this
nmysteri ous maker of the world has visited his world in person. It declares
that really and even recently, right in the niddle of historic tines, there
did walk into this world this original invisible being; about whomthe
t hi nkers nake theories and the nythol ogi es hand down myths; the man who Made
the Worl d. That such a higher personality exists behind all things has
i ndeed been inplied by the best thinkers, as well as by the nost beautiful
| egends. But nothing of this sort has ever been inplied in any of them It
was sinply false to say that the other... heros had clainmed to be the
nmysteri ous master and maker, of whomthe world has dreamed and di sputed. Not
one of them had ever claimed to be anything of the sort. The nobst that any
religious prophet had said was that he was the true servant of such a being.
The npst that any primtive nyth had ever suggested was that the Creator was
present at the Creation. But that the Creator was present... in the daily
life of the Roman Enpire -- that was sonething utterly unlike anything el se
in nature. It was the one startling statement that man has nade since he
spoke his first articulate word...'

[G K. Chesterton. The Everlasting Mn.]

' These nonsters are neant for the gargoyles of a definite cathedral
| have to carve gargoyles, because | can carve nothing else; | leave to
others the angels and the arches and the spires. But | amvery sure of the
style of the architecture and of the consecration of the church.'

[G K Chesterton. On Gargoyles.]

"Neverthel ess, the struggl e between good and evil remained in the
world as a sad legacy of the original fall. Nor has the ancient tenpter ever
ceased to deceive mankind with fal se prom ses. It was on this account that
one convul sion followi ng upon anot her has narked the passage of the
centuries, down to the revolution of our own days... Entire peoples find
t hensel ves in danger of falling back into a barbari smworse than that which
oppressed the greater part of the world at the comi ng of the redeener.

"This all too inm nent danger, Venerable Brethern, as you have
al ready surmi sed, was Bol shevestic and Atheistic Comrunism..'

[Pius XI. Atheistic Conmunism ]

"Only because it was inclusive can Catholicismbe exclusive; only
because it conprehends all religious truth can it be intol erant of al
error. It was because it was the Catholic Center that it cannot admt any
other center, to regard as central any portion of the circunference.'’

[E.1. Watkin. The Catholic Center.]



"But there are too the day to day, or rather the noment to nonent
choi ces of heaven and hell. Before every human heart that has ever beat out
its allotted neasure, the dare of goals a high as God hinself was tossed
down; to be accepted, or to be fled fromin Terror.'

[Farrel & Healy, My Way of Life, the Summa Sinplified for
Everyone. ]

"There are certain Iron Meadows that are inhabited by Aspects, and
we cannot be sure that God knows about them Sone aspects of the Argo Legend
dwell in one of these Iron Meadows, and neither God nor Duffey knws about
them'

[ Bascom Bagby. Letters After | Am Dead.]

"A Duffey there was who had vi ews
On subjects diverse and diffuse.
But we are the stuffy

I nventions of Duffey,

And Duffey's a gruffy nagus.'
[Dotty Yekouris. Pelican Pellets.]

'The boys in the street often call 'Hot Stuff' at ne, and it was a
famliar and friendly name. But they do not know, except for several nedical
students anmong them who have heard of ny case, that | have a body
tenmperature of one hundred and el even degrees. The doctors have told ne that
| should be a bird, or that | should be dead. Wll, | amnot a bird. | fly
sometines, but privately. And | amnot dead. | will never die.

"I have asked for alnobst every gift that comes into ny head, and
have been given many of them One |I much prize was the gift of cal mess. |
cannot command everything, but | can conmand tenpests, alike neteorol ogica
and society and soul tenpests, and they will be silent. | can rebuke the
wi nds and the sea | can nmake hurricanes veer off and lose all their
substance in rain.

"I have been given other gifts, but I wonder why some such strong
gi fts have been put into nmy hands: no hands have ever been weaker than m ne
On the 'grip machine' at the 'Fun House out on the Lake' | can grip only
thirty-seven pounds. Dotty Yekouris can grip a hundred and ninety pounds.
But it was into ny hands that the care of the whole world was placed for as
much as one full hour out of every twenty-four.'

[ Margaret Stone. Third Epistle to the Kids in St. Louis.]

"It was witten that if they will not believe Mses and the
Prophets, neither will they believe one risen fromthe Dead. My God, My Cod,
t hey have got to believe the One risen fromthe Dead... Wy should | not
affirmthe doctrine of the Real Presence of Dauphin Street at m dnight?
There are people on Dauphin Street at mdnight to whomit has never been

preached... Don't you ever have the feeling that this night one nore nust be
found? I magi ne the panic of the Patriarch when he could not find seventy.
And the figure was reduced, and he still could not find them This night,
per haps, something will happen to the world unl ess one nore can be found. He
may destroy it falls short by that one. | fancy that thousands of tines it
has just got by, and nany times it has just |lot by by one. And what if |

al one can find that one tonight, and the world will stop if | don't...

ot hers who knew the urgency. Maybe one of themwas worn out and not all owed
to die until | cane to replace him..'

[ Margaret Stone. In Archipel ago. ]

"W are all of us Argonauts of the Argo, but we have been
shi pwr ecked or stranded on this rmundane shore. We are stranded with the
caution that we nmust not allow this shore to remain wongly nundane. This



has becone a virtual exile to us, and we cone to doubt whether we will ever
sail on those sweet seas again.

"But we are nore fortuned than nost. And we have the surety, if we
do not destroy it, that we will be on that Bark again, in another world if
not in this one. W remenber it and ourselves. Duffey may renmenber it |ess
than any of us, but he was custodian of the talisnmans which were our
recol l ection; his was the responsibility of activating us to new life after
we had sl ept.

"It was the Risen Chrwast who said 'Wait here on this shore until |
call you.' Al who have been on the Argo understand this.'

[ Hans Schul t z]

"If Duffey did indeed make us, it was three thousand years ago, for
we sailed together on the Argo that far in the past. But the talismans (they
were part of the gold filagree of the Argo, |aid over pieces of the 'TalKking
OGak' Dordogne, and the gold that was used cane fromthe Geat Fleece that we
carried), the talismans have not the function of creating so nuch as the
function of Anammesis or Recollection. They were to awake us and fill us
with remenbering. It was by us having held the talismans at our birth that
we now recogni ze and recoll ect each other, now that we are once again in a
wakeful state. Qur com ng together and know ng each other now was a
prefiguration of the Resurrection Itself. W are under a blessing. In our
own life (our nysterious latter life nowin the contenporary world) we have
some of the experiences that are Beyond Life. W are born again nore
literally than are nbst. We have here our first resurrection in the
Resurrection of Christ.

"It was a sweet, sad pagani smthat said,

"And if thou wilt, renmenber.

And if thou wilt, forget.'

And we have renenbered, as yet in fragnents only, but we renmenber
nore and nore as tinme unwaps fromus. The talisnmans that we grasped at
birth were pieces of the Holy Argo. They re-create us and tell us who we
are.'

[ Teresa (Showboat) Piccone.]

'The tenptation and fascination, Ml chisedech, was al ways to be
goi ng somewhere. This tenptation will becone even stronger with the persona
rel ease of the Adversary. But better than goi ng somewhere was being there
al ready. There was a saying that 'Happi ness was not a destination but a
journey'. This was wong. Oh, our life was a journey, but it was only a
journey through tine and space. It wasn't away from our foundation ever. W
are born or reborn into the state of having already arrived. W have an
i nner orientation. We know where it was. The ' Quest Compl eted' was our basic
state. The CGol den Fl eece had al ready been found, and we were already w apped
init. The '"Gail Abundant', the 'Gail-Filled-to-Overflow ng' has been
possessed, and we eat and drink in that possession of it. W are in
Paradi se. Qur task was to rebuild the world, but not yet to rebuild it in
anot her pl ace.

"Qur construction will always be 'old-fashioned', and it will be
hooted at by the hooters. It will be as old-faihioned as the first Creation:
it will be fromthe beginning. Ch, we will drink new wi ne out of new

bottles, but both the wine and the bottles were already new when the Day
Star was nade.

"Avoid the perils of the false activists who are al ways bedeviling
one to be noving and doing. There was, anmpong the urgenci es which we mnust
find or make, paradisal |aziness which we nust cultivate. This was
absolutely required of us. It was not slovenliness, it was not indolence, it
was not pigritia. It was laziness in its proper form Wen we exam ne our
consci ences at night, after no matter how many hectic hours, we must ask
'"Did | take sufficient time to be blessedly lazy this day? There can be no



peace or calmw thout it.

'"Was this prospect of rebuilding the world sufficiently exciting? A
spastic or jerky excitenment was not consonant with grace. A stinulate was
only a goad, and nost often it was a self-torture. Excitenent was one of the
fleshy things that was easiest to give up and nost useful in its absense.

"Are there, in rebuilding the world, any details too trivial to
concern ourselves with? On, we concern ourselves where the spirit dictates.
Ri ght management of the nuskrat popul ation on Barataria Bay may be a det ai
that we should be concerned with. The election of a president will al nost
certainly be too trivial for our bothering. And do not be msled by evil
persons who say that everyone should vote. In three votings out of four, no
honest person can vote for any candidate |listed, and no honest person does.
It will be given us to know what things are inportant and what things are
not .

"Duffey, whom!| have not net yet, rem nds us that we are all Kings
in the Kingdom from our childhoods, and in our own right. W may be | eper
ki ngs, but the 'Leper King' was a holy man.

' Margaret Stone, whom | have not met, rem nds us that we nust al ways
be afl ane. Wiy yes, that was another thing. Wen we exam ne our consciences
at night, we must also ask, 'Did | spend sufficient time in the Fiery
Furnace today?' It was so easy to forget these things.

'"Now the times becone clotted and portentous. It was the second
com ng of Satan after his release frombondage. It has happened al ready, or
it is happening right now. Sone say that, if Satan was to be released, it
seens nost likely that he was rel eased at the start of the First World \War
and that he was responsible for the bl oodshed then and since. No, the bl ood
so far was only a trickle to the blood that will come. Wat has gone before
was only the Devil rattling the bars of his cage. Now he was out.

"The m |l ennium has al ready been here. The bolting of the door on
the Devil was done quietly by Oto | of the Germanies at Aachen in the year
946. Later, but in the same year, the prisoner was transferred to anot her
and faster prison. This was on the peninsula called the Euxi ne Chersonese,
and nodernly known as the Crinea on the Bl ack Sea.

"And you, Duffey, be in St. Louis the last week of May and | will
gi ve you your instructions for the rest of your |life. That sounds ponpous of
me, does it not? It wasn't though.'

[Heni Salvatore. Letter to Ml chi sedech Duffey.]

(This was the longer letter, the one that was not sent.)

' The Argo Voyages are not nerely something that we took part in nany
centuries ago. They still go on. This was our rich other life that continues
in reserved places whthe we wake and sl eep and wake again in this place
which | call 'The Wrld of Record'

"There was one first instruction that we renmenber when we wake:

"There are not any ordi nary persons on the Argo; and such ordinary persons
as you may find on the Shore must be reforned out of their ordinariness."

'Yes, we have with us King Ml chi sedech the Duff who was al ways
intrinsic to our crew. A King on Land he was, but he was never Captain of
the Crew except on a tenporary acting basis when he took his regular turn of
duty. His main assignnment was always to activate us fromany periodic sleep
Persons of other Holy Quests and Successes do sonetines fall into these
sl eeps, and they sleep until the end of tinme. Not so with us. W wake, and
we wake agai n.

'God bless our Crew. God bless our Ship. God bless this shore, which
was naned ' The World', until we go to sea once nore.'

[Dotty Yekourwas. ]

5

Teresa Piccone was a delight. She was all kindness and cl ai rvoyance



and charm She was one of those sly-eyed, urchin-grinning, gray-stone-carved
Bl essed Virgins who broke out all over Northern Italy in the latter part of
the Tenth Century. Whatever forgotten roons or forgotten grounds they are
dug out of, they have a shouting freshness as well as a nmpbssy sense of
absurdity on them It was alnpst certain that there was sone npbss grow ng on
Showboat Piccone, for she was an Earth Creature. Green npss growing in the
corners of her eyes, yes. It was quite certain that there was star-spakle
growing all over her, for she was a Heavenly creature. There was no reason
for Duffey to be ashanmed for his workmanship in her or for her electric
presence. This Showboat had great conpassion and affection for her scenari st
in the human conedy, for her naker Mel chisedech Duffey. And she was the
finest thing that the talented Duffey ever did.

And Vincent Stranahan -- Oh, he was the young nman that this Teresa
was marrying. He was the best friend of Finnegan. He was the best friend of
al nost everybody. He was brilliant, of course, since he was one of Duffey's
Ani mat ed Marvel s, but he may have been the |least brilliant of the bunch. It

woul d be cl ose, between Vincent and Casey and Mary Catherine. And yet he was
out st andi ng by any other standards. He was so outstanding that Duffey could
say to his old friend, Vincent's father Patrick

"They don't nmake themlike they used to, Patrick," this to that huge
and somewhat weed-grown father. "They nmake thema | ot better now "

"I knowit, Duff, I knowit," Patrick Stranahan said

And then there was Fi nnegan. Finnegan had all the goodness (what an
odd, what an only word for him), all the preternatural ness, all the
nmonst erness of his father Gulio. He hadn't quite the sheer and shocki ng
ugl i ness of appearance that had bel onged to his father; he didn't have the
great bulk of his father; he hadn't quite the same roaring protest under
torture: he may not have suffered such abysmal tortues, though he had
suffered. Finnegan believed hinself to be half Human and hal f Teras; but
it's only to the narrow vision that there's a difference between the Human
and the Teras. Only in a manner of speaking are they different. There are,
to one who sees with open eyes, half a dozen such nations of the one and
i nterm ngl ed peopl e of Cod.

It was hard to cone onto the essence this Finnegan who was as
qui cksi |l verwash as Teresa. It was Finnegan who expl ained to Duffey (probably
at their first neeting over the one hundred oysters) the difficulty of
finding the essence of any person

"W had a great and hi gh-ranking anal yst," Finnegan said. "He was of
t he equi val ent of demiure or archangel rank, and he was examining a contrary
and powerful person to discover the essence of him Duffey, he dissected
that person, and stripped down the layers of himas if he were a Duffey
onion. He took the hide clear off of that fellow and threwit into a corner
where it glimered and glowed with its electric aura pul sing and throbbing
about it. "Wy do they put so much wapping on then?' the anal yst asked. He
unstrung and renoved the linbs, and he decided that they were not essenti al
They | ooked sonewhat |ike giant |linbs and sonewhat |ike statuary |inbs as
they lay there. The analyst took out all the viscera and decided that they
spent a very long journey to go a short distance; he decided that they
weren't essential either. He renmoved all the organs and lights fromthe
person's cavity, and he could find no essence in them He took out the
brains with their dangling cords. He discarded it all, layer after |ayer and
wr appi ng after wapping. 'W' ve got to be getting close to the essence of
it," he said, but he wasn't. Wen he unw apped the very |ast portion, he
found that it was all wapping with nothnig inside it. He hadn't found the
essence. The whol e thing had been an enpty jug wapped in prinordial straw.

"But, in the mddle of the night, he got up and went to the
di ssecting chanber where he had unwrapped the man. '| rnust have left the
light on in there,' he said, but he hadn't. And yet there was a light. The
whol e scattered thing glowed with light. So the anal yst wote a note to



hi nsel f ' Exam ne, tommorrow, whether there was not an essence sonmehow
di ffused through all these wappings thenselves. This |light has got to cone
from sonewher e.

"But the anal yst hinself died before norning, and his exploration
was not and has not been conpleted.”

Yes, you could skin Finnegan and throw his pelt into the corner, and
it would still crackle with aura ad snoke with essence. But one couldn't
find all his essence bottled in one place.

Fi nnegan was an artist of transcending talent, and as such, he was
recogni zed by Duffey the art dealer and artist dealer. The only nediumin
which Duffey was a true artist was in the manufactory or activation of
people, and in this Finnegan was his greatest masterpiece. No, no, this
wasn't a contradiction. It has been said that Teresa was the finest (but not
the greatest) thing that Duffey ever wought. Finnegan was not fine.

Fi nnegan was a vagabond, and Duffey had been a master vagabond for
seven vears. He recogni zed that Finnegan's whole life so far had been a
di spl aced seven-year wandering through the purgatorial |ands that seened to
coincide with the world.

These were all of Duffey's Animated Marvel s. The essence of none of
them was easily distilled out:

The bi g-brai ned and bi g- hearted Hans. What an edifice! The nost open
man in the world, and who could know hi n®

Henri Sal vatore (The Enperor Henry of Neustria) who had whol e
enpires within hinself and to whom had been given the task of rebuilding the
wor |l d. Not since Archbwashop Turpin of the Charl emagne Cycle had there been
so great a prelate who was al so so great a general

Casey Szymansky whom Dufrey had known al nost every day of that boy's
life, and had hardly known at all. But sonme of his nentations and notions
had al ready sent trenors through the whole cosm c signaling system

Stein of the people! Stein had received one of Casey's old souls in
a weird trade, but the conbination was ol der than either of them Der
Kasmir-Stein is known nostly as a remote jewel of India, but it was a hybrid
jewel of disparate essences. It was a new appearance here, and its glitter
began to make itself felt everywhere. It was not Casey, it was not Stein; it
was an abi ding spark struck off by their glancing contact.

Mari e Monaghan, 'Qur Southern Nature's Solitary Boast', the greatest
thing that Australia ever gave to the rest of the world.

Mary Cat herine Carruthers ('But Thou, Chicago Ephrata, out of Thee
shall come --"), how many of the great ones have overl ooked her to their
| 0ss?

Mary Virginia Schaeffer who was the pride of both Gal veston Texas
and Morgan City Louisiana. Mre of her, nmore of her forever

Dotty Yerkouris who was a journalist and a nenber of the prestigious
' Poi son Pen Society', as well as barnmaid.

And Fi nnegan and Showboat Teresa Piccone and M. X X will not be

gi ven now. He plans careful entrances, and he will enter in his own tine.
Aw c' non, you know that there aren't people |like any of these where
you cone from Some pilgrims will wander through a lifetinme wthout neeting

even one genui ne Duffey Animation. And there are el even who were in one city
at one ime, if they had only been there.

Was it absoutely certain that this was the original crew of the
original Argo? Yes, it was certain. It has been checked out and proved.

The weddi ng was a fine one, done by one of the perfect couples and
by Father McCGuigan in Teresa's parwash church (the Stranahan's church too
they lived only a block apart). There were nunbers of distinguwashed
Irishmen and Italians there, and smatterings of the people of barbarian
races.

The reception was a grand one. Duffey shined by his antics, and he
was out shined by many of his own people, especially the Finnegan who



surpassed hinsel f. There was pl easure and grandeur (people are entitled to
that on such occasions), and al so sone of the scrubbiest carrying-on ever.
And there was the time when things were coming to their glorious

wi ndi ng-down and Dotty Yekouris with hands on hi ps had | ooked at the magus
and | aughed:

"Thou' rt perfect, Duffey!"

"Such early perfection will do the boy in," Henry Sal vat ore war ned.
"I'f he would be still nore perfect, let himfollow ne."

And Duffey had to speak to Henry about that for a nmonent:

"You wote to me 'Cone to St. Louis', Henri, and | cane," Duffey
said. "But you have not yet given me the scanario for the rest of nmy life.
Gve it now "

"Conme to New Ol eans,"” Henri said. "You have been here in Danmascus
-- St. Louis, for a week, and you have been given the opportunity for
bl i ndness and recovery, though | haven't noticed you undergoi ng either of
t he experiences. Now you can go to New Ol eans and | abor there for the rest
of your life. There was a bl essed place there, an asphalt garden, and you
will grow cucunbers in it for the rest of your days. You'll grow them for
the Geater Aory, and they'll be superior ones."

Fi nnegan, Henri, Duffey, Dotty, and Mary Schaeffer all got into
Mary's Ford and drove down to New Orl eans. This was the | ast Saturday of My
of the year 1946.

And al so, on that last Saturday of May of 1946, on the al nost-island
of Crimea, out of a deep iron-doored dungeon, the Devil was rel eased from
hi s t housand-year inprisonnent.

But hadn't he been rel eased just a hundred years before that, in
18467 We don't know. Maybe the rel ease was a recurring thing.

Book Two

"For this Melchisedech was King of Salem priest of the nost high
God, who net Abrahamreturning fromthe slaughter of the kings and bl essed
hi mto whom Abraham di vided the tithes of all. First, as his name shows, he
was King of Justice, and then he was also King of Salem that was, King of
Peace. Wthout father, w thout nother, wthout geneal ogy, having neither
begi nni ng of days nor end of life, but likened to the Son of God, he
continued a priest forever... But he whose geneal ogy was not recorded anong
themreceived titfies of Abraham and bl essed hi m who had t he promnase.

[ Paul . Hebrews.]

1

Several other primary docunents are here. They are necessary for an
under st andi ng of the recent history and present condition of the world.
Primary documents are always like treasures of gold and gems spread out to
daylight. O they are like gold and gems would be if they were nany tinmes
nore rare than they now are.

'"Wth buck-swords in Neustria during the mllenniunm Duffey died
there, durin the seven hidden years of his life, and sonebody saved his
ashes in a cigar box or humidor or urn. It wasn't an ordinary cigar box or
what ever. It was an extraordi nary sixteenth receptacle, and it had bel onged
to the King of Spain. M. X. later brought this receptacle with its ashes to
Duf fey. There are very few nen who keep their own ashes in a cigar can on
their desks.

"The "Devil in H's Dungeon' was both historical fact and valid
el ement of the fol k unconsci ous during the one-thousand-year period fromthe
years 946 to 1946. W will mss 'The Devil in H's Dungeon'. He al npst
guaranteed that things were well in the upper part of the house. Nostal gia
was born with the |l oosening of the Devil fromhis Crimean dungeon in 1946.



The word 'nostal gia' was used before that, but not in the sane neani ng. The
worl d had lived trough a thousand-year-1long 'good old days' w thout know ng
it. Nowthere will not be such good days, and there will not be nuch
nostalgia for the trashy evil that we now |live and breathe. 'Neustria' or
"Latter Neustria' are unhandy names for the real enpire of the one thousand
years. 'Christendom was a handy and true name for the era and extent, but
use of such words will not very long be permtted now W enter a new era of
sl avery where only incoherence and evil will be permitted.

'"Tne 'Waves of the Future', of which we have heard for near a
lifetime now, are backward phenonena breaking onto the past. Htler was
i ndeed a man of the future, or fromthe future, but he was raidi ng backwards
into history. He correctly appraised that the province he was raiding
backwards into, 'Geater Neustria', had a thousand year extent, but he was a
man without direction in several ways. But surely he knew that he was
traveling out of the future and inpinging on a present and past fromthe
wrong direction than hinself. These are still with us, and they are
achi evi ng popul ar adoration. They show that the future will be so evil, but
at the sane time so cheap and contenptible a thing, that we need not fear to
attack it.'

[ Absal om Stein. Notes on the Finnegan Cycle.]

"The infectors or kindlers are thensel ves now stunned by the

vi ol ence of the infection. They had gone in small groups for not mnuch nore
than one hundred years. Since the metaphorical earlier release, they defiled
mldly and they infected mldly, and they set their fires with snmall and
flickering torches. Their doings seened to be no nore than token things,
curious incursions of the several generations of the Sons of the Devil. But
now there was effect. Believe me, they thensel ves are amazed by the present
scope of the conflagration that has devel oped in the decade and a hal f since

t he deaths of the Papadi aboloi. It was alnost as if the kindlers did not
intend it.

"I knew many of these infestors, and | have data on all of themin
my fthes. They were all inconplete and ineffectual persons, going about

their dark business in al nbst somanbulistic fashion. They were dull and
i sol ated botches of paint, carrying no message and under st andi ng none; but
t hey have accidentally cone together to forma clear and fearsone picture
whose initial design was too deep to come fromthensel ves. Perhaps, as has
been said, their Father Hinself really has been released this tine. But the
infestors were jagged little shards of base netal, brittle and soft and
wort hl ess, and with no conception of pattern. Together, though, they forned
the strong brazen key which unlocks the iron door and rel eased hi m who was
confined for the day of the great thousand.'

[ Mel chi sedech Duffey. Letter to John Schultz.]

"Jesus Christ was the total opposite of the revolutionary. He was

the strong partisan of every jot and tittle of the law. After all, he made
the law. the only way He could be a revolutionary was agai nst Hinsel f. But
Jesus Barabbas (we now know that this was the correct nane of the
instigator) was a revolutionary all the way. Barabbas was a cheap-shot
artist and a cheap-effect artist, as are his followers even till this day.
It was Jesus Barabbas whomthe 'Jesus People' follow but they pretend that
there was only one Jesus. This brings us to the question of 'Dark Followers'
or 'Dark Conpanions' or 'Dark Correspondences', to groups and institutions,
as well as to persons.

' The Argo sathed westward again and again fromlllyria, but the
Hadri ati cus sonetimes proved to be a sea without any far shore, and
sonmetines it was a sea whose Western shore was not Italy. Oh certainly, |
sailed on the Argo again and again and again. Do you not renenber? | was
O pheus. W canme to a wide variety of shores, named and nanel ess, but we did
not come to any imaginary shores. All were real, and alnost all of them were



dar k shadows of other shores and voyages. Don Juan made a good thing out of
this: he pulled a frame-up and arranged that a shoddy doubl e of him should
go to hell in his place. And it happened so. But Don Juan was hinself the
shoddy doubl e of a nost el eant and nost depraved sinner, and he was
entrapped into serving an eternity in a nost el egant and nost pai nful hel
for a man of sins too refined for hinself ever to find pleasure in.

' Casey Szymansky, out of conpassion, traded souls with Stein and
agreed to go to hell in his place. It was a successful deal from Stein's
st andpoi nt, and nothng succeeds |ike success. Stein cane into Casey's brains
and his talents as side effects of the same deal, and he grows grander and
bri ghter whthe Casey shrivels. Stein had all the good things now, and they
shal |l not be taken away from hi m

"I amtired, and | go into incoherence. | see true connections that
| cannot see in nonments of clarity, but I amnot able to express them The
eneny has designed this obstacle for us. But the eneny may not know that |
have a wife who was able to make clarity out of ny incoherent expressions.
Pl ease do so, dear.'

[John Schultz. Letter to his wife Marie.]

' Fi nnegan seeks death and does not find it. That was the main point
of his puzzling quest. H's own fleece was naned thanatos and not mallion
Fi nnegan did not die in the ward in the hospital in the Philippines. But
somebody died there in his name, and an army-doctor-friend of mne wote ne
that Finnegan did die there in his presence, which letter | received the
same day that Finnegan arrived in St. Louis. This amazed ne, but it didn't
seemto amaze Fi nnegan when | showed the letter to him

' Fi nnegan did not, apparently, die on the | anding at Naxos, though X
swears that one of the bodies was Finnegan's. But X hinmself spent the latter
part of that sane week in Finnegan's conpany. A thing |like that would not
bother X, but it bothers ne.

"Finnegan did not die in the cabin of the Brunhil de, but someone
died there at the hands of Papadi abol ous. He did not die at Tangier w th Don
Lewas, and yet there were two dead bodies at the bottomof the tell. He did
not die at the hands of Saxon X. Seaworthy on Gal veston Isl and, though Dol
Del aney found a body she was sure was Finnegan's, and M ss Del aney knew
Fi nnegan well. And possibly Finnegan did not die on the Mrinanao Coast near
Havana. | believe, in spite of all the reports, that he is still alive. |
al so believe that | have run athwart of several tall-story artists, not the
| east of whom are the arny doctor-friend of mine, Doll Delaney, and Finnegan
hi nsel f. But the death quest has al ways been there.

' Fi nnegan was a doubl e phougaro or funnel, the |ink between two
different worlds. Yet there are characters (X, Biloxi Brannagan, Dol
Del aney, Mel chi sedech Duffey) who have verifiable existence in both of the
wor | ds. Fi nnegan hinself believed that he was subject to topol ogica
i nversion, that one of thee worlds was always interior to himand the other
worl d exterior to him and that they sometines exchange pl aces. But where
does that |eave us who live in either of the two worlds? Are we not
sometines reduced to being no nore than items in the mnd of Fi nnegan?

"This topol ogical inversion also occurs in the case of Ml chi sedech
Duffey. In one formof the inversion, Ml chisedech was the 'creator' of a
dozen or so of us. Well, so he was then. | have felt it of myself and known
it. But that was only in the | east plausible of his contingent worlds.

"As to the voyages, there was the question of ships. Was the
Brunhilde the first ship, or was it the third? Was it the original Argo? O
was it a later and unsanctified appearance of that ship, follow ng the Bark
intine? W have al so the question of superinposed |evels of experience in
the Cruise of the Brunhilde. X says that not all of the events of that
voyage happened to Finnegan in the first decade of the second antebel | um
peri od: he says that a strong substratum of them happened to Gulio Solli,
the Monster Forgotten, the Father of Finnegan, in the decade before Wrld



War |, and that Finnegan has filial nenory of them The atnobsphere of that
earlier period does sonetines break in strongly on the voyage. But so mnuch
of this information depends on X who was not to be depended on

' Fi nnegan was out of the Yell ow Book of Lecan (the Tain Bo
Cuai linge). This pre-supposed that Finnegan was identical w th Fingal and
also with Cu Chulainn. Well, Finnegan was capable of being all of them To
those interested in this line, I recommend Thurneysen's Die |Irw sche
Hel den- une- Koni gsage. There was repetition of sone of the incidents of the
Seven Hi dden Years of the Iife of Ml chisedech Duffey and of sone of the
Brunhi | de- Fi nnegan incidents. It was not even certain that Duffey (whose
Seven Hi dden Years were all before the birth of Finnegan or in his earliest
chil dhood) has first claimon the anecdotes. Duffey knew Gulio Solli the
father of Finnegan, and Duffey pirated and ransacked the mnd of Gulio as
he did so many ot hers.

"I nyself was present at several of the Brunhil de-Fi nnegan epi sodes
(whether in the flesh or out of the flesh, I do not know God knows); | was
present at one nmeeting of Don Lewis and Manuel of which Fi nnegan knew
nothing, so | could not have lifted this from Finnegan's nmnd. And | was
present and watched themdine in death-like glitter on the Grand Canary.
John Schultz al so experienced a rapport with one of the Brunhilde incidents.

' The | oves of Finnegan are as puzzling as his deaths. Mst of them
did not happen in the flesh or in tinme, though several puzzled wonen
bel i eved that they happened.

"W are all of us in legend. It was absolutely inpossible that
anyone should be in life who has not first been in Legend. But no one of us
understands his own | egend. Mary Schaeffer says that | amthe Wandering Jew,
particularly in nmy witing style. | have not at all determ ned the exact
rel ationship of the Argo Legend to the Finnegan Cycle.'

[ Absal om Stein. Notes on the Argo Legend and Further Notes on the
Fi nnegan Cycle.]

'Finnegan is a ghost, of course. Wich of us was not? But he has the
pecul iar habit of coming and and inhabiting people. Al the Fivers
understand this, and they are not spooked by the spook, except Casey a
little bit. Have pity on all poor people who never had a ghost of their own!
Vi ncent says that Finnegan was the third person in our narriage, sonetines
i nhabiting him and nore often me; that Finnegan was both Aninma and Ani nus
to us. Vincent has been reading Jung, and oh my poor husband, you have not
the brains for himn

"It scared Stein the first time he experienced a Finnegan
Visitation. He believed that it was a death visitation, and he nade note of
the tine and date. It was the afternoon of Passion Sunday of the year 1948.
Vel |, why shouldn't Finnegan be both a person and a ghost at the sane tine
if he have a talent for it? | have that talent nyself.

"I played a part in one of the episodes. | was the O ead
Anenotrephes in the sequence on the Mountain. | was clearly conscious of it
all: | played it like a conmic skit at the old Star and Garter. | was
di spl eased at the way the other two Oreads handled their parts. It's the
ethnicity of them | think. We get quite a few G eek girls at the Star and
Garter in one act or another. They're kind of pretty, they' re kind of sexy,
but they can't act. Sinplistic as hell they are, and kind of wooden. | don't
care if they did invent acting: they're no good at it.

"I told Oiebates that if she couldn't do better than that, why
hell, 1'd get Mary Newshee out of the popcorn booth to play it. The Star and
Garter had al ready been sold when this happened, and Mary Newsbee was
married and living on WAl nut Street downtown; but that didn't seemto be the
case in the episode. It was not a dreamthough. It was a detached
experi ence.

"What puzzles me was that Duffey knows so little about such things



at first hand. But he catches on fast. He pirates m nds and gets the stuff
out of them and pretends that he knew it all the time, That Maker Man, he
just doesn't have it.'

[ Teresa Piccone Stranahan. Private Letter.]

' Showboat wrote that? How did she know that Finnegan was a ghost? He
was, though. But Finnegan and Showboat were not |overs ever. Their intimacy
was of another sort. Finnegan was likely not a real |over of anyone ever,
unl ess he could find another Teras to carry on with. Wth nme, he was a

ghost-lover. Well, am|l a fornicator thereby? Not |I. Qurs was not a thing
that can be put into flesh, nor into words.
'"OF the adventures, oh, | was on all the original adventures nyself!

| was one of the Argo Conpany, yes, but the 'Adventures' were variants. |
know what Fi nnegan told ne, what X told ne, what Ml chi sedech told ne. There
are some of the identities that haven't properly been unravel ed t hough. One
of the Papadi aboul oi was the sane person as the Private G egory in that
hospital ward in the Philippines. How many persons in the world can be
expected to have such great purple punpkins for heads?

'Teresa was an anal og to Anastasia Denetriades, but she resented
Anastasia. She rejoiced privately when Anastasia died. | amthe sanme person
as Doll Delancy, according to the account of X, but Doll wasn't too nmuch
according to other accounts. She was |ike nyself, but with the brains
knocked out .

"As to Mel chisedech Duffey, at rare tinmes he beconmes identical with
every one of his creations. | have felt himin nyself as nyself. It wasn't
sinmply that he's a robber of mnds, for he's a bit nore. Wether or not he
was our meker, he was our awakener and our nentor

I How odd of God

To puff the Duff!

"W are a nmutually creative group of about thirteen people. God sets
such groups according to whim and to prevent elitismfromcreeping in.
That's why there's a Duffey-type at the head of every group -- to teach
humlity. We are all about one-thirteenth Duffey. W think about that
whenever we are inclined to be thunderstruck by our own genius. In any
random conpany of a dozen or so persons, one or two of themw Il be already
dead, but with no real division between. Do the dead know that they are dead
and in purgatory? O rather, do we know whether we are dead or not? \Whet her
we are in the flesh or not? Whether we are in the world or not?

"W were given Finnegan because he was part Teras, so all of us wll
be part Teras through him This keeps us from being overly proud of being
human. Al who have dealt with Finnegan have acquired a rich intellectua
stratum that rests somewhere between the consci ous and the unconscious. This
stratumcan't be brought out, It can't be displayed. It can't be exam ned on
any terns except its own. It nmelts away, and sonetinmes one fears that it was
| ost. Finnegan expresses part of this west-of-the-noon intellect in his
paintings. But all his paintings fly away to obscure collections, since we
cannot afford to own themfor long. He expresses part of it in his words,
but his words can never be recalled when he wasn't present. Finn says that
this inaccessibility comes fromhis having Teras brains and we havi ng peopl e
brains. Al of them Casey and Henry and Hans and Absal om pass thensel ves
of f as being smart by cashing in a Ittle bit of the hoard that Finnegan
best ows on us. Finnegan was the nost talented and intelligent man anywhere
in spite of his ape-brained vagaries and antics. He was ny bel oved forever,
and he was Duffey's Central Creation. Well, back to rebuilding the world.

[Dotty Yekourwas. Unnailed Letter, no addressee given.]

"It was a continuing nystery how a very small group, usually |ess
than a dozen persons, has been able to save the world fromdestruction for
several decades now. W have been doing exactly that, but the margi n becones
cl oser and cl oser.



[Mary Virginia Schaeffer]
2

Now it was into the New Orl eans Scene, in the tinme-defying stasis of
Duf f ey, which noves back and forth through the years. But, in those first
two weeks or so, before Finnegan flew the coop that first tine, the scene
wasn't quite in stasis yet.

Duf fey and Fi nnegan and a man naned Zabot ski who owned the buil di ng
were working one norning very early. It was the fourth or fifth norning
dating fromthe fonding of the Pelican Press in New Orl eans. Early norning,
yes, it had just struck midnight on the little wooden cl ock that Zabotsk
hi nsel f had made. The instituting of the Pelican Press was for the
publishing of a journal called ' The Bark' for the renewal of the world, and
for the publishing of other things al so.

Zabot ski was a gross and sonetinmes even an unpl easant man, but he
was a fine artist. This conbination was frequent. Zabotski was an ethnic
artist. The art of the Philistines was the nost enduring and the nost
underrated of all the ethnic arts. And Zabotski |iked to busy hinself at al
hours, and he was a very soci able man. Such hyperactive and socializing
inclinations are often found in conpletely usel ess people. But Zabotsk
owned the building, and he considered that he had certain rights of entry.

Duf fey and Fi nnegan and Zabotski were rebuil ding and reappointing a
large roomthere: it would be the press room and it would be the everything
room And, at the sane tinme that Duffey was doing this, he was al so making a
recorder flute. And Finnegan, whthe working on the rebuilding of the room
was al so painting a large picture. Actually, in their own ways, they were
about the business of rebuilding the world.

Duf fey woul d al so have his 'Walk-1n Art Bijou' as well as his pawn
shop in this building.

The recorder, a nusical instrunent, an old type of flute such as had
been nade and pl ayed back in md-mllennium was being put together out of
wal nut wood and Phili ppi ne nahogany. The stop-keys and fil agree were being
made out of bright brass. Since he had made his first banjo, Duffey had held
in contenpt all persons who play on instrunents that they haven't made
t hensel ves. And the newest of Duffey's tall dreanms was for a flute band to
gi ve an occasional alternative to the string band that he had found al ready
thriving there in the nei ghborhood and had j oi ned.

"There was a report on the radio, on the 'Late, Late, Late News That
Was Different', about a prisoner being released in the Crinea |ast
Saturday," Duffey said. "It got conmic treatnment. What else could it get? But
it confirms some of the things that Henry and Absal om and ot hers (nyself,
for instance) have been saying."

The picture that Finnegan was painting was a horizontal eight feet
by four feet piece, and it was in the Finnegan 'Yell ow Period style. There
was a | eaping sophistication in its handling, but it handled primtive
materials, ice-age animals and cave-man settings. "I get nmy own
reports fromthe Ad Country," Zabotski said. "This wasn't entirely comic
t hough there has always been a folk-comc elenment in tales of the Chort.
This story was a sinple one. The Devil was rel eased fromthe underground
dungeon whi ch many people did not know underlay the peninsula. He cane out
of there light-blinded but in possession of nost of his faculties. He
stretched hinself to a great height. He got ten kilos of balmfroma
pharmacy and rubbed it on the galls that had been made by the irons on his
neck and wists and ankles. He gave cryptic answers to reporters. '\Wat
woul d you say woul d be the nost inportant effect of your rel ease? a
reporter asked. 'They shall know it, now that | have returned,' the Devil
gquoted. 'Wasn't it Achilles who said that first? the reporter inquired.
"No, | said it first, a long tine ago', the Devil said. 'He may have had it
fromme. | have the lever and the hanmer boys. You will give nme a good



press, or you will run into the worst difficulties that you ever thought of.
'Whenever did you not get a good press, since there has been a press?' one
of the reporters said. 'That's true', the Devil adnitted. Let's keep it that

way.' | should have quite a few nore details of it soon. A cousin of mne
was present and witnessed it all.”
"Ah, I'mafraid that we will know it, now that he was back."

"Where do you have your reports fronP" Duffey asked.

"Ch, fromny own radio. But it's a wireless that was literally
wi thout wires, and that speaks only to Slavic ears, and not to all of them
Cut ne one nore stud to the length of those others, Finnegan."

Fi nnegan sawed anot her stud of seven feet and one and one quarter
i nches. Finnegan did not nmeasure and he did not square, but he cut to
perfect fit. This was because he was an artist. For the first of the studs,
he had neasured the distance with his eye, and he had got it right. For the
others, as Zabotski called for them he cut themwi thout |ooking. Wy not?
He had al ready | ooked. Does an artist have to | ook tw ce?

"Finnegan, | will hate you for that forever," Duffey said, "and
will hate you for accepting it w thout blinking, Zabotski. You are working
rule-free and not by jot and tittle. | was once the best carpenter in St
Louis, and | amstill one of the nine great carpenters in the world, but I

al ways neasure carefully. My wife was starting down from Chicago this
nmorning, with a surplus arny four-by-four truck with all our possessions not
otherise stored. My wife has never seen either of you, except through ny
m nd and at a di stance of hundreds of nthes, but she has you both sized up
perfectly. 'Tell that Zabotski that he had better lose fifty pounds,' she
wites 'between the eyes'."

"I exercise up there constantly," Zabotski said. "There's a little

fat there, | suppose, but oh the great extent and depth of fine and | ean
brai ns too! What does that second reindeer say, Finnegan? Ch, yes, | get it
now. '

Soneti mes Zabot ski stuck his huge hands into Duffey's fl utemaking,
but it was hard to fault himthere. He was good wi th both wood and brass. He
had brought some of his own equi prent from next door, a small furnace (they
woul d need it anyhow for making and repairing nany parts for the press), a
| athe, a nortising machine, a wood-turners' outfit, a brass-snelting
arrangenent with small drop-hamers

And sonetimes Zabotski stuck his big hands into the picture that
Fi nnegan was painting, spreading globs of inpossible pignent with a palette
kni fe, and maki ng possible sone effects that even Finnegan had hesitated
over.

But shoul d peopl e whose purpose was the rebuilding of the world be
taking tine out for picture-painting and fl ute-maki ng? They shoul d, yes.
You'll never build a world right w thout such things.

"Here it will make a difference in the color," Zabotski said. "The
purpose will nake a difference. Wiy are you painting the picture, Finnegan?"

"This one was for noney. It will go to a fraternity house where they
shoul d be smart enough to catch the lines. Dotty says that we will need
quite a bit of nobney to get things rolling."

"Ch, for noney. Then it is this way." And Zabotski caused an effect
t hat woul d enhance the noney val ue. Zabotski knew all about the enhancing of
nmoney. It was no wonder that Zabotski was an artist, or that Finnegan was.
Al most everybody in that block was an artist. There are not three brocks in
all of New Orleans with nmore artists living in them Zabotski wouldn't have
rented that building to Dotty and Duffey and their bunch if there hadn't
been an artist, Finnegan, ampbng them And Zabotski, as one of the forenpst
Philistine artists in the world, had high standing in the art col onies.

"Why are there so many ungainly butterlies and birds hovering about
the mouths of the aninmals and people in your painting, Finnegan?" Duffey
asked. "And what was the conplicated figuration of the fur and hair of the



ani mal s?"

"Ch poor rotten Duffey!" Finnegan cried in amazenent. "That's talk,
Duffey, talk. Don't you know talk, don't you know words and statenents when
you see then? Do you know that |eptidopterists have di scerned a whol e branch
of Pl eistocene | epidoptera rock paintings of Champnix and St. Zermatto and
Guebwi |l er? But the leptidopterists are mstaken in their own specialty.
Those supposed butterflies around the nouths of people and animals in the
rock paintings aren't butterlies at all."

"What are they then, Neanderthal Artist Finnegan?' Duffey wanted to
know.

"Bal | oons," Finnegan said. "They are cartoonist-style,

speech- and-song bal |l oons. They are the words and the statenments coni ng out
of the nouths of the people and beasts. They are all in the original and
conpl ex | anguage. "

"You lie, Finnegan," Duffey said recklessly, and he left his
flute-making for a while to put up a cranky little shelf in the rebuilding
structure of the room "I know that the cave and wall paintings at St
Zermatto and Chamini x and Guebwi |l er were all done by Neanderthal nen. And
t he Neanderthal s had neither speech nor witing."

"Ch Hol ozoic Hell, Duffey! O course we had them and we have them
yet!" Finnegan expl oded. "These birds and butterlies, on the cave paintings
and the wall paintings, and on ny painting on canvas here, are nessage
bl urbs bei ng spoken by the creatures. They | ook nore ornate than do
cont enmporary cartooni sts' ball oons because we used to wite on both the
i nside and the outside of the balloon. No, they aren't butterlies, and they
aren't birds. They are words and sentences of witten commentary. And you,
Duffey, are left on the outside. You don't even know what the second
rei ndeer answered the first. Even Zabotski caught that one finally. This was
rich | anguage that we use in our paintings. Language began in conplexity and
perfection, and then it degenerated into our present sinplicity and
poverty."

"You don't even know t he meani ng of poverty," Duffey said. "Not in
this, not in anything. The | ack of conprehension of poverty was at the root
of so many of our trouble. Certain degenerate and evil persons have begun a
"war on poverty'. They are the same persons who relentlessly wage the 'war
on obedi ence' and the 'war on chastity'. WAging a war on poverty was |ike
wagi ng a war on life or on goodness. Pay attention. This was a Duffey
Lecture. It will not be repeated.”

"OfF course it will be repeated, many tines," Finnegan said

"There was sonmething wong with an econonic and social systemthat
cannot generate real poverty," Duffey stated, "when poverty is unblessed and
no | onger to be found, then the whole world conmes unbl essed. W will pray
for holy poverty, and we will hardly find it. This lack of poverty inperils
the Great Pot itself."

"Maybe the Devil will bring back poverty, now that he was rel eased,"

Fi nn sai d.

"The Devil ? What should he have to do with Holy Poverty other than
to defame it?" Duffey asked, "and that was what he will do. In the years to
cone, you will hear endl ess defamations of poverty. You will hear it
mal i gned and cursed; you will hear it slandered and classed as an evil. You
will even hear 'cures' proposed for it. Sonme of these cures will be proposed
by persons really wanting to find cures for various degradations which they
m scall poverty. But also, there will be absolute and viol ent attacks on
poverty itself. Look closely at the people who mount these attacks. They may
be the nost distinguished of senators and bi shops and nout h- brokers and
enterprising and diligent self-servers. They may be the fashi onabl e Judas
Priests and acconmodati ons- persons. These things they nay be on the surface,
but underneath they are devils, every one of them" "Duffey, |I've known
poverty," Zabotski said. "It has rough edges."

"It's just that you're not holy enough to see it clearly, Zabotski



and you may be calling other things by its holy nane. The Devil, nore than
ever now, wil be bringig in things to be called 'poverty' by the ignorant:
sordi dness, trashiness, degradation, debasenment, deprivation, aninality,
certain of the deliriums, squalidness, shabbiness of spirit, debauchery,
barrenness, hopel essness. But there was no way that the Devil can bring back
Holy Poverty to us.

"There remains one solution to all econom c and soci al and persona
ills, to all the traunas caused by sin and fal se poverty: 'Ask and you shal
receive'. That takes care of everything. There was no case of persons asking
in good faith and not receiving, and the Lord promises that there will not
be. There are so many persons who would like to find blessing in true
giving, and so few who are available for the receiving. Wat if the Pot

stands full forever, and nobody will ask for its Holy Slungullion?
"Ch, you win, guys," Duffey said then, turning to the Finnegan
picture. "Some days | really amdim | caught it finally."

"Caught what, old Duff?" Finnegan asked him

"What the second reindeer answered to the first reindeer in your
painting. It's pretty good."

The Geat Pot Itself was an intimate part of 'Project Rebuilding the
Wrld . This project began with that fat-to-overflow ng, young,

Loui si ana- swanp Frenchman, Henri or Henry Salvatore. (W.ere his nane was
given '"Henri' it was pronounced 'Onree' in the Cajun fashion; where it was
given 'Henry' it was pronounced 'Henry'.) Salvatore had once had a maritinme
vision and heard a salt-spray voice telling himthat his was the
responsibility of rebuilding the world. Henri didn't know how to do it, but
he did have a talent for del egating assignnents. He del egated the Rebuil di ng
of the Wrld to Finnegan, to Duffey, to Stein, to Mary Virginia, to Dotty,
to those first and and mainly. Then he went off to a place where they were
supposed to teach the rebuilding-of-the-world trade. (He then becane to al

of them'Henry the Merry Monk" though he intended to becone a secul ar
priest.) Those to whom he gave the assignnments, to work until he should cone
back, didn't know how to rebuild the world either. But each of them had
several little catch-notions of it that m ght serve until a better idea cane
al ong. Anmong the notions were 'A Journal', '"An Institute', and 'A Pot'.

The Pot bel onged to Zabotski. Zeb had once been a chemni st or
experimenter of sone sort, and he had used this big, glass-Ilined,
one-t housand-gal | on capacity pot or crock for some distillation experinments.
Duf fey asked for it, and Zabowaski knocked out a section of the wall and
brought it into the big room

Here was part of the canonical account of the affair: "Duffey rigged
gas burners under it and filled it with water. He announced tnat he would
keep the Big Pot boiling forever. He got a priest fromSt. Katherine's to
bless it." Such was the basis and founding of it. That had been the day
before this. The idea was that people could put vegetables or neat or fish
into the pot to boil, or that God would put these things into it secretly.
And the resulting slungullion in the pot would be available to poor people
forever. But, in a full day, only six persons had taken fich soup out of the
spi ggots of the pot, and all of these had been inpelled by curiosity and not
by poverty. None of them had been poor enough to be nmenbers of Holy Poverty.
There had to be poor people sonewhere in that city and that world. Where
were they, where, where?

"There has got to be a turning point for the pot," Duffey said. "Ah,
that bird there in your painting, Finn, with what | ooks like a smaller bird
in front of its nouth, is that --?"

"What you take for a smaller bird is, of course, a bird-cry inits
bal | oon," Finnegan said. "It's a specialized bird, so it's saying a
speci al i zed nessage. "

"All right, what was it saying, Finn?"

"It was saying, 'When the horse gets here, we will eat. And when the
man gets here, then we will really eat'. That's the kind of bird it was, you



see." This, like everything el se that Finnegan ever said, was prophetic.

The W dow Wal do cane by then

"I saw your light on and came in," she said. The Wdow \Wal do never
sl ept. She | ooked constantly for persons to visit with. In the niddle of the
night it was always this, 'l saw your light on and cane in'. In the day tine
it was 'Your curtains were up so | was pretty sure you were awake, so | cane
in.'" The Wdow was a wonderful and fair person. She brought a little jar of
a new kind of coffee and made coffee for themall in the percolator. She had
little cakes for them cakes that she had just made. She tal ked in cadenced
sharing for a while. Then she put three pounds of good hanburger neat into
the pot and left. The Wdow Wal do was noderately rich

But it was about a nonth after this until the Pot managed to give
itself its peculiar character and signature and flavor that nmeant thaf it
woul d be a going concern. The first large animal to go into the Pot had been
a horse, an ancient buggy-pulling horse that had haul ed peopl e around the
French Quarter. It had died, and its owner had given it to the Pot. He had
also given its old straw hat with its two ear holes in it to go in the Pot.
This old straw hat had not finished living its life yet. It floated on the
slunmgul l'ion of the Pot for weeks and even nonths and gave a character to it.
People liked to look in to see if it was still floating there. This was the
begi nni ng of character and signature and flavor, but it wasn't the
out st andi ng thing yet.

The Pot wei ghed a thousand pounds enpty and ni ne thousand pounds
full. It was ordained that it would never be enpty again, once water and
slumwere put into it. A hundred bushels of barley had been put into it very
early, and that gave the slumlong-lasting bul k and a pl easant fl avor.

Later, rice would be used nore than barley. Salt and onions, rough fish,
country herbs and weeds were added constantly. But slum doesn't becone
slungullion until a 'big neat' goes into it, and the horse was the first of
that. Then there was a cow or two. (The six persons a day had increased to
about six hundred after the first week or so, and quite soon went to severa
thousand.) Alligators went into the Pot then, and the fanmous Alligator Tai
Soup was served on the side for several days. Quite a few rabbits and birds
went in, and sonetines a sheep or goat or cow. Potatoes and turni ps went in,
and what ever the green grocers had of wilted or spoiled remant.

There were a few razzers and jazzers around who woul d make brash
comments about the Big Pot. And the jazzers were the pivot of the turning
poi nt when it came. Several of the jazzers fished three | arge bones out of
the ot one day, and one |arge bone. They made a bi g noi se about what they
had fished out, and anyone who was fam liar with humans coul d see that these
wer e conspi cuously human bones. Wat would this do to the fame of the Pot?

Things |ike that can go either way. They nay be taken in good hunor
or in bad. But in this case, there was strong suspicion, and grounds for it
had been seen, that those jazzers who had fished the bones out of the Pot
were the sane persons who had put themin. These persons, in fact, were
t hree nedical students. And when they struck next, with the garish sign
pai nted on the Pot, and painted tightly so that it would remain bright
al nost forever, "Cannibal Duffey's Irish Restaurant”, it was taken in good
hunor by al nbst everybody.

And sonething did inprove both the actual taste and the reputation
of the stew right about then. It may have been the human parts init; it may
have been somet hing el se. The stew acquired character and individuality, and
it would retain these things forever

And, as Dotty Yekouris said, what if an unfortunate cadaver did (now
and then) find its way into the Pot? You've got to expect things |ike that
in alarge city. Everybody contributes what he can to the general weal, but
some persons can contribute only thensel ves.

Duf fey and Fi nnegan and Zabotski didn't finish rebuilding the room
that early norning. That project, like the larger project of which it was a
part, would go on for decades at least. They all had their distractions, for



one thing. Zabotski, for instance, was courting the Wdow \Wal do.

Henry Sal vatore had entered a semnary to learn howto rebuild the
worl d. But he had put other people at the task in the neanwhile. Duffey and
Dotty Yekouris began to publish a little paper naned ' The Bark' (in the
sense of a boat or a ship). The first organ to take notice of 'The Bark'
(except for a one-shot burlesque of it named 'The Bite', and that was done
by Absalom Stein with vinegar and ki ndness) was Casey's 'The Crock' in
Chi cago. These two journals joined battle over the issue of how the world
shoul d be rebuilt. Duffey went about the project in various ways, and he
pi cked up sonme allies. Stein had come down to New Ol eans just at |aunching
time, and Finnegan flew the coop and left. The two events were rel ated.
Dotty Yekouris was desol ate when Finnegan left. Wll, he would be leaving a
lot, and she had a |lot of desolation in store for her

Letitia Duffey had arrived with the creamof the Duffeys' worldly
possessi ons and with enough cash to carry things on for a while.

Mary Virginia Schaeffer belonged to the Schaeffer famly that owned
the Red Dog Motor Freight which ran from Gal vest on and Houston to Morgan
City and New Ol eans. It also covered Baton Rouge and Shreveport and Port
Arthur and Orange and Beauront. Mary Virginia transferred herself to the New
Oleans termnal and worked with Dotty on ' The Bark' and on other things, as
well as for the Red Dog Mdtor Freight.

Soon, Margaret Stone woul d conme down from Chicago to set them on
fire.

And, one of these nonths or years, Salvation Sally would cone from
Australia to aid in the Salvation. But rebuilding the world was a difficult
task even for a crew that contains a Fat Frenchman and a
Magi ci an- Sor cer er- Magus, and a Dotty Yekouris, and a sometines Fi nnegan

Duf fey al so formed associ ations with other persons who were buil ding
or inventing worlds or noments or situations or scenes. There was Joe Smith
t he vagabond pai nter who had begun, in Galveston, the fanmous triptych of
Dotty O Tool e that Finnegan would finally finish. Joe Smith did not ever
finish anything, but he had a disturbing excellence to everything that he
did, and it was a necessary condition that every piece he did should be
i nconpl ete. He had left nore than a dozen unfini shed nasterpieces with art
deal er Duffey.

There was Adam Scanl on of New York and G oben of Chicago. There were
Rita Tinder, Glbert Brisbane, Crystal O Boyle (the untraditional glass
goblet lady), Neil Holway, Dorcas Witeduck, Wesley Neosha, Pedro San Carl o,
Jessica Shrike (that princess of porcelain), Mary Ann Col dbrook, Hugh
That cher (the Yellow Kid), Humphrey Speckle, Peggy Munster, Elroy Redheart
(wought-iron work was not dead but only sl eeping, and Elroy was waking it
up with his hammering on its white-hot iron), Tinothy McMasters, Alvin
Huckster, John Bently Gatneal (the Renai ssance of Pottery had begun with
hin), Kester Coogan. Ch, those are sone of the artists of the nei ghborhood
and the world (regione et orbe) whose work Duffey had for sale very early,
and whose creative ideas contributed nmghtily to the Rebuil ding Thesis of
Duf fey and his conpany.

These were the nost talented artists to be found. At |east five of
t hem were anong the hundred greatest Anmerican artists, and two of them (Adam
Scanl on and the fly-the-coop Finnegan) were anbng the two greatest.

Duf fey knew fromthe first that his part in rebuilding the world
woul d be carried out largely within his own vocation as Art Deal er, yes, and
Pawn Broker. He could influence the world unconmonly fromthe first of these
vant ages. There are flam ng nmonents and scenes in every job, and the world
can turn either way at every flame-point. Duffey may have realized sooner
t han anyone, except the Adversary Hi nself, the rabid and overwhel m ng attack
that woul d soon be | aunched against all the arts. H's Walk-In Art Bijou
woul d be a flexible fortress against all such assaults.

Duffey didn't acquire all these clients immedi ately, but he had them



all quickly, and he added and added and added to his list, Heloise Tantrum a
really good scul ptor, John C axton who painted on slabs of slate, people
like that. It nmust be understood that, whthe other characters and groups
were following out their lives in normal sequence of the years, Duffey was
in a creative stasis that disregarded the years. So he noved back and forth
t hr ough t hem hencefort h.

Duf fey was continually struck by the fact that there was so nuch
good stuff in the world. On the surface, Duffey had seened nore of a
pessim st than the young people he was associated with. But, in the creative
interior of him that wasn't so. In rebuilding the world there were plenty
of good stones available for reuse. It nmight be necessary to make only token
acquirenents fromquarries. O there mght be enough stone so that none at
all need to be quarried.

3

Anot her ally or counter-ally who cane to help themor to harmthem
(to affect them anyhow) was M. X, that running runmor of a man. W have now
arrived at the tinme of his first coming to the in New Ol eans. Bagby had
witten fromSt. Louis that X was com ng. Letitia had asked several tines
when he would arrive. And Duffey had never heard of him No, he hadn't heard
of him but he renenbered sonethi ng about a hokey-pokey, Italian, push-cart
confection man from when Duffey was about three years old. The first of the
tali smans had been given out by Duffey then, but what had that earliest of
the talismans fruited in?

Duf fey had been working |late one night. Dotty had said 'Put himon
t he sof a when he cones; everything else was full.' 'Put whomon the sofa,
dear?' Duff had asked. 'You are the nost exasperating man | ever knew,'
Dotty said, and she went off to bed. And half an hour later, the sleepy
Letitia arose.

"Aren't you going to let himin?" she asked Duffey inconsequently.

"Let whomin, butterfly?" he asked her

"The X quantity at the door."

"Ch, | didn't hear anybody knock."

"What ? You really don't understand that he woul d be too shy to
knock?"

Letitia threw the door open. She threw her arnms wide in the fanobus
Koch gesture, and they remained wi de and enpty. But they couldn't be all owed
to remain so.

"Dammt, X, |I'mone of you," she cried. She reached out and captured
and enfolded the little man and gave himthe fanpus biggest kiss in town.
Oh, but then he nmelted out of her arns |like tacky vapor, and re-fornmed at a
safer place with a table between himand the danger

"Ch, X, X," Letitia laughed. "I thought it was only your w fe that
you were so terrified of. Was it all wonen?"

"No, no, that was not terror, gracious lady," X said. "That was
somet hing el se.”

X was at the same tine a happy-I|ooking and a w stful-1ooking cl own.

He seened to be about the age of Duffey, probably a couple of years younger
than the century. He was a md-ni neteenth-century, north Italian type

t hough, a small nobl eman come onto small days, wapped in tattered el egance,
and full of secret information

"I am X, " he said. "Need | say nore? | know everyone. | saw your
Fi nnegan (he was in Chicago then) and others there. | saw the Pope in Rone
and he asked to be remenbered to you. He worries about your soul, you having
so many feet in so many different worlds. | saw Levi van Wei in Paris and he
said that he could take a couple nore Finnegan pieces. | saw your sister
gracious lady Letitia, and she said 'Don't tell her anything; make her
guess'. | could not get to see the president. | don't trust himanyhow, why

should 1? | saw Fat Henri. | saw Teresa when | was in St. Louis wth Bagbhy.



But, ny time being so limted, | can see only the nost inmportant people.

saw Sebastian Hilton and the Countess in Carpathia. | hope they will be able
to do something about the situation there. | do not want to travel under
false colors. | name you the fine and inportant people whom we both know,

but I do not state that any of themwould recomrend nme for anything. Really,
| don't know who woul d ever recommend ne."

"I would,"” said Letitia.

"I would," said Dotty Yekouris who could al ways wake fromthe
deepest sleep on the arrival of any real personage. "You have cone to the
right place, X For about four days, that is, you have come to the right
pl ace here. Have | nissed anything inportant, little person?"

X tal ked for about four hours then. And he tal ked pretty steadily
for the four days that he was with themthat first tine.

"Doof ey, | have two things here of the npbst utter inportance," he
said after a while. When he had first come in, he had put a black box on the
table there. And he had also set a canister or urn beside the box. They
| ooked like art objects carefully w apped.

"Both of these contain some things that you have seen before,

Doofey," X said. "Both of themcontain things that are part of you, both in
your past and in your future.” In this black box there was a gray box, and
in the gray box there was a brown box. And he renoved the gray box fromthe
bl ack and the brown box fromthe gray.

"Now we're really getting sonewhere,” said Letitia. "But | know that
box. "

"Where's the red box?" Duffey asked.

"Ch, you nean as in the magic act," X rose to the allusion. "Yes,
the red box is the one that appears and di sappears. You can put it in any of
the | arger boxes, and cl ose and then open the cover again, and the red box

will be gone. But then it will be in one of the other boxes when you open
that. I hadn't seen or thought of the red box for years, but | believe | can
still do the trick. The brown box was full of other things too inportant to

play tricks with."

"The brown box is quite red enough,"” Letitia said.

"Doof ey, was the red box in the black box or in the gray box?" X
asked.

"I'n the black box," said Duffey.

"No, you are wong," said X. "It is in the gray box. And X opened
both of them But it was X who was wong and Duffey had been right. The red
box was in the black box.

"I was known as the Geat X-Capo when | was in Vaudeville," X said.
"I did magic tricks as well as escapes, but what you did was not a trick."

"No, it was real," Duffey said with sonme pride in his powers.

"Doof ey, you nore than anyone in the world should know what was in
t he brown box," X said. "I have brought it from Chicago to you. Cnh!"

The red box was gone suddenly, but in its place there were three red
roses. A flanboyant car drove up outside at the same noment.

"It does not matter,"” X said. "Thbe red box was an intrusion by you,
Doofey. It has gone back to whence it cane, to nowhere. But the roses are
nice."

X took the three red roses in his hands. He gave one of themto
Letitia and one of themto Dotty Yekouris. The flanmboyant man fromthe car
cane in, and X gave himthe third red rose.

"You are Hugo Stone the infanpbus comuni st from Chicago,"” X said.

"A Red Rose for the Red," said Absalom Stein, for it was he. "Ws
there a card on nme in the Brown Box that you bring to Duffey?" "Certainly,
certainly, you are well documented there in all detail."

"What's the last entry on ny card?" Stein asked.

"A question mark, put there by nyself," X said. "For sone reason
you haven't been acting |like the infamus Comrunist lately."

"Ch, Casey Szymansky and | have traded souls,"” Stein said. "Sort of



traded. Sort of souls. It's done nore than you woul d i magi ne. "
"Then Casey was now the infanpbus Comuni st in Chicago?" X asked.
"Exactly. And |'mthe good guy," Absal om said.
"I thought that Casey had been building up a history of funniness
lately,"” X mused, "Ch well, that was easily explained. Now in this brown box

"It doesn't belong to ne, X " Duffey said. "It belongs to 'The
Crock', and 'The Crock' belongs to Casey and his friends. Did you steal it?"

"Certainly | stole it. They were not properly using the information
that was in it. As to the other item it was a pottery cigar box or urn with
ashes init."

"Ashes?"

"Utter ashes. They belong to you, Doofey. | said that they bel onged
to you. Do you know in what sense it was that they belong to you?"

"Ch, those ashes! Yes, | know in what sense they're mne. | don't
take up much room when |I'm cremated and canned, do |? Did you steal them
t 00?"

"I took themfurtively, but it was not really stealing, since they
bel ong to you in every possible sense. | knew that | woul d soneday becone a
buddy, even an agent of yours. And, as there are so few of us who travel
fromthat country to this, | thought 1'd better bring themto you. But it

was tricky, | tell you, Doofey, bringing themout of there."
"Was it too gauche for ne to inquire how these could be your ashes,
and you still alive and functional ?" Dotty Yekouris asked.

"An anachronism that's what it is," Duffey said.

"An anachronism that's what you are, Duffey," Dotty said.

The brown box contained i ndex cards scribbled full of information
Most of the cards had been filled up by Duffey hinmself. OQthers of them had
been filled in by other persons, including X

"It was information on the plotters, on the infiltrates," X said.

"I know what it was," Duffey told him "but I'mnot as interested in
it as | once was."

"Then get interested in it once nore," X lectured him "It was a
sort of game before. Now it becomes serious. It was in only a sketchy manner
that you know what it was, even though you made many of the notes. This was
the hard information on the diabolists who infiltrate the People and the
State and the Church You will notice one new card of of fluorescent or
phosphorescent or diabolical orange-red that was not in the file whthe you
had it. And you will notice that this card, while apparently three tines the
other cards in all dinmensions, yet fits in neatly with the others in this
smal |l box. It was an illusion that was nore than optical."

"I understand the illusion. | could probably do it myself," Duffey
said. "But why add such a card at this tine?"

"Because he is | oose and working at this time. If the Lady Letitia
wi Il pour coffee for ne and brandy for the rest of you, I will tell you
about the recent release of this person or entity. I was an eye wtness."

"I have heard of several hundred eye witnesses to it, and they do
not agree," Absalom Stein said

"That's possible," X agreed. "There were quite several hundred
persons present at the rel ease, and not one of themwas the sort of person
who woul d keep qui et about things. As to the accounts not agreeing, well it
was nostly a disagreeable business. Did you field that one, Mss Dotty? It
was in the nature of a joke."

"It was a lovely joke, X, and you are a lovely person,"” Dotty said.
"Tell us about the great nonment when history was unmade and the Devil was
rel eased fromhis prison."

So X quickly went into his account of the incident.

"The peninsula with its oblast was known to the Greeks as the Tauric
Chersonese and to the Romans as the Euxi ne Chersonese. The CGoths called it



sinmply Cherson. At the tine of the inprisonnment, the peninsula was owned
partly by the Kingdom of Kiev and partly by the Principality of Tmnutarakan
an advance host of the Khanate of the CGol den Horde. So the Prisoner, though
brought from Aachen by Christians, was delivered first to Mohamredans on the
peni nsul a, and was then given over to Devil worshipper allies for the actua
prisoning. This was in the year 946 or 947. The Devil always had a small
group of Devil worshippers as his guards. The peninsula was called Krym by
the Russians and Crinea by ourselves. But it was al so known as The Prison
(Phyl ake, Carcer) for nore than a thousand years before the actua

i mpri sonment .

"The Crimean Mountains rise to an altitude of over a thousand feet
near the south coast of the peninsula, and the prison itself was dug down a
t housand feet bel ow sea | evel and bel ow the roots of the nountains.

"Not abl es had been comng to the vicinity for several years, to
check on the tine of the release and to consult with the inprisoned Devil.
The Yalta Conference was based on such daily, in fact hourly, consultations
with the Devil by all the principals of the conference. Very nmuch was
prom sed at that conference. It might seemto a disinterested observer, of
whom t here can be none, that all the prom ses were very one-sided. They were
pl edged to further the Devil's work if only the Devil would come out of his
prison ater his rel ease was obtai ned.

"I'n the inprisonment bit, the Devil, an evil king, was playing a
part nostly played by good kings or |eaders, the part of the inprisoned or
enchanted or trance-sl eeping | eader. Barbarossa, Alaric, Brian Boru, The
Cid, Arthur, all sleep in enchantment or prisonnent somewhere, with their
| oyal subjects waiting and hoping for their awakening or rel ease. But the
Devil, they say, did not sleep very much during his inprisonnent.

"This past spring was not a pleasant one on the Crinea, as it
attenpted to return to being a pleasure resort after the war years. It was
chilly right up to that fateful |ast Saturday of My, and yet there was a
flocking of notables there such as has not been seen for nmany lifetines.
They all just wanted to go to the Crinea to enjoy the beaches, now that
peace had returned, they said. People with futures were there. They obtai ned
and confirmed their futures by being there. Here were the architects of al
the new real ns. They came to adore, and to receive their patents in the
nobility. There were di sproportionate nunbers of Catholic Cardinals and
| esser Cergy anong them There were disproportionate |arge nunbers of
| eaders of Jewery. And the Liberal Consensus was especially well
represented, and nost overly represented of all was the floating world of
the intelligentsia, or the cognoscenti, or the gnostics. There were nany of
t he venerabl e and | ong-lasting advisors to prem ers and presidents and prine
m ni sters and kings. They had waited so long to see their real King! Now the
ol der of themwould be able to | ook on him and expire.

"Representatives of all the decadent and goatish arts were there.
Decadence woul d be in now, and centrality (except for the dark centrality)
woul d be out. And there woul d be defornmed counterparts of every one of the

bright arts.
"Only one thousand persons had pernits to be present, and ny own
permt was nunber nine hundred and eighty-two. | have masqueraded as many

different men, and ny permt was made out to one of ny old masquerade
persons. It was only because of the |large conplenent of fraud that has
al ways been in ne that | could be there undetected.

"The Devil canme out, and | knew him | had seen him before and
talked to him But | hadn't talked to him apparently, in his real flesh
that was inprisoned there, but in a sort of effigy flesh. This brings us to
the question: What will the Devil be able to do in his real flesh that he
was not able to do in his effigy flesh? The next few decades nmay devote
t hensel ves to answering this question.

"He came out. He was of a puzzling size. One nonent he seened
gi ant-si zed and the next nmoment he was nerely man-sized. Several of the



Cardinals prostrated thensel ves and adored him They sang ' Te Satanum .
"The Devil was m sshapen. By that he may al ways be known. It was

hard to describe, but everything about himwas out of proportion. He is the

eneny of proportion and shape. He is slant-faced and everywhere sl anted.
"The Devil signed out in the rel ease book. The Devil cannot wite in

script. He prints in deformed and scatter-set characters: one letter |arge,

one small, one up, one down, one in one color, one in another. \Wenever you
see procl amations or posters or nodels for the young to draw by in such
deformed letters and words, you will know that they are really in the hand
of the Devil.

"Peopl e began to speak in squalid tongues, in a reverse
pent acostali sm The Devil stretched and scratched. H's servitors began to
rub bal mon his shackl e-sores

"He spoke about his plans. He said that he would hold about ten
t housand neetings a year with select groups, and that every one of the
nmeetings would be a key neeting of utnost inportance. He would preach and
teach defamation. He woul d preach the scenic and crooked way. O all things
that stand, he would say, 'Pull themdown!'. O all things alive, he would
say, 'Kill them'.

"I have the nanmes of all one thousand persons who were present at

the release of the Devil. There are a few nore of their nanmes than that in
t he cross-index, as many of the devious persons travel under a variety of
nanes. | will have this nost secret list and index brought here if you will

publish it in 'The Bark'."
"I don't know," said Melchi sedech Duffey.
"No. I'msorry, X, but we will not publish it," said Dotty Yekouris.

Ah, but during the next several days, they did have a good tine
pl ayi ng "Who was There?" Some of X s attested nanes and answers woul d
dunbf ound you. X stayed with them for four days that first tine. Then, like
nor ni ng dew, he was gone.

4

But X had been correct in one of his sayings. There did appear the
deformed counterparts of every one of the bright arts. Al nost at once, they
cane flying on bat wings out of the old pit that had been cl osed all during
the prisoning of the Devil. Duffey, in his New Oleans tine stasis, felt
some things as i medi ate happeni ngs that were, to others, spread out over a
decade or nore. And yet, even to an objective observer, many of the
appear ances came overnight, or out of the night. It was no good saying that
t here had al ways been such deform ng counterparts, such a trashing of the
arts. Yes, there had been, but there hadn't been such a nassiveness about it
before. This wasn't bad art done by accident. It was putrid art done on
pur pose.

Besides the major arts of painting and scul pture and drama and
literature-and-letters and classic jazz and long hair nusic and
architecture, there was the nassive trashing of every one of the lively arts
of daily and nightly Iife. The style went out of them the class was gone.
Consi der only such popular arts as: string bands, horn bands, flute bands,
bi cycl e ridi ng, soap-box spieling, country and ballad music, rag, Dixieland,
bar bershop quartette singing, opera, operetta, burlesque, little theatre,
road show theatre, repertoire theatre, nusical comedy, night club conedy,
dirt track racing, horse racing, harness racing, radio |istening, radio
buil ding, frogging, fly fishing, live bait fishing, shrinping, crabbing,
oystering, deep sea fishing, w ne nmaking, possum hunting, beer nuking,
aut onobi | e maki ng and styling, baseball, boxing, sail boating, coffee
maki ng, journalistic reporting, two-reel conedy naking, foreign travel,



bi rd- doggi ng, bread baking, tramp teamng, civil litigation, romantic
courtship, restaurant dining, home dining, train travel, carnivals,
circuses, county fairs, pub-crawling, bridge building, poker playing,

hi ghway construction, rodeo riding, football, six-man football, soft ball
pecan raising, cattle breeding, deer hunting, coon hunting, concert singing,
park strolling, hay riding, kite flying, hoe-down dancing, cotillion

danci ng, quarter-horse breeding, handicrafting, hell-fire retreats,
political cartooning, dom no playing, comc strip drawi ng, wi dow wooi ng,
organ grinding, horseback riding, airplane piloting, auctioneering, parish
bazaaring, editorial witing, sharivaries, play-going, small talk, big talk,
honey tree raiding, wolf hunting, picnicking, telescope nmaking and | ens
grinding, political debating, flower growing, rabbit raising, sourkraut
maki ng, sports page witing, |ecturing, newspaper columming, nonocycle
riding, soda fountaining, juggling, sernmon preaching, tent shows, verse
witing, verse reciting, park rides, raft racing, wld onion hunting,
nei ghbor hood barbecue di nners, sauntering, science fiction, masquerade
partying, the everyday art of wearing clothes (and allied, mnor arts, such
as wearing spats), letter witing, visiting, dead waking, rink skating,
rifle shooting, duck hunting, street dancing, electioneering, corn-dog
maki ng, flap-jacking. Anyone can list a hundred such m nor arts. But sone of
t hem wer e endangered even then

Many of these minor arts actually disappeared, or ceased to be arts,
in those days. And all of themwere trashed. They |ost class, they |ost
style. And how had this cone about?

"An eneny has done this."

"Forget the Siege Mentality" was the title of a leading article by a
' Leadi ng Theol ogi an' in a di ocese paper, an article that was wi dely
reprinted in other diocese papers. On seeing the nane on the article, it was
the second tinme that Duffey had come onto the name of this 'Leading
Theologian'. It seened a curious title, and a curious attitude to take,
right at the beginning of the siege itself. It had all the planned
di shonesty of an 'all clear' call when sudden danger had just mnade
appear ance.

Duffey reviewed all the theology witing for 'The Bark,' and at the
drop of an indult he could have naned the hundred | eadi ng theol ogi ans, but
this one wouldn't belong to the hundred. The first time that he had
encountered that name was on a list of the one thousand persons who had been
present for the release of the Devil near Yalta on the Crinmea. Yes, Duffey
had seen the list and the index, during the third visitation of X and he
had nmost of it by heart. He was even able to enter into the mnds of nany of
those on the list, and to prow in those minds with his old power.

"Ah, what bat wings are comi ng out of that cavery!" Duffey npaned.
"The Conpany of One Thousand cane there only out of sordidness and
nmean- m ndedness, and a greed for success, and with a passion for the sight
of their own father. And they came away fromit with -- ah, it's as if they
had been created a-old by the Devil there. Did he use instant talismans for
his creations? | can feel a cheap-jack trickery, a cheap-shot artistry
running through it all. They have trashed the things, they have trashed the
worl d, they have trashed the people.

"Ch how they have trashed dirt track racing and boxing, and pub
crawl i ng and soda fountaining, and train travel and comic strip drawi ng and
juggling and duck hunting! How they have trashed Di xi el and and burl esque and
kite flying. How they have trashed wild onion hunting and ni ght club conedy.
O the minor arts, they have left hardly a joy upon a joy!"

Book Three

"And even Levi, the receiver of the tithes, was also, so to speak
t hrough Abraham made subject to tithes, for he was still in the loins of his
fat her when Mel chi sedech met him'



[ Hebrews. 7,9-10]

In New Ol eans, the season and feel of |later sumrer prevailed for
the greater part of the year. Melchisedech Duffey was in a |late summer state
of mind around the cal endar and year after year. Things seemed to be going
well. There were all sorts of prospects for |arge and heavy harvests. The
ni ght mare that they might prove to be poi sonous harvests was kept in a
secure stockade where all nightmares are supposed to be kept, And, really,
there was a sharp and exciting taste to poisonous fruit and grain when it
cones in less than critical quantities.

For Mel chi sedech Duffey, in those noontine years of his life, there
were delights by the acre. He was in the enduring mddle of his gol den age.
He was bound before God to be joyous (all nmenmbers of the Argo were so bound:
that was in the ship's articles). Hs was a |ife sanguine, a |life beseiged,
alife mlitant, and there were drops and gollups of joy all along the bl ade
of it. It was a stasis-present and a kinesis-present, double-tine, anomal ous
years at their best. There were assassins around every corner, but they
killed not yet. It was all one del ectable noontine of a highlighted late
sumrer .

A large part (about a hundred and thirty-seven per cent of it by
nmeasure) of Duffey's del ectabl e noontime was nade out of spaci ous and carna
adventures with Letitia. If there had ever been any m sunderstandi ng between
these two, there was none now. Mel chisedech and Letitia fit together |ike
the continents of AOd Pangea, which they both now renenbered nore and nore
clearly. There was no cloud at all in their sky, but how they did generate
lightning out of that blue! It was a world bel eaguered by the npst insane
| eaguerers ever, but those things couldn't get you as |ong as the perpetua
[ ight shined upon you

"It was wonderful to be alive in such a bright noontine as this!"
Duffey cried out one coupl e-of -hours-after-m dni ght between choruses on his
recorder flute. "By the great Sun-Drake, it would be wonderful even to be
dead in such a bright noontine!"

"Be you alive or be you dead/Cone find a rime for ne with bed," said
the Letitia. "Nah, man, nah, I'mnot insatiable. Just greedy." It was nore
than just coincidence that these two happi est peopl e should have lived in
t hat continui ng happiest time ever

Ch well, suppose that the world was crunbling between their feet,
and the great arts of sidewal k and pavenent repair had been trashed. There
was underground sunshine in New Ol eans even at m dnight, and it burst up
t hrough every hole that was nade in the paved world, burst up like expl oding
flowers. These were hot, red and yell ow and purple flowers named Phil os and
Eros and Agape. Hot purple Agape, that was the real theme flower for that
one- hundr ed- and-twenty nonth long, |ate sunmertine.

That chubby girl Letitia had |ong since been transfigured into a
person of proto-|egendary beauty.

"You are even nore beautiful than your daughters."” And how is that
possi bl e a person had adnmired her. "Yes, and younger too."

That person had thought that Letitia was the nother of Dotty and
Mary Virginia and Margaret Stone. How coul d anybody be nore beautiful than
t hey? Come around and Letitia will show you how.

Letitia kissed lots of people, folks who cane into the Walk-1n Art
Bi jou and the book store and the pawn shop, people who cane into the press
roomor the institute or the soup kitchen. She greeted all persons w th open
arnms. She ki ssed Zabotski on his big nose and Stein on his pearly ears. But
t he t housand ot her peopl e she kissed on their nouths and nade their day for
them People lit up Iike candl es when they heard her voice.

"Can we cone in?" people often asked at their door

"Of course you can cone in," Letitia would say.

"Was this sone kind of show?" they'd ask. "W didn't see any signs,
but we had a feeling of anticipation when we went by here, |like there was



some kind of show or entertai nment goin on."

"Come in and see," Letiia would say. "W will try to have an
ent ert ai nment show, an enjoynent."

Beyond t hensel ves, and the Lord who made them and the world He had
ten to them for their house, everything el se was bonus for Mel chi sedech and
Letitia. The hot and happy person named Margaret Stone was one such bonus,
as she was to everyone who was touched by her life. This Margaret was al
ethnics in one, and she was a dago type even beyond the urchi nness of Teresa
Pi ccone of the Stranahans (they were the closest of friends, and one of
these years they m ght even neet). You could call Margaret a Street Arab
and she was that too. |Ishmamel hinself was her Lebanese uncle. And she was
bl ood cousin of Absalom Stein ("Ch that damed Jew Can't he do anythi ng
right?" she would sonetines rail at his doings), and she was a niece of that
deal er in dwastressed merchandwase in Chi cago, Askandanakandri an, the
anci ent and comic Arnenian. She was also a Galilean and a cl ose ki nswoman of
Jesus Christ. She was a midnight street preacher. She was the one person in
the worl d who nade the big difference during the difficult years.

And there was Dotty Yekouris, a beautiful bonus forever. Were Dotty
was, there did the eagles gather. Dotty had suitors, and they were sw ft,
hi gh-flying, and fast-swooping suitors. Dotty would | ove no one but Finnegan
in her life, but he was al nost always gone, and she very nmuch liked all the
fine fellows. She had her pick, and they were the best. They nmade the bright
pl ace even brighter.

Wl |, some of the suitors, the best and the brightest of them were
connected with those papers, other than 'The Bark', that Dotty and Duffey
brought out on the Pelican Press. The Seaman's Paper came out on Mnday, the
Uni on Sheet on Tuesday, and the Sporting News on Wednesday, and the Jazz
Magazi ne on Friday. There were usually two others, but they varied during
the years. A print shop has to do a lot of printing to cone out,
particularly if it has to go in the hole for a paper |like 'The Bark'.

There was Gabrielovitch who worked for all the sheets and even for
'The Bark'. And he al so worked for the Slavic | anguage press, a thing that
was going to get himkilled. There was a succession of suitors connected
with the Jazz magazine, and Dotty named them successively Benny B. Flat. So
if you find Benny B. Flat described as one sort of person one tine and as
anot her sort of person at another tine, it was because they are not the sane
people. Al of themwere nice and sw nging young nmen, though all of them
were a trifle deaf. Jazz people really don't know that they play as loud as
t hey do.

There was Bell o Bel onki of the Sporting News. He was the Prince of
the Cauliflowers. There were half a dozen of the fell ows who were invol ved
in the Union sheet, whole commttees of them Nobody had ever seen one of
t hem al one. Take them out of committee and they will die the death.

And there were the seanen. They brought news of the world, al nost
the only accurate news of the world; and many incredible bits that they
brought turned out to be true. Terry Cork, one of the forty scribbling
seamen, did a columm 'The Plinsoll Line' for 'The Bark'. And he did about
hal f of the Seaman's paper when he was around town for a few nonths. Then
another Terry (Terry Anderson, Terry Jam |, Terry Renier, Terry Bannon)
woul d take over the task. Al of the 'Forty Scribbling Seanmen' (that was the
nane of a song that Dotty had conposed) were named Terry.

Al of these persons |oved Dotty, and many of themwanted to marry
her. Dotty herself was a journalist of inmense talent. Stein was a
professional in the field, but he bowed to her superiority. Duffey was a
reckless amateur in the field, and he admitted that she was the best
journalist he had ever made. ' The Bark' under Dotty's editorship could whip
those rival sheets put out by the Devil and his cohorts because it was
livelier, was nore intelligent, was better printed, had better witers, had
finer and nmore far-ranging features, offered nore intricate and nore
interesting battle, and was right where the rivals were w ong.



And Dotty herself was ("Dotty, go to your advertising witers and

borrow adj ectives fromthem" "No, no, they need all of theirs. W will have
to borrow them sone place else.") (Ah, here's sonme adjectives for the thing)
-- Dotty was --

Graceful, ever-bloom ng, magic, dazzling, attractive, miracle-new,
floriferous, gorgeous, velvety, popular, fragrant, glossy, handsone,
exquisite, luscious, thrilling, superb, exotic, bell-like, sweet, tropical
juicy, showy, unsurpassed, delicious, enchanting, flashy, stunning,
succul ent, hardy and di sease-resi stant.

Certainly those adjectives are out of a Nursery Plant catal og. Were
do you get better adjectives? But even they will not adequately describe
Dotty. Nor are the poets able to do it, though Finnegan rimed her once as --

"More beautiful than birds that fly,
More deeper than a doe-ses eyes."

And the scribbling seaman Terry Cork did her wth:

"Was this the face that |aunched a dozen tugs,
Nine tranps, a brig, a coracle, The Bark?

Was this the formthat drove all Frenchtown bugs
And blew the lights and |l eft the Quarter dark?"

And Dotty, |ike Finnegan, was a native of New Ol eans so she didn't
have to learn the New Ol eans trade or talk. In the words of Absalom Stein
she was "The nost gracious French lady in New Orl eans, and she turns out to
be a Lithuanian."”

Mary Virginia Schaeffer was a bonus beyond price. Many of the
fellows who said they wanted to marry Dotty really wanted to marry Mary
Virginia. Even in the 'sweet bl ackberry ads' of the Nursery Plant catal ogs
there were not the right adjectives to describe her. Dotty called her the
Saccarine Kid, partly in affection and partly in jealousy. Mary V. had been
the affianced | ady of Henry Sal vatore and the Enperor Henry al ways had the
best of everything in the world. He had given her up only for God, and he
said that he wasn't sure that God was good enough for her. Well, she was an
ornanent and a joy. She was a very val uabl e worki ng ornanent.

Salvation Sally was a bonus too. Just barely though, as it seened
sometines. Even her guitar had a Australian accent. There were a | ot of poor
sinners who saw the light just to stop her from playing that dammed t hing.
"Sure I'Il be saved, yes, right now Just stop that twanging racket." Well
what does it matter what brings themto the Iight?

Actual ly, the Seven Pillars of Ri ghteousness, the true bonifacients,
were Henri Sal vatore, Ml chisedech Duffey, Absalom Stein, Dotty Yekouris,
Hans Schultz, Draja Gabrielovitch, and John Solli (Finnegan). These were the
trustees of 'The Bark' and the nenbers of the board of directors. There
woul d be sone repl acenents as these died or were killed, but they were the
founding originals. But Hans had gone into the construction business in St
Loui s. Finnegan was al nost al ways on the other side of the world sonewhere.
Henry the Merry Monk was in the semnary for some years, and then he was
assigned to a church so deep in the swanps that he numbered the musk rats
anong hi s pari shi oners.

Wl| Dotty and Duffey and Stein, and Mary Virginia Schaeffer (who
was not a designated pillar of R ghteousness) ran 'The Bark'. And 'The Bark'
was quite cardinal to the power struggle going on in the world.

But the nenbers and associates in willing exile sometines cane on
pil gri mage. Some of these were from Chicago and St. Louis, but others from
all parts of the world. Most of the visitors, of course, had been to New
Ol eans before. But showing the City to close friends was a pleasant ritua
t hat rmust not be abridged because of any previous aquaintance with it. And
it wasn't a thing to be hurried through in just a few days. It should take



weeks and weeks. In one case, it took nore than twenty years.

"These ten bl ocks square of the old town," said Lily Koch who had
cone down with Sebastian Hilton and the Countess Margaret, "I believe that I
could sell it all in one lot. Oher art deal ers have handl ed | arger and nore
mxed lots. It would all be trash if split up, but together the hundred
square bl ocks have an arty sort of coherence. It was poor-boy Espl anade
Spani sh m xed with poor-boy Place de Gace French. It's not really antique,
but it would nake a good period set. | will finger a buyer and see what can
be done with it."

"Ch, | guess that | could buy it," the Countess Margaret said. "It
woul d be nmore to throw you a conmm ssion than anything. It would have to be
nmoved to Transylvania, but | don't see any real difficulty there. There are
about thirty shabby properties to each square bl ock, and they shouldn't be
worth nore than about thirty thousand dollars each. Say a million dollars a
square, and a hundred squares of it. Yes, see if you can get it for ne,
Lily."

"You couldn't get it for twice that," Duffey said.

"And sone of us sinply wouldn't want to nmove out of the Quarter,"
Dotty stated.

"Move out of it? Who said anything about moving out of it?" Lily
asked. "If the noving is done well, you'd hardly have any sense of notion
Ch, naturally | intended to buy it conplete with people. It wouldn't be any
good to us otherwise. It wouldn't even be a work of art w thout the people."

It was nice to have themall here. Sebastian and the Countess and
Lily all knew about the talismanic children, Duffey's Ani mated Marvel s, and
they found them and others really marvelous. After all, the Countess was an
Ani mati on of someone. It was never quite clear of whom she was an ani mation
but there were quite a few sorcerers in that field.

There was a lot of fun had and a | ot of old songs sung while those
three visitors were in town. They sang ' The Gadarene Swi ne Song'. And
Fi nnegan, who was in town that week, knew that the song had been inspired by
hi s father.

"This is the last tine, Ml chisedech," Sebastian said as it came up
to departure time, "that we neet in the unsanctified flesh. Next time, in

t he Ki ngdom "

"Ch himand his not-long-for-this-world-Iook," The Countess jibed.

"He has had that |look and that talk for forty years that | know of. I"'Il not
let himdie till he narries ne first. He owes ne that nuch."”

"Ch, you two had better hurry then," Letitia said. "You have so very
little time left. I"'mnot sure that we will get up to Chicago for it, having
had you here now. WIIl it be next nonth?"

"Yes, it will be next nmonth," Sebastian said. The Countess opened

her mouth to say sonething, and then closed it again.

One nonth after they went back to Chicago, Sebastian and the
Countess Margaret married.

And one nonth after that, Sebastian died. Really, he was killed.

Charlotte Garfield canme to town. She cane to attend "The Royal
Rogues' And Graceful Swi ndlers' N nth Annual Convention and Coni dence-Men's
Congress"”, which was held at the Royal Ol eans Hotel and had about five
hundred confi dence people and thieves in attendance. It was supposed to be a
fun thing, but there were sem nars by experts for experts in recondite
fields. Charlotte visited the Duffey Nation in cowgirls' boots and
seven- and-a- hal f gallon hat, and not much between. And she still |ooked |ike
a nine year old girl.

Now wait a mnute. Charlotte had said that she was thirty-eight
years ol d when she had nmet Duffey on the train in 1925. So she was about
thirteen years ol der than the century, and the century was now a little nore
than hal f gone. This was getting out of hand.



"You had better repent, little girl," Salvation Sally worried over
her. "There is sonething the matter with you. | think you have been
consorting with the Devil. And it isn't nice for little girls to snoke
cigars. I will just --"

"Watch it, Sister Sal," Charlotte cautioned in a very snappish
voice. "The last lady who tried to take a cigar fromthis little girl is now
called 'Lefty'."

"Ch, Charlotte, you little nonkey-faced nonster!" Margaret Stone
railed at her. "Your jokes are old and tired, and so are you. You' ve got
your toes curled over the brink itself, and you're too dunb to knowit.
There is sonething somewhere that shows just how old you really are.”

"Ch, my 'Mendacious Mdget Doll', is that what you mean, Maggie? How
did you know | had it? It works better than that picture of Dorian G ay of
whi ch Duffey has the original in his Walk-1n Art Bijou and doesn't know what
it is. Maggie, that doll |ooks two hundred years old now And that's really
about what | am Ch, | lied to Duffey that first time | met hi mabout how
old | was. | was a lot older than that. | haven't actually consorted with
the Devil though. |'ve turned himdown again and again. He made an
appear ance at our Convention in Baltinobre two years ago. He isn't really an
expert on the details of the trade; he'll put noney into al nost any spiel
just like the veriest Rube would. |I never saw a fell ow who coul d be taken so
easy. But he does have a |l ot of 'overthought' as he calls it. He believes in
fraud for the sake of fraud, and for the character formation that it brings
about. And he suggests that we give up this pretense about going easy on
wi dows and or phans and those who can't afford to be fleeced. He says that
what we really have in us is the lust to pillage those who are cl ear down
and out of their last coin and credit. It is easier to grind the faces in
the nmud, he says if they are already brought pretty low And he's right. It
makes me uneasy to have sonebody like that in the 'Royal Rogues and G aceful
Swindlers'. He isn't graceful, but he is royal. Ah, Mggy, yes, | do know
what ny toes are curled over. Do you think I'lIl beat the rap in the end?"

"No. No chance at all of that," said Margaret Stone who disliked
being called Maggie by that dammed runt. "It's like playing 'N ne Dollar
Dog'. There really win the game or lose it nine plays before the end. There
isn't any way you can change it after you're into the | ast nine plays."

"That's not fair. There should be a two-mi nute warning called before
the end."

"There isn't, Mdge. But you chose the game, Baby Face."

"But I won't know when I'minto the nine |last plays."

"No. You sure won't. But you chose the gane."

Bagby and Mary Loui se cane down from St. Louis. At the nonent they
wal ked in, about eight o' clock in the norning, Duffey had just got his
weekly letter fromBagby. "Wait a while, folks," he said. "This is nore
important. It's the high point of ny week." Duffey got these letters early
every Monday norning, before the postman canme "whereat there is sone small
nmystery" Duffey said out loud this day. But he disregarded his two cherished
visitors and set about opening and reading the letter of one of them

"Mel ky, aren't you going to greet us?" Mary Louise sulked in a
strong voice. "My brother and ny passion, we are here ourselves."

"I"'mnot sure that you are," Duffey nunbled as he began to read.
"This is equally yourselves that | hold in nmy hand, and it's in a nore
efficient form Wy should | see you when | can read about you from you?
al ways preferred books to the novies nmade out of them And |I've cone to
di strust Ani mations, even ny own. Make yourself at hone, good people, and
will be with that version of you as soon as | finish with this one."

Letitia was there then, and she enbraced the Bagbys w th her hot
sincerity. And the whol e bunch of dazzlers was soon there, Transcendent
Dotty and Sugar Cane Schaeffer and d orious Stein and M dni ght Margaret and
Salvation Sally with her aggressive bony face and her pewter heart.



But Duffey ("He always |ooks like a bear who's just learning to read
whenever he has sonmething to pour over," Letitia said of hin) was still busy
with the Baghy letter when they were all starting out for Breakfast at
Brennan' s.

"One shoul d al ways | eave good reading for good conpany,” Sal vation
Sally quoted. "The Lord of Chesterfield said that." Bagby kissed Sally in
delight, He already knew her a little. Marie Mnaghan had known Sally in
Australia and had sent her fare to come to America. Then she had shi pped her
to New Ol eans as a unique contribution to the enterprise.

"Conme al ong, Duff, right now," Letitia insisted. "Stop running into
things. W're going to breakfast."

"Yes, yes, Oh Bloody Heart, we will do that thing right now " Duffey
sai d. But he banged only one hand together, and he continued with the letter
in his other hand while they wal ked to Brennan's. (It was only two bl ocks.
In the Quarter, if you belong to the Blessed, everything is always only two
bl ocks.)

"Duffey sinply cannot begin a week w thout reading your letter
Bascom " Letitia said. "You are the nost faithful correspondent in the
worl d."

"Bagby is?" Mary Loui se asked bew | dered. "He never wites a letter
This whole thing is as fishy as the Gasci nade River."

"These are letters of another context, Mary Loui se," Bagby said,

"and they are outside of the daily time. Should I not have a tine stasis as
wel | as Duffey? No, of course | never wite letters, Mary Louise. This is a
separate thing."

So they passed it off for then, but could it be passed off forever?
Real ly there was sonething of an exterior state about those letters from
Bagby. It was as if they were witten by Bagby's unconscious to Duffey's
unconsci ous. And they didn't come by any regular delivery. They sinply
appeared on Duffey's table every Monday norning.

("What does he say this time?" Margaret Stone later reported that
Bagby had asked Duffey in a very | ow voice. Nobody el se heard this, but
Margaret Stone had the sharpest ears of anyone around there, regular
| ynx-ears. Possibly she nisunderstood the words. If she did, it was the
first time that she ever m sunderstood anything. But she had to have
m sunder stood, or this would open up a whol e new area of nystification.)

The stamps on the letters were curious also. They | ooked very much
like United States Stanps unl ess one | ooked at themfroma very cl ose range,
five inches or less. But then one had to renenber that Bagby was engraver
and spoofer for two of his trades, for those were 'otherwhere' stanps, the
rarest aberations that collectors ever conme upon. But they were good enough
to fool the U S. Post Ofice Departnment, for all of them were post-marked
correctly. No, they weren't either. For this, one nust |ook at them even
closer, froma distance of three inches or less. It wouldn't be fair to say
that they werre post-marked wongly, but they were marked with 'otherwhere
post-marks that were very like a valid St. Louis post-nark.

Maybe Duffey shoul d have taken themto a stanp and post-mark expert.
But he did. Duffey was a stanmp and post-mark expert. He was a dealer in such
t hi ngs. Maybe he shoul d have asked Bagby what it was all about. Well, he
did, in a way. And Bagby answered in a way. Duffey may have been satisfied.
O hers of the curious people would al ways remain curious.

There was one bl essed thing about New Orleans on the River. It was
not a slave to the small hours of the night. A party could go directly from
Breakfast at Brennan's to a barrel house or a night club and find sonething
goi ng on. Wy should the hours after the sun has come up be slighted?

"But there will not be anything here like the Rounders' Club in St
Louis," Mary Loui se bragged, just as if the New Ol eans-proud Duffey hadn't
i nvented the Rounders' Club in St. Louis.

"Not quite like," Duffey said, "but on the sane high order. Let's go
to 'Good Guy's'."



They went to ' Good CGuy's', and a band was pl ayi ng Monunental Jazz.
It was playing it loudly and solidly and with a good foundation

"How woul d Lord Chesterfield decide between good jazz and good
conversation, Sally?" Bagby asked Sal vation Sally. "How would Sol onbn
deci de?"

"I don't know," she said. "I don't think they had very good jazz
then. "

"Well, have they now?" Bagby asked. "Have they, Duffey? Has this
t hi ng become |l ess than holy even in the city of its birth?"

"I suppose it's still holy," Ml chisedech said, "and it hasn't been
trashed as nmuch as nost of the arts. But Mnunmental Jazz has lost its green
youth and is already playing at its own |long, long funeral. Jazz at wakes
and funerals is nore conmon in New Orl eans than in other places. And it's no
odd thing for a jazz man, especially a horn man, to sit up in his coffin and
add his own note to his obsequies. This is what several styles of classica
jazz are doing now, giving their last licks to their own funerals.

"The cl assical jazz has grown old raucously. | don't believe that it
was ever intended to beconme one of the ancient arts. A hundred years for it,
maybe, and half of that is already gone. It is too little creative now, and
too nuch remniscent, and it builds monuments to itself. But, man, nan,
listen to those three horns build nonunents!

"It hasn't been trashed as much as many other things, but it is hard
to talk with it going on."

When there was a lull in the nmorning and nourni ng, Bascom Bagby went
up and took one of the horns and began to bl ow down the gusty corridors of
the ' Gadarene Swi ne Song'. And then the Mnunental Jazz men took it up. It
was really a sea-shanty tune, but the nonunmental jazz nen worked it in.
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Alittle bit later, the Duffey and the Bagby Nations went out of
'Good CQuy's' and around and into an art shop on Royal Street. And Bagby,
like Duffey, always strode into a new art shop as if he neant to conquer it
forthw th.

"What piece is that?" Bagby asked as he stood before a
four-chanmbered red heart. The heart was nmade of porcelain or ceram c, and
each of its four chanbers was as big as a dog house. The four chanbers were
shelved and filled with pictures and small statues and artifacts.

"It is by Elroy Redheart, of course,"” Duffey said, "and it is an
aut obi ogr aphi cal work. It changes, but not very nuch.”

"Why don't you have it in your own shop?" Bagby asked.

"I"'ve had it in my own shop several tinmes," Duffey says, "but now
Hennessy has it in his."

The first of the dog-house-sized red roons was filled up with blue
sky and red clay and green pasture scenes. It was rural Louisiana or
M ssi ssippi or Al abama. There were peanut and cotton patches, and rice
fields. There were tractors and come-al ong pl ows. There were hundreds of
figurines of children and younglings and nen and woren, working peopl e and
negros and travel ers, dudes and hi gh-bi nders. There was a school house with
a sign on it 'School's Qut'. There were dancers, with fiddlers to the |left
of themand a blare-box to the right of them There was young fun stuff al
over the place.

There was a young girl dead on a sofa in a roomwith a wall cut away
to show the scene. Beside her on a little table was an opened box of candy,
and several favors and souvenirs and a party hat scattered about. In the
mdst of it, and a dozen tines as |large as the other candy pieces, was her
own red chocol ate heart. It bad been taken out of her opened breast. And her
"card' was daggered to a wall there beside her. It was the Jill of Hearts.

"I will have to own that collection or conbination," Bagby said.

"I have sone pieces for it in nmy own shop," Duffey said. "They are



the better pieces, really, but they stand out too much and detract fromthe
bal ance. Elroy Redheart sells sone of the miniature statuettes and paintings
out of it when he gets hungry. Then he makes others."

"W haven't any roomfor it at home, Bag, and we really haven't any
money for it," Mary Louise objected mldly.

"Then | will sell you for nobney, Mary Louise," Bagby said. "And with
you sold and gone, there will be roomfor it in the house and there will be
nmoney to pay for it also. | nust have this red-heart cosnos."

"I"'ma red-heart cosnos mnyself," Mary Louise told him "with roons
that you' ve hardly ever been in. Time is getting short for it, Bag. You had
better make up for your neglect." Then Mary Loui se was exam ning and | ater
buyi ng a French-Lady Purse-Pistol, very small, very old. It used wad powder
and round shot.

Tl e second of the four red roons was, in one half of it, of richer
interiors and of richer carryings-on. There were brash and opul ent people in
its crassly figured scenes, some of whom had been in the earlier bucolicity
and some of whom hadn't. There was a free-sw nging success in the stylized
sets here. There were chrone babes and chrone cars and chrome domicil es.
This was all a high-toned summertime shuffle with words and nusic, brag
wor ds and brag nusic.

In the other half of this second of the red roons, there was
artificial lightning and thunder, very well done, though the thunder was
produced by the crackling of a bright sort of parchnent paper, and the
lightning by the fracturing glitter of it whenever one | eaned close to took
and breathed on it. This was a totally outdoor scene with some nen of the
same brash and opul ent types as before. Now they were running a shoot-um
under green skies and bluish jungle fronds, with great activity com ng out
of mint-green seas and sidling up on to coral beaches. There were conbat
buf fal os and conbat alligators in the show, and other such anphi bi ous arned
vehi cl es com ng out of the nouths of landing crafts. The scenes were of
war -i nvasion and its bangy action

Then, in an offset scene, there was a bone-thin, after-the-fact man
sitting on a stunp with his head lolling on his folded arns on anot her
stunp. And set out there, on a second and | arger stunp, were one hand, one
foot, one eye, and a flutter-valve out of a heart, alnost enough stuff to
start to nake a new man. All of these things on the stunp had sonmehow cone
out of the after-the-fact nan who was slunped there. A card daggered to the
stunp identified him He was the Jack of Hearts.

"Hennessy, a thousand dollars is too nmuch noney for this," Bagby
said. "I ama poor man fromup the river, and you are a rich city bl ood
deal er taking advantage of my love for peculiar art."

"Bagby, man, this certainly is not too nuch nmoney for it," Hennessy
protested honestly. "Wy do you think that your half-brother Duffey is no
| onger showing it in his shop? It is because the maker of this, Elroy
Redheart, has put a the price of one thousand dollars on it. He says he is
selling himself in this, but he wants sonebody el se to have this essence of

him He says he will not profiteer in his own flesh and soul, and that is
why he has put this ridiculously lowfigure on it. But you haven't seen it
all. Nobody could see it all in an hour or a day. W have here nore than two

t housand separate exquisite mniatures in round and in |low round and in
painted flat."

"You coul d make one like it yourself, Bagby," Mary Louise said. "You
know how to work in porcelain and bronze and wal nut wood and tin and oi
paint. And you really make things better than this Elroy Redheart does."

"I could make it better, yes, but | would have to pull ny own heart
out of ne," Bagby said, "and I'mnot through with it yet. But here's a big
red heart already pulled out of a body and put up for sale with nore than
two thousand miniatures. | will buy it.”

The third of the four red roons was filled with scenes of nore
hurried and nore feverish opul ence. There was the bone-thin man again, and



he had a bl ack tch over one eye now, but he had become a hectic dude. There
was a beat ht aki ngly beautiful young wonman ronping through epi sodes and
adventures. The cars in the scenes were nore chromed, and | ower and | onger
than the pre-war cars had been. There was hurry, high-priced hurry about
everything. There were so nany things to be done that in one scene the nman
was using three hands to do themall. There was one little roomthat was
wal | papered with green noney, and there were piles of the green stuff
ever ywhere

The artist Elroy Redheart had made deft use of new, hot, artificial
colors to indicate new, hot, artificial sins. There was an artistic
cheapeni ng here, not that the artist was trying to skinmp things, but that he
was trying to show that cheap quality. Mdst of the figurines here were
plastic-cast little pieces that were nade in Hong Kong. They were not nade
by the artist at all. They were like the little things that are put in
cracker-jack boxes for prizes, and they were a dime a dozen on the trifle
market. But they were set in with prismatic reflecting things that gave a
fractured light to all of the scenes of this group

Small and glinty hints told that here were drinks of a nore
sophi sticated sort and that they would give nore sophisticated bang- heads.

Over powering sound was there. It was portrayed by deform ng the
scenes to make it seem as though they were filtered through a vision cracked
by 'hard rock'. And the ghostly powders were sonehow i ndicated the dip and
t he deep-sleep, the glow and the snow. A real touch of the o@r of them was
set there. The beautiful and romping young worman, wherever she had been
danci ng, now had her feet bloody up to the ankles. But she was not |ying
dead, not she. She had her own heart out in her hands, and she was sticking
pins into it and giggling. Certainly an artist can indicate a giggling
figure. There's nothing to it.

The beautiful woman took a pin larger than the others, a pin with a
Mol och face on the head of it, and stabbed her own ' Queen of Hearts' card to
her own heart in her hands.

The fourth red roomwas vacant. There was a noose dan@ing fromthe
ceiling, and there was a stool standing under the noose on which a person
m ght stand to hang hinself. There was a sign there:

"This roomfor rent. WII decorate to suit tenant. The noose is an
optional feature."

"Ch yes, one thousand dollars, M. Bagby," Hennessy said as he
counted it out. Baggy always carried his nmoney in ten dollar bills though
the rest of the world had gone to twenties. "Shall | send it over to
Duf fey's shop?" Hennessy asked. "Then you could enjoy it for the renai nder
of your stay in town, and Duffey could ship it for you to St. Louis."

"No. Duffey would steal sone of the pieces,"” Bagby said. "You ship
it to St. Louis fromhere, Hennessy."

"You paid too nmuch for it, Bagby Wongheart," Dotty Yekouris said.
"It's only a novel, you know "

"I paid sone of that just for the beauty of Hennessy's spiel about
the artist putting a ceiling on the price. | will have to add that one to ny
own repertoire. A novel, Dot?"

"Sure. It's one of the Open Heart Novels that are big in paperbacks
now. There's a hundred novels wiih nanes and plots alnost |ike that, 'Queen
Card High', 'Gane of Hearts', 'H gh Hand Loses', 'Death of Hearts', 'G eat
Red Heart'. You can get them at any paperback stand for forty cents and read
it inforty mnutes. A thousand dollars is too nmuch."

"He is like a kid in a China Shop," Mary Louise said. "He'll buy
anyt hi ng. "

"Have you noticed," Bagby said to Duffey one day, "how our old
stal kers, the SFM have been appearing nore and nore in the stories and
continuities in the rag-pul p nagazi nes?"



"Way woul d a man of ny class and style be readi ng anything | ess
snoot h than hinsel f?" Duffey asked. "And I don't even know what the SFMis."

"The Sl ant-Faced Men who travel in threes," Bagby said. "You killed
one of them and | killed one of them but there nmust be spares. There are
still three of them or many threes of them They are given a hunor
treatment in the letter departnents of the pul ps, com c nmonsters |ike BEMs
and HLPS."

"They have turned up in three of the comic strips." Dotty Yekouris
said, "In '"Flane Man', in the 'Wite Avenger', and in 'Captain Justice'. I'd
find themconic nyself if | didn't know that they were real."

"Comic strips?" Bagby asked. "Wiy would a nan of ny class and style
be readi ng anything |l ess conic than mysel f?"

"They are the ones who bug me the nost,’

Mar gar et Stone said,

"because | know that they really do kill so many people. | can get al ong
with all the others. The assassins of the Jebel Shanmmar sect flash knives at
me and tell me that they will murder ne if | don't cease preaching the

doctrine of the Real Presence at night. They say that their Djinn is the
only Real Presence at night and that he is a jealous Djinn. But | just give
thema little Arabian sweet talk and tell themthat New O'leans is a truce
city like Khamis Mishait. Besides, |'mnot sure that there is any Jebe
Shammar sect. Those three are all the Arabs there are around here, and they
go to Tul ane University. They may be wrap-head ki dders. And the Red Fisters
from Sardinia say that they will wear ny guts for scarves. But when | have
dawn coffee at Messina's or Anthony Chost's, they are always there. | tel

t hem a shaggy duck joke every norning, and they say they let me live through
the night just to hear the next one even if | ama Wore of Ronme. But I'm
afraid of the Slant-Faced Men. | tell themthat they' re zonbies with w nders
bet ween their shoul der bl ades and that they're getting run down. They do
have little hunps on their backs under their coats, and they nay be w nders.
But the Three Slant Faces won't talk and they won't joke. They scare nme nore
than any of the people who intend to kill ne."

"Yes, | think the Slant Faces do have w nders,"” Duffe said. "But is
it a'self-destruct' or a 'disappearing record that they are wound up to
act? | saw the death of Sebastian Hilton in a transport or a detached
experi ence. The Three Sl ant-Faced Men killed him and they cut the Devil's
tetragrammat on design on his chest. But the official report was that
Sebastian died of an infectious fever. | flew up there and | denanded to see
everything at once, and | did see everything. He had died of an infectious
fever (actually, it was the old plague itself), and the plague sores on his
chest did formthe design of the Devil's tetragramaton just as | had seen
them But they were fever sores. They were not knife cuts. Whatever w nders
the Sl ant-Faced Men have stuck between their shoul der bl ades, they wi nd up
some pretty tricky records for themto play."

"Il be killed by them nmysel f," Bagby said, "and yet my death will
be attributed to nmy liver, a gentle organ that never harned anybody."

"How i s your liver really, Bag?" Duffey asked him

"Ch tell us how s your liver, M. B.," Dotty sang.

"I believe that, with a little help fromsome of ny creations, we
could make a song out of that," Duffy proposed. Mary Virginia Schaeffer went
to the piano (this was in 'Trashman's Grl-a-Rama', and several of them
hanmrered out the song then. Mdre songs have been born in Trashman's than in
any place in the block. Duffey acconpanied themon a house banjo (he hadn't
his own banjo with hin) and all of the unofficial menbers of the Pelican
A ee Cub sang thus:

"I's it true you have abused it?
Have you battered it and boozed it?
Are you sorry you msused it
Horri bl y?



Does it need the Geat Forgiver?
Is it feeling sensitiver?

Is it shrunken to a sliver?

Oh tell us how s your liver,

M. B."

Why, they were untrashing one of the mnor arts there!

"I certainly prefer Duffey's flute to his banjo," Letitia said. "He
can't sing when he's playing the flute, and the rest of us all sing so
wel |1

But Duffey sang with the rest of themas they went on with it:

"Is it silted like a river?

Does it rattle like a flivver?

Does it quake a | ot and quiver

Tender | y?"

Bascom Bagby added in verses to the Pelican Song to hinself, and al
the silver tongued people sang the grand finale:

"Is it mghty coy and clivver?
Cones it down to now or nivver?
Oh tell us how s your liver,

M. B."

And Bagby did | ook rather bad.

"It's the last time you'll see ne in this life, of course, Duffey,"”
he said. "I'lIl just go honme and create a few nore | oose ends, and then I|']

die. But |I've enjoyed it all."

The Bagbys were around there for a couple of weeks and they had a
mldly festive time of it. Bascom di scovered heresies in many of the
pari shes of the city and he reported themto the Archbishop as well as to
Duf fey. Then they went back to St. Louis.

But that wasn't the last tine that Duffey saw Bagby in this life
Bagby lived for at |east two nore years, and Duffey saw himat |east tw ce
nore, once in St. Louis, once down in New Orl eans again. And the Bagby
letters were still received every Monday norning.

Duf fey discovered, quite by accident, the names of the Three
Sl ant - Faced Men. These were given one day, alnost in throwaway fashion, in
the comc strip 'Flame Man'. The names were Anraphel, Arioch, and Thadal
The slant-faces were depicted as no nore than three stooges in 'Flanme Man',
and yet here were their revelatory nanmes. Qut of the nmouth of babes and
suckl ings, out of the pens of comic strip witers, comes w sdom

These were three crooked kings. Anraphel was the King of Shinar or
upper Babyl onia. Arioch was King of Ellasar or Pontus or Lower Babyl oni a.
Thadal was King of the Nations, or of the Goyim These were the opposite
ki ngs, the anti-magi, who had no magic at all. It is unnatural, or at |east
it is inhuman, for a person to have no magic at all. To be human is to have
at least a handful of magic, and these three didn t.

Al three of themwere followers (though this was not given in the
"Flane Man' comic strip) of Chodorl ahonmor who was King of Elamor Susiana, a
Devi | dom east of the Tigris.

"I always thought that Abrahamwas biting off sonme big chunks there,
tackling four kings of such realnms as those with only three hundred and
ei ghteen nen, and they naught but sheep and canel herders," Mel chi sedech
said. "Well, so do | think so now, so did | think so then. |I don't believe
they liked me blessing the man."

Duf fey had begun to create a great number of snall statues and
groups. He made several |large sets or mansions on the order of the chanbered



heart display of Elroy Redheart that Bagby had bought. He nade displ ays of
his prinordial lives and kingships, and also of his twentieth century
chi l dhoods and i ves.

One huge, surrealistic assenbly was, according to Absal om Stein,
intended to indicate the seven hidden vears of the Life of Ml chisedech
Duffey. It was not divided into seven chanbers though. It may have fol |l owed
sone ot her tine.

Duf f ey becane adept at noul ding figures out of clay and baking and
painting them He also made figures out of bread dough, wheat flour and corn
meal m xed and with pigments added when he ni xed them then he baked them
hard and varni shed them He probably nade ten thousand of these figurines to
fill in his thematic displays and collections and provi nces and mansi ons.
And sone of them he just made for personal need.
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" Three things are necessary for the preservation of the world: the
Law, Wirship of God, Deeds of Kindness and Charity.

That seemred cl ear enough and easy enough. Get enough people to
conply with these things and the world will be preserved. And preserving the
world is really the sane things as rebuilding the world. It is the
everlasting raising up of pieces of it as often as they fall down.

Duf fey himself had a great respect for The Law, and a working
respect for |aws-lower-case. He ostentatiously worshi pped God. But does not
ostentation take nuch of the grace out of worship? Sure it does. It takes
some of it out, but not all of it. And sone people are nade with the
ostentati ous character in them Duffey could be kind. He could be
charitable. It was just that he had trouble being both of themat the sane
time. And do not try to tell himthat the nmeaning of the two words are the
same. The chances are that Duffey knows nore about the neaning of words than
you do

It is the first two things that are really the sane under different
nanes: The Law, and the Wbrship of God. The conprehensive nane for the
congruence of these two things is 'The Faith'.

Faith and works it nust be then. And faith and works had cone under
deadl y and devi ous siege. Duffey valiantly defended a sector against this
siege. No, that wasn't safer than other sectors, and it wasn't bl oodl ess.
There were skulls to be split here, and enemies to be eviscerated. There
were sub-segments to be defended, and sone of them had becone slippery with
bl ood.

Art as Law. Art as Wirship. Art as Kindness. Art as Charity. Art as
Creation. A synthesis of all these things nust be built. The synthesis was
already present in the articul ate body to which we belong. But could it not
al so be made on a clay-human and daily basis? Possibly. It already had been
al nost certainly.

Duf fey was haunted by the feeling that he had already built this
synthesi s sonmewhere. If he had built it, why couldn't he renenber it?

Vi ncent and Teresa canme down to New Oleans fromSt. Louis for a
visit about that tine. Then Duffey renenbered. This Teresa was the synthesis
of all these arts, and Duffey had already built her

She came with Vincent and a couple of their children. The wanderer
Fi nnegan was also in town, and Teresa sent Vincent and Finnegan off to
carouse together. She sent the children out to play.

"And stay out," she told the children, "for a week at least. | don't
know where the custom ever devel oped of letting children and dogs cone into
the house. Ch, at hone | let themcone in two or three days a year, in very

cold weather. But here there's no need for that."
Showboat Teresa put out an issue of 'The Bark' by herself, witing
every word and line of it, and setting it up too. "Yes, it's botchy



| ooki ng, " she acknow edged, "but it's got soul. None of that correct and

pr of essi onal appearance of a Dotty edition. | nmeant it to | ook correct and
prof essi onal though, but the main thing is excellence of content. Dotty, did
you fully appreciated ny article on --"

"We fully appreciate you, Teresa," Dotty said. "The issue is truly a
Special, and the essence of a Special is that it should happen only once."

Teresa al so put out an edition of 'ShowBill" by herself. This was a
little show busi ness sheet that they had been doing on the Pelican Press
every Friday nmorning. They had al ways used to send it to Teresa in St
Louis. In fact, the Star and Garter in St. Louis always carried an ad in
"ShowBill' until the S and G was forced out of business. The issue that
Show Boat put out now had a | arge advertisenment for the Decatur Street Opera
House.

"There isn't any Decatur Street Opera House, you dumb Guinea," Dotty
told her. "What's the matter with you anyhow? How do we get noney for ads
fromimagi nary aces?"

"There is a Decatur Street Opera House, now," Showboat said. "This
is just the first appearance of it. Ch Duffey, there's no reason for you to
shake |i ke that just because one of your prenonitions comes honme to roost.
Yeah, here's a hundred dollars for the ad, Dotty. They'll pay you a hundred
dollars a week to run the sane ad." Showboat gave the hundred dollars to
Dotty.

"They are very futuristic people who are behind the opera house,"

t he Showboat said. "It's one of the places that had to happen. There wasn't
any good place in town to present eschatal ogi cal dranas."

Ter esa Showboat Piccone Stanahan put a hundred pounds of Italian
vegetables into the Gant Pot that was sinmmering forever. Sure Iltalian
vegetabl es are different from other vegetables. They aren't grown, not
anywhere. They are inported by Importers into all the major ports of the
worl d, but no one knows where they originate. Even in Italy they are
i nported from el sewhere. They are received on open-ended manifests.

"It is atest, it is a test," Showboat said.

"Yes, people will have to be really hungry to eat out of the Pot for
a few days," Mary Virginia told her.
Teresa Cooked all-ltalian meals for everybody, three tines a day for

three days. Ah, they weren't |like those you get in O Conner's ltalian
Restaurant or even in Peterson's Italian Restaurant. One had to | ove Teresa
to eat them They were works of art, yes, and they were fine to | ook at.
There shoul d have been a way to make them edi bl e, Margaret Stone said.

Showboat went out street-preaching with Margaret Stone one midnight.
"That's the time to get the really unsavory ones, between m dni ght and six
in the norning," Margaret said. Showboat had been addressing herself to
every sort of audience since she was three years old, and she wasn't bashful
about things like this. She knew all there was to know about showmranshi p and
presentation. She had been making lots of political talks as well as
rebuild-the-world talks in St. Louis. She had a voice that would carry to
every corner of a theatre and to every recess of a city block. Her spiels,

i ke everything el se about her, were works of art.

What went wong then? Over-confidence probably. Her talks didn't go
over not in the night-time Quarter. Never in her life had she come up
agai nst so conplete a bad-show as this.

"Aw stuff it, Dago!" the rough guys would holler at her. They booed
her and made dirty noi ses. Showboat could always handl e hecklers, but this
was massive and contrived heckling. But Margaret Stone al ways began to tal k
after Showboat had been shouted down, and she hooked every one of those
ruffians. She broke them down. She shook them up. She poured out |ove and
tongue-1 ashi ng. She enchanted the dammed fools off their feet. She nmade them
sob, some of them and repent of their sins.

They tried it on another corner. Once nore, Showboat busted all over
the place. And then Margaret woul d sweep whol e bl ocks of people clear out of



t hensel ves. Margaret Stone didn't know anything about showranship or
presentation. She hadn't the voice to fill a theatre or a block. Sonetimes
her voice failed her so conpletely that she cried in frustration, and the
fellows would refer to her as Wi spering Maggy. The people often had to
cromd in very close to catch all that she was saying. But when they came in
cl ose, they were changed forever

But Showboat saw sonething out of the corner of her eye, and then
somet hing el se, and then a third something. She knew about the 'three-spot
device' for instigating or corrupting a crowd, the device that the
red-brains use so successfully. It's a mininumof three points for
mani pul ating a nob. Three hyenas were working three corners of every
gat hering crowd, three hyenas with disguised faces and di sgui sed voi ces. And
they had been getting in part of their dirty work even before Showboat and
Margaret arrived. One or nmore of them knew Margaret Stone's routes.

One of the hyenas was Finnegan, Damm him Anot her of them was
Showboat's own husband, Vincent Stranahan. Damm himtw ce! And the third one
of them was Absal om Stein. Treasons such as this pass for hunmor with sone
people. Ch what a vile trio of entrail-eating, presentation-shreddi ng hyenas
t hey wer e!

Ah wel I, Showboat fingered themto the crowmd then. (This woul dn't
have happened to begin with except that Showboat was so short-sighted that
she coul dn't distinguish people at twenty feet.) The crowd had al ready been
conned and subverted by the hyenas, but it could be turned around And Teresa
turned those hooters around. People quickly pinioned those false three and
ripped off their fal se noses and Mardi Gras masks and held themthere
secure. Teresa railed at those three sick perverts and had the street folks
ready to performan O d Testanent stoning execution of themwthin five
m nutes. And Margaret Stone got sone of her old faithful friends to force
those three jokers to their knees and to pour dust and ashes over their
heads. "That the Grace may enter into their unwilling souls and they will
may be saved by the miracle of interposition!" Margaret croaked out in her
cracked-1 aughter voice. People didn't bad-show Showboat very long after she
caught onto a thing, and they didn't bad-show Margaret at all.

This rebuilding of the world on street corners can be a |lot of fun

Teresa said one day that she wanted everybody assenbl ed. The
Showboat was going to explain the fundanentals to all the special people and
|l ay bare the roots of creation and substance. They had wakened inperfectly
froma long sleep, she said, and it was time that they renenbered their own
earlier episodes. She phoned Father Henri Salvatore at his parish in
Boondocks Loui siana and told himthat she wanted himto cone to town.

"Be quiet, woman," Henry told her. "Go home and be subject to your
husband. Oh, | forgot, your h@band is ny old buddy Vincent, isn't he'? Wl
t hen, take himhone and make hi m be subject to you. No, Showboat, | really
can't come. And | do know how it is. Was'| Eupherus for nothing? But explain
it to those with heads and nenories | ess open than nine."

Teresa got her husband Vincent, and Finnegan, Duffey, Stein, Dotty,
Mary Virginia, X (who had just got to town on his third or fourth
visitation), Letitia, Margaret Stone, Salvation Sally, Gabrielovitch
Zabot ski, maybe several other folks, all together

"Quite a few of us are special people, very old people,” this
Showboat Teresa said. "W extend very far into the past and also into the
future. Gve nme your ashes there, Duffey. We are too much in the daily
worl d, and we tend to forget just what substance we are made of."

"Not for tricks, Showboat," Duffey said. "My ashes are holy."

"So aml," Teresa said. She took the ashes in their urn that artfu
cigar canister that had once bel onged to the King of Spain, and opened it.
She washed her hands in the ashes, and they were so fine as to be al nost
liquid. Then she was washi ng her hands in flane.

"It isn't everybody's ashes that will flame like this,'

she sai d.



"Mel chi sedech has a ot to him" She washed her face and hair with flane

al so. There was only the slightest snell of burning hair and of burning

fl esh. Teresa seened to be in passion or pain, but not fromthe
ashes-turned-to-fire. She gathered up the flane again. "There is anot her
one in your hair," Margaret said. "No, on the other side."

Teresa gathered that flame in also. She put all the flanmes back into
the urn, and they craw ed back under their ashes.

"We are all flane-persons,"” Teresa said. "Well, npbst of us are. Even
under the appearance of death and reduction we can still flame. W had been
active a long time ago, and then we had rested and slept. Then one of us
cane and woke the rest of us up again. He woke us up in blundering fashion
for he was still half asleep hinself. And he still is.

"Mel chi sedech, you haven't even understood your own role. You didn't
make us. That's only a way of speaking. You can't nmake people, but maybe you
can assenble them You aren't a creator, Ml chisedech the Magus! You are an
awakener. No, really, that's all you had to do, just wake us up. And now
you' ve done that. Don't try to do too nuch else. You're not capable of a
very great |ot.

"Yes, you woke us up. And you rmade us to go into other bodies and
bellies to be born again. That was no great thing. But why were we waked? It
was because we were anong the few fol ks who were around before the Devil was
i mpri soned. Now he is |oosed. So we are | oosed also and set to action to be
able to conbat him W knew his on-the-loose tactics fromof old. Gah, won't
t hey ever change!

"Casey in Chicago, Mary Catherine in Chicago al so, Hans and Marie in
St. Louis, Henry in Boondocks Louisiana, listen, | want to talk to you! O
course you can hear ne! W were not the first crew nor the first pilots, nor
did we go on the first voyage. But we did sail on that first ship The Argo
which is the actual as well as the phonetic equivalent of the Ark. W put
the first sails on it and the first rudder. It had neither before, since it
was goi ng nowhere except afl oat.

"We' el l eh shemoth. And these are our nanes. Duffey is the real and
ori gi nal Mel chi sedech, though his argonaut name was something other. Al of
our names have nmany depths and versions to them Finnegan is |ason hinself,
but the Iater Romans called himJason. Hans is Orpheus, and at a later tine
he was mani fest as Faust. Henry is Euphenus (his ocean-father taught himto
wal k on water, but he seldom does it now). Vincent is Ml eager. Casey is
Pel eus. Dotty is Medea the vile sorceress (but it is all a m stake about her
having a vile nanme and reputation). Marie is Eurydice. But did not Eurydice
die and go to the underworl d? No, she pretended to m sunderstand, and she
pulled a trick. She went to the down-under world of Australia instead, and
she is the nother of all Australians and South Island people. Mary Virginia
is Laonone. | am Atalanta, and that's only a small part of whomI| am Mary
Catherine is Antigone. Stein is Ab-Salom the Father of Peace. He was a
shi p's chandl er and provisioner on the Euxine, and he decided to go al ong on
the Argo to | ook after his investnents. | don't know what dynasty you ot hers
bel ong to, but you would hardly be in this conpany now if you weren't
special. | don't know what conpany Gabriel ovitch and Zabotski and Sal vati on
Sally belong to. It nay be one even nore ancient than ours. | do know what
conpany Margaret Stone belongs to, but I'"'mnot telling. And | sure don't
know about X "

"You are tal king about people in a Greek nmyth." Zabotski asked.

"\Why 2"

"No, no, not in Greek nyth. In ancient fact before that. W are
ol der than the Greeks. Even Homer referred to us as unaccountably ancient.
And our quest was the prototype of all quests. W went to Colchis on the
Bl ack Sea on the best known of our voyages. We went past the Devil's
preordai ned prison on the Chersonese on that same voyage. W found the
shi ning garnent, the Col den Fl eece, at the end of our fanous voyage, and we
have it yet. The Devil would give his thousand-year nolars to know where we



have it hidden. As long as we have it inviolate, the Devil is not conpletely
| oose.

"We went over rock beaches and rock wastes that were sown with
Dragons' Teeth; we went over themto get the Fleece. W got it w thout
triggering the Dragons' Teeth to spring into arned-warrior life. They were
the guards and the threat. W buried themvery nuch deeper under rocks, and
now t he Devil wants them and he can't wake them up. He bl ows on that
Dog' s-Horn Bugle of his, but he can't wake them"

"He is cashing in quite a few dragons' teeth lately,’
"and they are devilishly well-arnmed warriors."

"Those are from |l esser dragons' teeth," Teresa said. "He has not
been able to use those in the main caches. The obliteration of the Black Sea
in the Thunder-Colt aspect of History (we're within a couple of decades of
that, one way or the other), is only an attenpt by the Devil to obliterate
all traces of his prison on the Black Sea. There was al ways the chance that
he m ght be | ocked up there again. But the shore is obliterated along with
the sea, and part of it is dragons'-tooth shore Are they destroyed there,
or can he save then? Can he have it both ways?

"What's the matter. Don't you people renenmber these things even
yet ?"

"I remenber only snatches of them" Mry Virginia said, "but now you
bring other parts of it back to ne. | hated ny name of Laonone then and
hate it now "

"It seens to me that there were several voyages we took," Dotty
said. "There were others besides the one to Col chus."

"There were nine voyages, | think," Teresa Showboat said.

"There were thirteen," said Absalom Stein. "But | forget where the
Argo is now. "

"That's a thing the Devil would give his five-hundred-year nmolars to
know, " Mel chi sedech said. "But |'massured that the Argo is still seaworthy.
You'll not demean me with your words, Showboat. It was the Argo herself that
was called the Show Boat. Ch what a castl ed masterpi ece she was when we got
all that superstructure on her! The Show Boat was not the |ady |ove of the
third officer. But people, | did nake you, though it's hardly worth arguing
about. | evoked your clay, yes. That's the same thing as to nake you."

"Was it the thirteenth voyage on which you were reduced to ashes,
Duf f ey?" Margaret Stone asked him

"Nay, it was the fourteenth. Sone of the others don't renenber it
yet. It's technically in the future, but the ashes here are proof that sone
parts of the future have al ready happened."”

Stein said,

They had quite a few such tal ks together during the few days that
Vincent and Teresa were in town. It isn't every gang that has such sort of
talks. It isn't every gang that holds the shining fleece in a place that the
Devil would give his thousand-year nolars to know.

It isn't every gang that was around before the Devil was inprisoned
a thousand years ago, who knew hi m when he was | oose before, and who
t herefore know how to conmbat and obstruct this | oosened Devil

There were neteorol ogical trash-falls over the whole world for years
and years. They are still going on. The accounts of these partly inmaterial
trashi ngs have not been allowed in the papers.or journals, and they may not
be referred to on radio or TV. So they are ignored.

But still it falls, trash, trash, trash, into every cranny of soul
and person in the world.
"There are still a few bright spots left in the world," Dotty said

one day. "And nostly they are ourselves."

"Yes. The world can't be all bad with so many very good people in
it," Duffey agreed.

Then several of the very good people began to fall out of the world.



Bagby in St. Louis was the first of the very good people (during the |ast
few years, he had becone a very good person) who died and fell out of it.
Book Four

"It was originally built by a prince of the Canaanites called in
t he vernacul ar 'R ghteous King' (Melchizedech), for he was indeed righteous.
VWherefore he was the first to officiate as priest of God, and being first to
build a tenple, gave this city, till then called Salem the name of
Jerusal em’

[ Josephus. Jerusal em and Rone. ]

1

After Duffey got back from Bagby's funeral in St. Louis, he found on
his table one of those weekly letters from Bagby. The funeral had been on
Saturday. Duffey and Letitia arrived back in New Ol eans on the foll ow ng
Monday norning. Bagby's weekly letters al ways came on Mnday.

"I wll mss him" Duffey said, "He had become, though he wasn't
al ways so, a faithful man as well as a faithful correspondent. He nust have
witten and mailed this last of his letters Thursday before he was
stricken."

But the foll owi ng Monday, there was another letter from Bagby. And
on the Monday after that there was still another one.

"Even in death he is a joker," Duffey said. "He wote sone of these
ahead of time. There was never anything tinely in his letters anyhow, no
"news' in aliteral sense. He always despised the "timely' in letters and in

everything. And he gave these to sonebody to mail, once a week, after @s
death. | wonder how long they will continue?"
At last report, very many years later, they were still continuing.

Bagby nust have witten nore than a thousand of those undated weekly letters
before he died. That's carrying a joke a |ong ways. Could they have been
witten by sonebody el se? By an even nore outl andi sh joker? No, they
couldn't have been. They were from Bagby's hand and from his mind and
person. Nobody el se, except Duffey, was at all near Bagby in any of these
things. And Duffey wasn't witing the letters to hinself.

Dotty Yekouris had gone away, to neet Finnegan sonmewhere, possibly
in Cuba, and she hadn't cone back. Finnegan hadn't witten to her directly.
A lawer naned lIgnacio had witten to Dotty. And a girl named El ena had
witten to her. They told her that Finnegan was com ng apart, and that she
m ght wish to come down there if she cared. It was mysterious. Dotty went
down there, and she didn't cone back

The fol ks around the Pelican Press al ways expected her to return
wi thin days or weeks or nonths, or years anyhow, and she didn't. And there
was no solid news fromher or from Finnegan again. There was a little bit of
guakey news from X and such people. That sort of news is always as easy to
cone by as it is difficult to build upon

X said that both Finnegan and Dotty had been slain in a futuristic
epi sode on the Marianao Coast of Cuba near Havana. As to just how fina

their deaths had been, he would not swear. X said that he still felt
presences of both Finnegan and Dotty. Well everybody who had known them
still felt their presences. They had both been perneati ng peopl e whose

presences woul d prevade for a | ong while.

"Tell me X, were they killed by three slant-faced nen?" Duffey
demanded once.

"I amsorry to disappoint you, Duffey, but | don't believe that they
were," X said. "I know those three. They haunt a |l ot but they don't kil
much. Oten they take the credit for killing persons who were already dead
or who were otherwise killed. No, this killer was the shabby and heavy
stal ker, the heavy man who follows forever so slowy, and who is there and



wai ting when his victins arrive at a new pl ace. ™

"Ah, | know him But you really don't know much nore about this than
| do, do you, X?"

"Not ruch nmore. But | intend to find it all out. The one behind it
all I know. He is a Cheap-Shot Artist who is the father of all cheap-shot
artists.”

"Ah, | know himtoo, and his agents."

Well, Duffey and others had returned fromfuturistic deaths, Could
not Finnegan and Dotty do it al so? They were special people, and it was
unlikely that their deaths were conpletely final. But would they have to be
waked up all over again? And by whon?

Vll, not very long after these di sappearances, Duffey had an
encounter with the Cheap-Shot Artist and Father of all cheap-shot artists.

Letitia Duffey had become the new editor of 'The Bark'. She paid
| ess attention to the Jazz sheet and the Union sheet and the Sporting news
and such things that the Pelican Press had been publishing for noney, and
several of those accounts were lost to the Pelican. Letitia kept 'The Bark'
goi ng out of private funds, which Dotty woul d never have done.

Duf fey and Letitia and Mary Virginia went to a nmeeting put on by the
New Cat holic Press Guild, a sonewhat suspect (but already powerful)
organi zation. Well, what was this New Quild? It was very new. Possibly it
was born just for such occasions as this. It was not the sane as the old
Catholic Press Association. Two-thirds of the nmenbers of the New Guild al so
bel onged to the old Association, and the other one-third of the nenbers of
the New Guild had come out from under the rocks.

This was a highly secret and at the sane time a very heavily
advertised neeting. It was stated in the advertisenents ("Classified, not to
be given to unauthorized persons”) that the Guest Speaker of the neeting
woul d be "The Most I nportant Person in the Wrld, The Mst |nportant Person
Wio Has Ever Been in the Wrld". That was a tall claim And it was stated
that this Guest Speaker was al so the busiest person in the world, and that
he attended ten thousand meetings a year with sel ect groups.

Duf fey caught a whiff of the situation when he cane into the neeting
room

"Who do we know who hol ds ten thousand neetings a year with sel ect
groups?" he asked. "\What, ladies, what? Well then, who do we know who is the
Cheap- Shot Artist and the Father of all Cheap-Shot Artists? You really don't
know? | bet you will be hearing that phrase 'You really don't know?' a |ot
this evening."

"Ch, stuffy Duffey, that's what the several groups of giggle-nuns

who are here keep saying," Letitia protested. "'You really don't know who he
i s?'" they ask each other. And then they go into their giggle act."
"Who do we know who sets off the giggle-nuns?" Duffey asked. "I wll

bet nineteen to one that it is Ad Cootie H nself."

The guest speaker ("Possibly, ever certainly, the best-known person
ever, anywhere," the introductory speaker was introducing him was standing
in a bit of shadow, and yet it seened that he was being picked out by
| ow-resolution, purple spotlights. The introductory speaker was on that |ist
of the one thousand persons who had been present at the releasing of the
Devil near Yalta, according to X. Duffey hadn't believed it of the man, a
churchman little known but of high station. Now he three-quarters believed
it.

And the neeting itself, it was scheduled to begin at three o'clock
in the norning. No, that wasn't such an hour as woul d bot her Duffey or
Letitia or Mary Virginia. And it didn't seemto bother the little groups of
gi ggl e-nuns and giggle-priests ("You really don't -- giggle -- know who he
is?"), but it stood out as a possibly convenient hour for a person who held
ten thousand neetings a year with select groups, and who did not sleep
That's a bit nore than twenty-ei ght neetings every twenty-four hours.



Meetings, neetings, is there no end of meetings?

"The real nane of this person is the only four-letter word that may
not be spoken by us always and everywhere," the introductory speaker was
saying. "There is no proper pronoun to refer to this person who is an
andr ogyne and beyond grammar. The person is always to be referred to sinply
as 'The Majesty'. The accepted nethod of adoration of 'The Majesty' is the
sni cker. "

"You here, Duff?" asked George Koran who reported for the Picayune.

"I came in here a bit ago and got a whiff of it. 'Judas Priest!' | hollered
out I was so startled by it. 'Yes, yes, you want an interview? eight of the
Judas Priests snickered, and they crowded up with their tongues lolling and

their noses twitching. Hey, this is one fruity place! | got to keep noving,
Duff, in one door and out another. Those three edge-heads keep trying to
kill nme. They can run me out, but they can't keep me out."

"Don't you have your press card?" Duffey asked him

"Sure, and | showed it," Koran said. "'That's no good. That's a dead
man's card,' one of the edge-headed guards told ne, and he was swi tching
that switch-blade knife. 'You're wong,' | said. '"It's ny own card, and |'m
not a dead man'. 'You will be, you will be,' another of the edgies told ne.
"In five minutes you will be."' "Ch, | didn't know that the slants
had any hunor," Duffey renmarked.

'The Majesty' was a built-in optical illusion. Duffey had
encountered such illusions before, and he could ess the size pretty well.
'The Majesty' was a giant disguised. There is nothing unconmon about that.
But he had the apparent size of a man. Well, let's see. Were will his head

really come to? Duffey clinbed up into the jungle of hidden cables and
struts above the little stage of the hall. Duffey had been a rigger. He
could clinmb, and he knew about the above-stage apparatus in that jungle.

Ah, a swi nging boomthat sonetinmes carried spotlights. It was at
just the right height, maybe ei ghteen feet above the stage. Duffey swung the
boom out and fetched ' The Majesty' an echoing 'klunk' in the back of his
head. This was a dazzle of hunor that not everyone caught. The boom kl ukked
staggering into the real head of 'The Majesty'! But it was the illusion head
and form twelve feet belowit, that reacted so spastically and grotesquely.
Ch, only the bl essed understood what had happened, and the ringing silver
| aughter of Letitia filled the hall.

"It's a laugh all too rich for humans sonetines,"
said, "but God enjoys it."

Consternation soon cal med, however, and the magnetic personality of
' The Maj esty' surnounted the happening. There was so much spastic and
grot esque going on there anyhow that nost of the people took it for normal.

"An eneny is here," 'The Majesty' said: "and will be disposed of."

"One does not laugh at ' The Majesty'," a coven of giggle-nuns gave
sincere warning to Letitia.

"Ch the hell one does not!" she said.

Duf fey had once

"Ladi es, pay attention to just what 'The Mpjesty' says," Duffey told
Letitia and Mary Virginia. "Yes, you have a recorder, Mary Virginia. Use it,
but it may not prove accurate. This is a special case. W will see what you
renenber ' The Majesty' as saying. W will see what the recorder says that he
says. And | will see what | find himsaying interiority in his mnd. Wth
the three versions we may be able to triangulate it on him | have been a
pirate and ransacker of nminds, and I won't be intimdated just because his
mnd is that of an evil giant."

Duffey clinmbed into that mna then, and ' The Majesty' that the mnd
bel onged to began to talk. It's a good thing that Duffey had been a rigger
and clinber, or he'd never have made it in that steep jungle.

There was | ots of weckage, and high piles of bones in that mnd. It
was a wastel and. Duffey recognized many of the |andscapes in it, those that
had been done by Dali and Dore and Hi eronynmous Bosch, those that had been



done by Peggy Munster and Adam Scanl on and Count Finnegan. Duffey clinbed
and cl anbered in the manner of Dougl as Fairbanks Sr., through surrealistic
clutters and mountai nous and evil trash. Sure, Duffey was the Thief of
Baghdad. An ordinary thief doesn't break in here and steal these secrets.

These are secrets? Can trash-giantized be anything but nore trash?
Thi s speechi ng was real speeching of the kind to unhinge and destroy the
wor | d? How? How?

"Why don't they | augh?" Duffey asked hinself. "Wiy doesn't everybody
| augh?

"I have got ny physical and tenporal release, which is to say ny
token rel ease,” the nountai nous mnd of the Devil began to grind out mice,

"Now | strive as | have ever strove for my eternal release. | can never wn
this release in the existing case of things. | can win it only in the case
of Creation being negated and withdrawn. | work always for that negation and

cancel ling out, whatever | may call ny work. 'That it may not have been, any
of it, ever!' that is what | ultimately work for

"I will inculcate a hatred of mankind in mankind. | will have it
that no person will ever speak of mankind w thout a sneer. Mankind mrust
destroy itself, but first it nmust deride itself until it earns its derision

and destructi on.

"My best ganme is to convince the commonality of people that | don't
exi st. The best ganme for you, ny conspiring followers, is to convince the
conmonal ity of people that conspiracies don't exist. Yet | say to you,
Conspire Always! And Again Conspire!"

("Qut, out, you intrusion,” the ungainly m nd was saying to
Mel chi sedech, still not knowi ng who he was nor how he had got in.)

"I have been called a Cheap-Shot Artist," the huge mnd went on
"Yes, | am and | glory in it. Let you all be cheap-shot artists! It is the
easy way to fame and glory, and it short-cuts the eneny. But that is the
tactic. The fuel is hatred. Hatred is both the cake and the frosting on the
cake. It is the meat and the drink. It is the bodies ransacked and raped. It
is the whole catalog of carnalities. It is the ultimate lust and the perfect
perversion. It is the uncreation, the reversal of everything, it is the
nmurder by torture and the nurder by defamation

"But never let ne hear defamation defamed by any minion of mne. It
is the very hinges on which we swing. Slander, which is defamation, is
al ways the servant of hatred. W will work for red murder and red revolt.
There is an obligation to di sobey. Teach that obligation! W will work for
the trashing and toppling of everything. And then we work for absolute
nul lity.

"Do not use a straight line where a crooked line will do. Do not say
anything in two words that can be said in three. Order is our eneny. W
cannot allow order in anything. Law is our eneny. Attack these things
forever, and attack them crookedly. Renmenber that a crooked tongue can
penetrate into recesses where a straight tongue cannot."

("Qut, out, outsider!"™ 'The Majesty' was angrily ordering
Mel chi sedech. "Easy, Cootie, easy," Ml chisedech was saying. "Do not buck
like that.")

"Do as | say," the trashy m nd was grinding out, "and for your

reward, | will give to you certain persons to di smenber and destroy for your
pl easure. Ch, sone of them are high persons! Howl and be weird! Qurs are the
gi bberish tongues. The Paul said that God was not the God of gibberish. |
say to you that | amthe god of gibberish, and by this gibberish we shal
know each other. You will carry out the tasks assigned to you by nyself and
inreturn, you will be given all riches and final oblivion

"The richest reward is the Devouring of Entrails in the Holy Pl aces.
There is no nore ranpant pleasure than this. But for the present, before we
are able to blow out all ihe lights, we will refer to our Devouring of the
Entrails in the Holy Places as 'Holding Mbre Meaningful Liturgal Services'



That was really about all that the evil giant was able to formul ate
incluttered mind. Oh, it went on for fifteen mnutes nore, but it was al
repetition. 'The Hell about Hell is its repetition,' one dissatisfied
citizen of that realmsaid recently. 'Over and over, the same things in the
same words and acts. It is damation by the suffocating stal eness.'

"Bad show, C ootie, bad show, " Mel chisedech said as he cane out of
that surrealistic wasteland. So he came back nore solidly into the assenbly.
The tiresome and illusory giant was still talking, but no matter. He was
only tal king with wobbl e-mout h wor ds.

Duf fey checked with Letitia and Mary Virginia. Yes, the speech that
the Devil had given with his nmouth was about the same as he had given with
his mnd. The mouth speech was garnished with such terns and words as
"involvement' and 'relevancy' and 'faith-life' and 'life-style' and
‘charisma', but it was the same speech. It had words |ike 'socialization'
and 'noosphere', and it attacked Pharisees and Legalists and Rigidists, and
Reacti onary Menbers of the Curia, and Insensate Hierarchies, but it was the
same speech. The Devil has only one.

"He gives several nore talks in the city tonight," the reporter
CGeorge Koran said, "to an econom c group, to a group of media masters, to a
donkey's dozen of politicians, to a clutch of |abor masters, to a coven of
historians. And he will nake a talk to the Student Repudi ation Congress."

"When is his next Epistle to the Romans?" Mary Virginia asked.

"It's a very early conmmuni on breakfast in Cklahoma City if he catches the
Brani ff flight. A bishopric board of directors there is trying to re-orient
a diocesan publication so that it will be nore in accord with the thinking
of 'The Majesty'. They need catch words and double words for it, and they
want to pledge their allegiance. He can't very well refuse to be there. Then
it's double back to catch a Baptist bunch in Waco ("Even those hard-shells |
can crack"); then to Dallas to fleece the sheepy rich (five talks there).
He' Il make Cow Town and San Antoni o and Houston later in the day. It's a
busy life, but | guess that his Mjesty enjoys it." This reporter Ceorge
Koran led a busy life also, and he seened to enjoy it.

Margaret Stone and sone of her rowdies fromthe Quarter canme in and
di srupted things by singing the Gadarene Swi ne Song. She had learned it from
Duf fey and Letitia. The Sl ant-Faced Men noved towards the disrupting singers
with switch-blades twitching. But rowdies fromthe Quarter pinnioned al
three of them jerked down their zootie coats, and jerked out the w nders
that were between their shoul der bl ades. And, with their w nders renoved,

t he edge-heads collapsed with a racing of gears and a stuttering of
sprocket s.

An old priest with crying eyes canme up to Mel chi sedech Duffey. "Ch,
believe in him Duffey!" the old priest cried. "Believe, believe. He's al
we have left. First they took God away fromus. Now sone of you want to take
the Devil away al so. No, no, no, let us keep him W' ve got to believe in
somet hi ng! "

There were ovations for a ' The Majesty' who had wound down his
speech and was starting to depart. Several of the persons present took off
all their clothes out of sheer ecstasy. It was all pretty neani ngful

G ggl e-nuns and androgynous priests were still clutching each other with
cl aws and snickering "You know -- giggle -- who he really is, don't you?"
"The bare account it is unfair.
H ! Ho!

The bare account it is unfair.

It leave out half the hide and hair,

Hi! Ho! The CGolli WI!"

Ch, get back to the Quarter with that stuff, Margaret. They shoul d
never have taught you the Gadarene Swi ne Song. Drink Coffee, Save Souls, Get
out of here with your gang!



Yes, the bare account is unfair. The canonical ratio would stil
hol d: only one priest out of twelve would be a Judas Priest. And only one
nun out of twelve would be a giggler for the Devil. But, during those
"tedious years' there, it sure seened as though there were nore of them And
only one out of twelve of the laymen joined the abom nati on of desol ation
but they made much nore than one twelfth of the noise.

Why has history been nmade difficult? The 'never use two words when
three will do' people have controlled it for too long. But the real history
of the last few decades, as given here and in other places, is straight and

si npl e.
2

This is the whole framework of recent history and the forces that
natter.

The Devil was released fromhis inprisonment.

Then, by a sort of center-trap play, the Enperor Henry (Henri
Sal vatore) was sprung | oose to score upon him Melchi sedech Duffey had first
been rel eased to be ready to oppose the Devil. Then, for his pride,
Mel chi sedech was forced to serve as a satellite to one of his own
satellites. This was Henri Salvatore (The Keeper of the Enclosure of the
Savior). Henry had once been Euphenus. Later he had been The Enperor Henry
of Neustria. Now he was Enperor of the Invisible Neustria, He was a bal anced
and powerful and intellectual man, though he had been a sinner in his youth.

To comon eyes, it seened that Henry didn't rule to great effect.
After his first enthusiasmhe became a little bit dreany about it all. But
he had set several one-person and several -person fiefdonms into intense
action, enough so that the destruction of the world was averted or at |east
post poned for decade after decade.

(Quick out to Salvation Sally doing ' This Wrld Was Destroyed
Before' with that voice and that guitar that both had Australian accents.)
The struggle was joi ned between the Devil and the fiefdons of

I nvisible Neustria. The details of the struggle make up the 'Hi story of
Modern Times'. The Devil lost credit for his tiresone and premature
predictions of his total victory. The Fiefdons had only to produce a m ni mum
for the world, and there was sone possibility that it could be done.

"It"'s really no great trick to find seven just nen in the world, if
you count woren," Margaret Stone said. "But the nunber Seven is synbolical
and it nmay mean seventy tines seven. That nakes it very, very hard. I'm
surprised that we get by every day." But this mni mumwas maintai ned
(whatever it was), for every day year after year, though sonme days it was
very close and it really seemed that not enough just persons could be found
inthe entire world. C ose, close. But they were saving the world from
destructi on.

The trashing of the world on a massive scal e was undertaken by the
massi ve eneny of the world. The Law was subverted to anti-law or |icense.
Tl e custodi ans of formwere preverted into accepting deformty. Mrals
di sappeared conpletely: that was said again and agai n, and | ouder every
time. It was one of the lies of the father of lies. It was a cheap-shot
statenment by the father of cheap-shotters. Mrals never quite disappeared
fromthe world: they fought their way back agai nst every natural and
unnat ural assault.

Structure had been perverted to un-structure, so the unstructured
cromd crowed like red roosters. Watch out therel W will see how enduring
real structure can be.

Patterns and custonms of treason were inposed by the raveni ng eneny,
and the conmmonweal th of cowardice was instituted by the
anti-institutionists. Brittle variety was brought into the areas where it



becomes a blatant stultification and cloying, and rigidity was forced onto
all free fields. Art, which is another nane for |ife-well-handled, was
trashed al nbost beyond belief.

This was a war that was not always seen as war. A war may be between
grass growi ng in one place, and erosion taking over a neighboring plot. And
the Fi efdonms maintained a spotty loyalty very much of the tine, so the thing
was never | ost.

Absal om Stei n made el egant war by system of interlocking pronotions
in fields both famliar and scarcely known. Absal om had bi g hands. He had
big brains. He had a huge heart. He had nore gall than is given to ordinary
humans. And he was absolutely loyal to the ordered and structured arts. He
rei ntroduced shape and order into places so abandoned of themthat they cane
now as somnet hing new. "Ch, that Absal om has pulled another one!" one of his
rival inpresarios railed. "Decency! |nmagine soneone introducing that as an
art concept. |magi ne anybody pulling that one again and getting away with
it. Some things are out for so long that they are in again. It's a
permeating formof structure, | believe. Ah, let's see what we have of
decency. We'd better stake out a few plots in the decency field. A going
thi ng deserves conpany." Absalomdid well at everything, even at this. Ah,
he was an expansive and expensive fell ow

Teresa Piccone Stranahan nade her own war against the stifling
confinenent of the un-structureds. She was the St. Louis housew fe who nade
noi ses that were heard around the world.

Hans Schultz got rich accidentally in his businesses, and he
couldn't keep hinself divested of that sticky green stuff. He was |ike a boy
who got a new boomerang for his birthday and went crazy trying to throw the
old one away. But he created a consensus of conscience in one field of
busi ness where consci ence had al nost di sappeared.

Vi ncent Stranahan counted coups somehow, in spite of a great neasure
of inconpetence that was his. Finnegan funbled it all away for twenty-three
out of every twenty-four hours, and then tried to nmake it up on that hectic
| ast hour. There weren't any final results in on Finnegan

"W don't even know whether he's dead," Salvation Sally said. "Wth
Fi nnegan, how can you tell?"

Letitia, Mary Virginia, Dotty --

"Be she alive or be she dead,

H! Ho!
Be she alive or be she dead,
She'l |l serve baked brains fromthe Devil's head.

Hi! Ho! The CGoli WI!"

(Way did they ever teach Margaret Stone that dammed Gadarene Swi ne
Song?), yes, Margaret Stone, Sally, Mary Catherine, Casey in Exile,
Zabot ski, X, they fought a war agai nst the big snokiness.

Duffey did it in art and in stubbornness. Wth Fire and Fi nesse he
didit. On what snokey and sputtering fire and what clunsy finesse, Duff!

There were several other Enpires doing battle against the
Principality, but we do not have full data on them

This is a world history of nmodern tines into the present. Cip it
and save it.

"My dear brother," Bagby wote in one of those 'Letters After | Am
Dead', "we have it pleasant here. W are freed fromthe tyrannies of hours
and places. W provide for ourselves and for others. It requires hard but
not torturous work, and we are given plenty of |leisure. W do not sleep
What woul d we have to sl eep about?

"We still have our passions, and they are imreasurably strengthened
and heated. But we break themto bridle again and again, |ike breaking
horses. There are no evil passions, and there are few evil horses. But a
passi on unbroken or a horse unbroken is in evil case for a while.

"We work in very conplex personal relationships. That is what



refines us and inproves us. W enter into relationships with creatures
mlitant and triunphant, with our own kindred, with species whose reality we
had once doubted, with aliens, with angelics, with dammed. (Not all the
dammed are irrevocably damed: it is not known whether any of themare.) Qur
own characters grow in conplexity. These are very fruitful interchanges.

"We do have particularity. And our pariularity is not acconpani ed by
all the phenomena that phil osophers have thought shoul d acconpany the
possession of particularity. Really, it isn't a newgift. It is only an
enhancenent of a general human gift. We know things and rel ationships in
their billion-aspected and-billion-detailed particulars. W know all about
you. We know all about everything.

"There is no analogy to our difficulty in explaining to you what our
state of being outside of tine is. A waggy-tongued man might be able to
explain colors and mnute differences in colors to a man born blind. He
m ght be able to explain, in salivary detail, the taste of a persimon to a
person who had never known that fruit. He mi ght be able to explain the
direct reception of radio waves to humans who know themonly in their audio
transl ation.

"But he could not explain the -- (the correct word here,
ext enpor aneous, has taken on a different meaning so we nmay not use it inits
real neaning), he could not explain the out-of-time case to one who had
never been outside of tine. There isn't duration. There is only nonment. |
al ways cone back to that. The nmoment cannot end, for endings are within
tine.

"W have our Earth-hours, though they are not inside tine as are the
hours of Earth. Qur Earth Hours are appointnents from which we contenpl ate
Earth. We revi ew your happenings there, with growing maturity and with w de
particularity. | can see now, as | could not see when | was in the niddle of
it, that we neglected certain crucial fields and left themto the eneny.
Theoretical mathematics is one of the fields that we neglected in the world.
W allowed false theory to nove into this field, which is also a tool
Especialy did we abandon the field of mathenmatical philosophy to the eneny,
and yet we had superior qualifications in that field.

"Econom ¢ phil osophy is another area that we left to the eneny. W

still combat himin econonic theory, but that is not quite so fundanmental a
thing. We barely contest himin theol ogy. We assune all too quickly that al
t he t heol ogi ans have gone over to the party of the Devil. The eneny does

have all the theoreticians of know edge processing, but such theoreticians
can be nade out of al npbst anything.

"We still have beach-heads in art, which is another name for the
schematic ordering of life. Beware of those who promul gate fal se schemas or
no schemas at all. We live in pleasant thatched huts in the first circle. W

thence (not in the future, but in intensity) nove into other circles. The
hi erarchies of circles are not inner and outer; they are only nore intense
and nore transfigured.

"Am | content here? O course |'mnot content. I'mnot at all sure
that contentnment is one of the things we're supposed to be |learning. But |
am happy, with a grow ng kinetic happi ness (kinetics outside of tine and
nmotion? That's right, brother, that's right), and I am happy with the
nmust ar d- seed happi ness that expands exponentially until whole worlds can
nest in its branches."

There was nmore. There was al ways nuch nore. Duffey would get a ful
week' s enjoyment out of each of Bagby's letters, rereading parts of one of
themin his nmnd several times a day, follow ng out the branching
i mplications of sone of the phrases, sanpling beforehand persona
rel ati onshi ps nore conpl ex than he was used to, experiencing patches of
particularity. Duffey, in his person of Ml chisedech, had often experienced
brief monments of near total particularity, but he hadn't encountered the
particularity that is beyond noments.

Then, before the last |letter had been near exhausted, there would



cone anot her Monday norning and another letter

"There is an art dealer in New Orleans who is nore than four
t housand years old. The name of this man is Ml chi sedech Duffey. Let the
reader snmile if he will, but there is proof of this statement of izreat age.
Thi s proof would have to be accepted, as based @on scientific sources, if
it showed the man to be of nmore likely or |ess extreme age. But valid
scientific proof nust be accepted even when it gives unacceptabl e answers.

"What began as a routine physical exam nation eventually showed that
this man was actually nore than four thousand years old, on the basis of his
birefri ngence flow i ndex, thromnmbocyes-shaped remants, Howship's |acunar
frequency, |inkage patterns of Vol kman canals, wall thickness of the
splanchinic capillaries, lateral |line remainder of the post-auditory
pl acodes, Kreb's cycle consonance, Gonpertz function anal ogi es, coll agen
contractility, secretion of Golgi bodies around the |ipid vesicure, diatomc
di ffusion, |obation of Metanephrio, Pentose phosphate pathway data, peptide
| i nkage characteristics, and every other standard test that is used to
det erm ne age of body. Over four thousand years old was the answer in every
case. Stereogram studies of the glomer-ules gave the sane answer, and a
general archai sm of characteristics was in accord with it. These things
cannot be chal | enged.

"But at the sanme time, there are general indications that the
unessential body material is that of a fifty-five year old nan. The
characteristics thus are much ol der than the body itself: and the unseemy
concl usi ons of nedical experts are that the man is older than his body. M.
Duf fey's own conclusions concur with this to an extent.

"*Fromthe inside, one body |ooks pretty much |ike another,' M.

Duf fey has said. 'l amsure that | have passed through several bodies. | am
equal ly sure that | have brought nmy essence and pattern and individua
substance (ny signature cytogens) with me into whatever body has served as a
temporary vehicle. O possibly it is the same body, renovated and gi ven back
to me each tinme. | will not contradict the theology of the case. But |
believe that a man can be ol der than his body, just as a body can be ol der
than a car it rides in.'

"' Do you consider your history to be a form of reincarnation?

Duf fey was asked. 'Incarnation? No, only an utter fool would believe in
reincarnation,' he said. 'Then how woul d you expl ain your case? we asked
him 'It's sinply that | have lived a little longer a |life than the average
person has,' M. Duffey said. M. Duffey also brought in several of his
acquai nt ances, who however do not wi sh their nanes given, who tested nore
than three thousand years old in their essential nmake-up. The evidence is
convincing in all of these cases. Do you know any people of proven greater
age than these?"

[ The Ei ghteenth Book of Strange Encounters, by the Editors of the
Si xt eenth and Sevent eenth Books of Strange Encounters.]
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Quite a few years slipped by one way or another. The battle lines
were never finely drawn. The people of the world weren't greatly concerned
about the battle that was being fought over them If told that the battle
concerned their degradation and extinction, they answered "That's as good a
way to go as any." The battle wasn't in sight on any decision, but the Devil
was ahead on points. One afternoon, Duffey was readi ng through a bunch of
clippings that Letitia had saved in a scrapbook. The words "Ch Miurder!" were
lettered on the cover of it, And smaller letters on that cover, in the
perfect and orderly inking of Letitia, gave the information "All Mirders and
Mayhens and Excerpts here are exactly as indicated. Nothing faked, nothing
uncontexted. Everything is in its original tedium" Wll, the words on the
cover were better than anything inside it, but Duffey was going through it



because it had recently been pasted up by the I oving hands of Letitia. Her
silver laughter echoed out of it, that laughter! "God loves it, and | kind
of like it nyself," Duffey had said of it.

But Duffey was having a slow go in | eafing through the scrapbook. He
sobbed and snuffled ,and his eyes were brimring with tears, which made the
reading difficult:

"I believe in the total education of the young person," Father
Bl evins told your reporter. "In particular | believe in education in the
nost inmportant things in life, which are the |easures of life. It curdles ne
that we have college girls here without any first-hand experience in
Forni cational Intercourse. This has been a gross neglect on the part of
everyone. | give themthat first-hand experience nyself Frankly, | am good
at it, and it is best for themto learn froman expert. | had previously
given this instructional experience to high school girls and to grade schoo
girls. So what is all the fuss now when | amgiving it to college girls?
What is the matter with everyone anyhow? The yuks and cretins have had their
say long enough. No, technically it isn't conpulsory yet, but for ny part |
ammaking it as conpulsory as | can. No, | don't see anything 'wong' with a
chaplain at a student center holding intercourse with students as part of an
organi zed program But | do see sonething wong with the whol e concept of
"wong' . Let's throw that out."

"What are the views of your bishop on this?" your reporter asked.

"The bishop is a clerical-fascist, and as such is not entitled to
have any views," Father Blevins said."

"We' |l not deny a slippage of ten years in attainment |evels, so
that now t he sixteen and seventeen-year-olds are reading at the |evel of
material that the six and seven-year-olds fornerly read. This was planned
so, and rightly planned. It is part of our leveling process to reauce
tensions. Wen all are of equal attainnent, what will there be to be tense
about? It is essential that the rising curve of intelligence be reversed. W
are reversing it. W are pioneers in this. Certainly we are introduci ng
pornography into the texts, but it is pornography geared to the |evel of
si x-year-old and seven-year-old reading ability."

"The di fference between just wars and unjust wars? Any war waged by
Ameri ka or any other fascist country is unjust. Any war waged by a
peopl es- Marxi st country is just. No, | don't believe that is too sinplistic.
It is nmerely clear-cut and incisive. And we have the teaching of the Church
that one may support a just war but not an injust war. The trouble is that
peopl e now accept the teaching of the Church only when they want to. They do
not accept ft in fields such as this."

"The kicking to death of an effigy is a legitimte procedure. And
all nenmbers of the crypto-fascist establishnment are effigies. Kicking one of
themto death is no nore than kicking a sack of potatoes to death. Yes, we
do it in the press and on the air and by posters and sl ogans. No, we are not
surprised when gangs of young people do it literally. Popular solidarity
demands that we be furnished with such effigies to kick to death. And it
demands that the effigies be in human form however repellent to al
progressive people they should be. They are not human, of course, in the

charismatic sense that we are human. Yes, | believe that the literal act is
the new di mension of it that we have been seeking. This is both bread and
circuses to us and we will not be denied it."

"I long ago gave up the belief in the Historical Christ. | can see
Christ in the dope addict, in the thief, in the hooker, in the pinp, in the
poor man masturbating openly beside a public wall, in the cheat, in the

rapi st. These are ny neighbors, and | see the a-Hi storical Christ in them



But | do not see himin the man next door. The man next door is always the
stereotype of a fascist fink and is no nei ghbor of mine."

"My door is always open, always. Anyone can come to see ne. | amthe
presi dent of the Popul ar Revolutionary Priests' Senate, not to be confused
with the Social Revolutionary Priests' Senate. By ny position | amthe
hi ghest ranking dignitary in the diocese. But | amcharitable to defeated
opponents. |If the bishop should cone here he would be omtted. He'd be
ki cked out pretty quick, but he'd be admitted first. If the president of the
nati on should cone he'd be admtted. He would i medi ately be placed under
citizens arrest, but he would be admitted first. if the Pope of Rome cane
to
this door, he would be allowed to come in. Yeah, if he craw ed, he would."

"Sister Mary Merhione the topless nun, was interviewed today in the
topl ess bar where she works. Sister spoke without bitterness of the
phari seei sm of those who have spoken agai nst her mission. 'l say that anyone
who ob'jects to it is prurient as hell,"” she said in her gentle and
forgiving voice. 'l say, if they have them they ought to show themtoo
'nis is the nost rewarding place |'ve ever worked in. | can actually fee
t he human heart here sonmetinmes. This is ny dedication and my service. The
reprint articles are fifty cents a copy. Buy a dozen and pass themout to ur
friends. It's a reprint of nmy article 'Topl ess Before God' fromthe
" Paral pl egi ¢ Church Today'."

The scraps in the scrapbook were really kind of funny. Al of them
wer e genui ne, and nost of them were dated, representing a naive phase that
was about finished, being replaced by a nore frightening novenment. But if
they were funny, why then was Mel chi sedech Duffey crying and snuffling as he
turned through them funbling and al nbst unseei ng?

Letitia Duffey had iust died. They had taken ffer away not a quarter
of an hour ago. The funeral parlor nmen had told Duffey not to conme around
down there for at |east an hour. He couldn't be with her. He was |lost. He
handl ed distractedly this last thing that she had handl ed as she was
stricken there, and it happened to be the old scrapbook

There had been a bitter nmoment right after her death.

"I do not accept this," Ml chisedech had said heavily. "This nust be
expl ained i medi ately, inmediately."

There was a large plant or bush called "The El ephant Ear" grow ng
ri ght outside the opened wi ndow there, and its huge | eaves cane in through
t hat wi ndow. The bush flaned with light and heat. It burned. Duffey tal ked
with the bush for a while and listened io it. Nobody el se coul d understand
the words either, of Ml chisedech or of the bush. They respected it as a
private agony and communi cati on

"Fiat voluntas tuas," Duffey said after a bit, grudgingly, and yet
accepting the explanation. Then the flane went out of the bush and left only
a perneating odor, sonething |like holly.

Sonmewhere in the building, Margaret Stone was singing in her
whi sper-toned voice, 'Viena la sera', 'Evening is falling', fromone of the
dunber operas. It was not evening: it was about eleven o' clock in the
nor ni ng. Somewhere, in another room Absal om Stein was bl owi ng that big,
el egant nose of his, but he blewit with sincerity and conpassi on and a
mut ed orchestration of deep feelings. In the press room Mary Virginia was
saying the dorious Mysteries of the rosary with neighbors and with people
fromthe Seaman's paper and the Jazz sheet and the Sporting News. Zabot sk
came in.

"I"ve got a good coffin,"” he said. "I took it in for down paynent on
a lot once. Letitia would ook good init. Shall | take it around to the
funeral house?"

"It doesn't matter, Zabotski," Duffey said, "Just so it doesn't



cause trouble there or here or anywhere."

"I't's never been used," Zabotski said. "I'll just take it over there
and tell themto use it. Letitia sawit at my place once and patted it.
"Hey, that's class,' she said. 'It'd be fun to go in sonething |like that.'
She liked class.”

"Yes, she did," Dufrey said. "Let her goin it in class then, if
you're willing."

Bagby's yesterday's letter had tal ked about it. "I amsure that you
have nade appointnment to neet later," he had witten. "Such appoi ntnents
have | egal standing in the further context. They are honored." Bagby had
known about it, of course. They had all known about it for several years,
that she woul d be goi ng soon, and suddenly. But Mel chi sedech hadn't been
di sposed for it to be quite so sudden when it cane.

"You | eave her eyes open," Margaret Stone had told those men who
cane to take her. "She likes to have her eyes open. They al ways foll ow one,
her eyes. Every person in a room al ways thinks that her eyes are foll ow ng
him" So Letitia had gone with her eyes open and seeming to | ook at
everybody with individual recognition

The doctor had sonething for Duffey to sign. So, apparently, had the
priest. And also an insurance man who cane there. There was a rough hour or
so, and Duffey played on his flute to pass it.

It was all right after he got to see her at the funeral home; and
later in the afternoon they brought her back honme for her wake. Lily came in
on the afternoon plane from Chicago, though Duffey had forgotten to phone
her. Mary Louise flewin from St. Louis, though she hadn't been notified
ei ther, unless Bagby had notified her

They had a good, old fashioned wake. Letitia' s smling eyes were
open and sparkling and seened to follow every person in the roomwth |ove
and amusenent. That had been a |ikeable quality about Letitia, her
i ndi vi dual concern for each person

4

"What you need is a |long sumer in Transylvania," the Countess
Margaret told Duffey three days after the burial of Letitia. "There are so
many of the Dracul a-slept-here castles in Transylvania, and | own several of
them W could have his and Hers castles on facing crags, and a pl easure
pavilion in the valley between them Al this | will give you, Duffey, and
it's only a slight and token falling-down act you'll have to show for them™

"Count ess, the Greeks have a saying 'Beware the Transyl vani ans
bearing gifts.""

"I know they do, and they're right. But everything that's good in
the G eeks is better in us. People have supposed that we're an eastern
version of the Latin peoples, that we are anal ogues of the French and
Italians and Spani sh and Portuguese. Ch, | suppose that a Transyl vani an wol f
is the anal ogue to a Mexican Hairless Dog, but it isn't a close anal ogue.
It's said that we're related to the Slavs and the G eeks and the Al bani ans
and the Arnenians, and even that we are a piece that fell off the noving
Cothic Nation. No, we aren't those things really. W are people on a
| and- | ocked or nount ai n-1 ocked island who escaped nost of the permnutations
t hat other people suffered. W have remai ned what ot her people should be and
aren't."

"Nah, Countess, nah," Duffey said. "I read a book of Transyl vani an
Wtch-and-Fairy Tales recently. You are toying with sone of their thenes."
"Come and see. | am sone of those thenes. Do you know why our

estates are not to be found on The maps or the tax rolls? The Reds sent in
Estate-Hunters to | ocate our estates and those of ten thousand ot her
famlies. But the Estate-Hunters cannot find them and the country is not
that rough. It is a gently rolling country for a thousand | eagues or nore."



"Nah, Countess, nah. There are no such distances in Transylvania."

"Are there not? Cone and see. And the Reds have sent out
castle-hunters to locate the castles and get themon the tax rolls. But
there are thirty thousand castles that they cannot find."

"Count ess Margaret, ou nake it all up. There should be a tone,
' Tal es of the Skinny Countess' to be set on the book shelves with that true
and incredible tonme, 'Tales of Sebastian'. An expert has told nme about the
Sebastian Tales, '"If it isn't printed on human skin, it sure is a good
imtation' . No wonder it's so expensive. Thirty thousand is a | ot of
castl es, Countess Margaret."

"Come and see. Do you know, Melchisedech, that there are nineteen

generations of ny famly still living in Transylvani a? And they are | ong
generations, Melky."

"Ni neteen generations still living would reach back a ways,
Margaret."

"And | said that they were | ong generations, Duff. You have one way
of reachi ng back, apparently. W have another. Do you know that we never
reach puberty till we are nore than fifty years ol d? And we --"

"These are tall old tales, Countess."

"Are they not? Don't you just |love then? Come with nme to
Transyl vani a. You may have wondered why Sebastian and | did not marry unti
the end. He understood my case. Ch, and | understood his! | |loved him and
he is dead. There is another piece to the tale. W are not ready to marry
until after our mid-century, but we can |Iove no one new that we did not |ove

when we were quite young. | had m nd encounters with you when |I was very
young. | | oved Sebastian. | |oved several others. | |oved you. The others
are all gone, but you still endure. Come with me to Transylvania, Duff. It
extends all the way to Col chis."

"No, it does not, Countess. Meg, | wonder what you will look like in
a hundred years?"

"Come and see. Your own 'creatures' will hardly I ast another
lifetime. They are pitchers who have been to the spring no nore than three
or four tinmes, and already their clay begins to crack. W will you look to
for conpani onship when they are all dead and gone? You'll be as nopey as one

of those |ast-of-the-line dragons who have no kindred left in the world. But
you and | could nake genetic nusic together for a long tine."

"You are a witch who would suck ny bl ood."

"OfF course | would, and you mne. It's one of our nobst anorous
delights. What do you think it is that keeps nme so skinny? Do you know what
"sangui ne' really nmeans? Do you know what ' bl oodcousin' really neans? Do you
know what the Dracula |l egend really nmeans? Cone with me? Is it the Devil
that you're worried about these |ast few years? Melky, there are certain
wol ves who have served ny famly for many generations. These wol ves are
| arger than horses, and the Devil is afraid of them He'll not come around
to bother us. Could we not have a fine life in the centuries ahead? Marry
me, Duffey, and come to Transylvania with ne."

"Ah, not right now, Countess. Ask ne again in fifty years."

"You think that's a joke. | wll."

The Countess Margaret went back to Chicago that day. She had cone
down to New Orleans with the elder Kochs to Letitia's funeral, those parents
really being elderly now, and Lily having gone down a day earlier than they
had, and staying several weeks later; and the Countess being very close to
all the famly.

So Duffey did not marry and go to Transylvania with the Countess,
not at that particular time anyhow, not in that particular context.

And then there was the gilded Lily herself.

"You can have it both ways, Duff my luff,” Lily told Ml chisedech
"Marry ne for fifty years or so, and we will set up our own Transyl vani a
just anywhere you want to. Then, 'when | am dead, ny love, and all the world



is green', you can marry the Countess and go to Transylvania and live on
wol f stew and bl ood. Yes, they're nubile at fifty, but they're not into it

right till after they're a hundred.

"And I will tell you sonething else, Duff. That nmillion dollar
dowery that has been on ny head so long, it's tripled now. It's the cost of
living adjustnent and all, you know. Besides, Letitia had phoned nme not too

| ong ago and nade ne pronise that | would see that you hid everything that
you ever needed. Do you need me, dear?"

"I need you, yes, Lily. It seens that | need everyone, everyone in
this whol e wobbly world."

"Ch well then, I'lIl get themall for you if you really need them I
do |l ove you, dear, and | will do anything for you. Let ne know. Cone up
several times a year, and |I'll cone down here nore often. Civilized people

do travel one week out of every month, you know. Ch, why do peopl e never
realize how nuch I |ove them"

Lily decided, by what cal cul ation she did not say, that it was
Mel chi sedech Duffey's four thousandth birthday just about then. Zabotsk
took her to a baker who did cakes for every sort of birthday. She told the
baker what she wanted."

"It will have to be big enough to hold four thousand candles," she
sai d.

"No problem" the baker told her. "If | make the cake sixty-four by
sixty-three inches, it will hold four thousand and thirty-two candl es,
figuring one per square inch. | had better make it sixty-four by sixty-four
i nches, That would give roomfor forty-one hundred and ni nety-six candl es,
but there is always some caveage al ong the edge of a cake. 1'll nake the
cake about three feet high. That'll be about nine hundred pounds of cake.
Serve half pound servings, that's two tinmes nine hundred -- hum | w sh |
had a pencil -- that's eighteen hundred servings. Does he have eighteen
hundred friends?"

"Yes."

So the cake was made and the birthday party was held. Four persons
at once had to light the candles with tapers, one thousand for each of them
and they had to hurry so that the first candl es woul d not burn out before
the ast ones were lit. Then, could Ml chi sedech Duffey blow themall out in
one breath? He could and he did. He had not been' blowing the flute al
those years to run short of breath now Besides, there nmay have been
bi g- mout hed and bi g-1unged giants adding their blowing to him There was,
for a noment there, a certain gustiness in the place that was al nost
unnat ur al

Zabot ski had two heavy steers barbecued whole for the party. It was
a good birthday party. People around there still talk about it sonetines.

"Are we out fromunder the shadow of Chicago yet?" Margaret Stone
asked their little world the day after Lily had gone back North.

"No, not yet," Mary Virginia said. "The baroneter is falling, and so
is the hygrometer and other instrunents. | feel another wind coming fromthe
north."

"I hope it won't be a cold one."

"No. It won't be."

Charlotte Garfield cane down from Chi cago again. No, she didn't |ook
any ol der. Just meaner and prettier. She |ooked |ike the rottenest dammed
nine year old kid in the world, and the nbst expensively gowned del i nquent
in any of the worlds.

"This stole | amwearing cost me thirty thousand dollars,"” she told
Mary Virginia. Charlotte was in New Ol eans in June, and wearing a fur stole
that Woul d set anvbody's eyes wobbling. Nah, it wasn't hot wearing it, not
for Charlotte.

"Ch Mdget, it couldn't have," Mary Virginia protested. "Ch, it's
el egant beyond anything, but it's small, | know sonethi ng about prices and



makr - ups. | know sonet hi ng about you: | know that you woul dn't pay such a
steep mark-up on anything. There isn't any way that could have cost thirty
t housand dollars. "

"I'"d have bet that there wasn't any way either," Charlotte said.

"But they caught ne so cold that they had ne there with mnk hair grow ng
out of the palnms of ny hands. | was using, in nmy act, a nother who was a
personal dazzler and was al so a know edgeabl e faker of fur talk. She seened
to be a discerning hot-noney customer, and that nine year old girl of hers
was al ways ski pping around the shop. | got a few fine small pieces out of
the doors of a few of those enporia. But then | was caught by the

har dest -eyed fur man in Chicago. He brought me to one of those
everyt hi ng-proof vaults to deal with ne after he had caught me fur-lifting.

"'This is the pay-off, mdget,'" he said. "'Il amgoing to kill you.
And there isn't nuch of you to take a lot of disposing of.""

"'l have wong use of words, Angelo,'" | told him "'If you kill me
outright like that, where is the pay-off? Al right, how much is the tab?
I've only tagged three of your shops.'

"'That's all, midget? | can never be sure who does the tagging.
kind of had ny heart set on killing you, but business cones first. Thirty
t housand dollars within thirty mnutes, mdge, or it's sixty-one pounds of
cat neat you will be.’

"'What are you, a man or a peanut-pusher?' | asked to make himfee
cheap. "All right, I1'Il get it!" I got it and paid himoff. Then as he was
getting a little bit sweet on me by that time, he gave ne this little stole
to renmove all enmity fromthe transaction. And it is fun to be able to say
truthfully '"This little stole that | amwearing, it cost ne thirty thousand
dol lars. ™

Charlotte was | ooking for a new fanily and a new situation. She
t hought that she night possibly go southern for a while. She was now
operating under the nanme of Carrollton rather than Garfield, but names are
made to be changed. She put an ad in the Picayune, and also the sane ad in
' The Bark':

"Charlotte wi shes new fam |y and new connecti ons. Mther nust be
dazzl er about thirty-nine years ol d. Son-father-husband to be about nineteen
years old but | ook older. Professionalismin 'The Profession' is required.
Must be willing to assune the nane of Darnley. If you don't know who
Charlotte is, then forget it!"

Both the street nunmber and the box nunmber of the Pelican Press were
gi ven for answering, and several pairs of the better confidence people cane
around to talk to Charlotte. But Charlotte didn't seemto be too anxious to
make a new tie-up just yet.

"Duffey, | know that you've always wanted sons," she said, "and not
just your Splendid Animations. Listen, | can have sons any tine, nineteen
year old and full-grown sons, as many as | want, as often as | want."

"But you let one of themwalk out of here an hour ago, Charlotte,
and he seened to fill all the requirenents,"” Duffey said.

"I don't nmean like that, Duff," Charlotte answered. "I latch onto
themlike that only when I'"'min too tedious a nood to go for the real thing.
But sons of my body | can have, and sonetinmes | do. They could be your sons,
Duff."

"Small as you are, Charlotte, how could you birth grown sons?" "The
way is too weird to explain, Duff, but I can do it."

"You're too old for me, Charlotte. "I seemto renenber when we first
met on the train, that | was twenty-five years old and you, | believe, were

thirty-eight. And now I' m possibly sixty, and you are --
"W both of us belong to branches of the 'old people', Duff, of
closely related branches of them Age doesn't gnaw on me rmuch. And | see
that you are using whiting on your hair to disguise the fact that you're
into one of your youthful cycles and getting your hair col or back. Take ne,
Duf fey. W are both prodigi ous people, and we could have a prodigious tine



of it."

"Strange words coming froma little nine year old girl, Charlotte.
How did it happen that so many of us prodigi ous peopl e becane acquai nt ed
with each other? It's in defiance of the odds that we should have done it."

"I suspect that we were | onesonme, and we sent out signals, as your
moth once did. There aren't really so many of us in the world, and we m ght
as well be acquainted."”

"Isn't the Devil a prodigious or variant person, Charlotte?"

"Certainly, and we both know him personally. In a world this size,
he woul d naturally have heard of us, and we would naturally have heard of
him But we don't nake himtoo welcome in our Prodigious Peoples' dub. At
least | don't. But he's not unique in his trade.

"Duffey, there are at |least two other Prodigious Devils who are
passi ng thensel ves off as 'The Devil H nself'. And the 'Devil Released from
Prison', by the way, is one of the oldest of all con tricks. It's really

only a version of the 'Spanish Prisoner Trick', grossly magnified. | amtold
that his take, that last tinme around, in 1946, was huge: it ran into the
billions. And yet this Devil, in the few brief conversations | had with him
didn't inpress much.

"Well, nake up your mind, Duffey. | change fanmilies every three or

four years, and | think that my next manifestation should be in the
"Patriarch and Angelic Child' . The world is getting hungrier and hungrier
for prodigies, and we should be able to ride that con for several centuries.
"Il be back in about four nonths and we can talk nore on it then. | bought
anicelittle business in town today, and | get control of it in just four
nont hs. "

"Al'l right, Charlotte. May you have sons like clusters of green
grapes around the old arbor."

Charlotte did tie into another 'fanmily', and she called themthe
Darnl eys. They were real professionals in the 'profession', a dazzler of a
not her, a son-husband-fat her who shoul d have been anything that the
mendaceous midget desired. The two Darnleys were so good at their parts that
it alnost |ooked as if Charlotte had overreached herself. Did these people
intend to use her instead of she using then? Never mind. They'd go sweet on
her soon enough, and then she'd have them the blasted runt tyrant.

"Anything else fromthe North, Mary Virginia?" Mirgaret Stone asked
the day after Charlotte Darnley had gone back to Chicago with her fanily.
"One nore, | believe, Maggy," Mary Virginia said

Mary Cat herine Carruthers came down from Chicago. Mary Cat herine had
al ways seened to be the | east of Duffey's Splendid Animations, and yet she
and Duffey bad been very close. Renenber when Duffey had used to westle her
on that old black | eather sofa in the back of his bookstore in Chicago, from
the tine she was nine or ten years old. He shoul d have been horse-whi pped
for such things. Instead, he was blacknmailed for them for the pictures that
t hat dammed kid Hugo Stone took of them But renmenber how Mary Catheri ne,
fromthe very first, would scatter Duffey's worries. It alnost seened as if
she were ol der than he was, the way she rationalized the worry out of him

"There is not anything to be bothered about, M. Duffey," she would
say when she was no nore than ten years old. "You are not being the funny
uncle with me. This is all right. It isn't sonebody el se carrying on with
some little child. It is you. And it is me. And what is between us is al
right.”

And a year or two after that, she had said "I |ove you, Duffey, and
of course | love Aunt Letitia. But if she dies, and she might (you two think
you are the mentalists and can sneak-preview the future, but maybe I am a
mentalist too), if she does die, then | will want you to marry nme. Pronise
me that you will."

"This | will not promise to a little girl,"” Duffey had said.



"When it comes about, | might be an old girl," Mary Catherine had
said. Now it had cone about that Mary Catherine was an old girl. She never
had married Casey Szymansky, though they had been engaged to marry quite a
few tines.

Mary Cat herine was about twenty years younger than Duffey, so she
was about forty or fifty, depending on whether Duffey was about sixty or
seventy by now. Duffey was |ooking much younger now t hough, younger than he
had | ooked twenty years before. The Patriarchs have these peculiar tides in
them that ebb and fl ow

Mary Cat herine stayed around town for a couple of weeks. She had
| ei sure, as much as she wi shed to take. She had been a hard-wor ki ng busi ness
girl for many years and had nmade good noney. Then she had gone to work for
Hlary Hilton and had nade fantastic noney. Now she was on | eave.

She spent quite a bit of time wandering around the town. She spent a
lot of time talking to Duffey. For sone reason, Mary Catherine seened
entangled in his future, nore so than the Countess Margaret, or Lily, or
Charlotte, nore so than the New Ol eans | adi es.

But the clotted future sometimes seens to be coming out of its jug
not at all. And then, it comes out with resounding glugs, all mxed, and not
as it was supposed to be. Well, whether she went back to Chicago only
briefly, or whether she went back there permanently, Mary Catherine went
back t hen.

"Any nmore blowing in fromthe North, Mary Virginia? Margaret Stone
had asked.

"No, | think that's all of themfor right now, " Mary V. said.
So Margaret sang the bristly song to the halting of the flood of

t hem
"The harpies cane fromlllinois
H ! Ho!
They' d give a Gadarene a pause.
H ! Ho!

They rend the Duff with |oving claws.
They eat himup with eager jaws.
(They really have such pretty nmaws.)
H ! Ho!

I"'mtelling it just like it waws.
There ought to be sone penal | aws.
Perhaps they all will die of yaws.
H! Ho! The gollie wol!"

Why had anybody ever taught Margaret Stone that Gadarene Swi ne Song?
Yes, there was a little bit of action on the New Ol eans front even.

Mary Virginia. Salvation Sally. Margaret Stone. Well, what about
Mary V. and Sal vation and Margaret? Oh, nothing, it was just that they were
such pl easant and wonderful |adies. One would have to think of them
i ntensely and often. And Patriarchs usually come to wifely harbors severa
times in their long lives.

What was this? Seven wonen, some of themless reluctant than others.
Does that nmean there is a pick of seven different futures?

You try to get this clotted future to conme out of the jug, and it

will not budge at all. And then maybe it will break | oose with a cascade of
stuff you never even guessed about.
Book Five

"You, Mel chi sedech the odd- ski
Stand not fearful |ike a clod-ski



Fol | ow Noah and Zabodski . "
[ Bascom Bagby. Letters After | Am Dead.]

1

Duf fey came on a painted sign one norning. It read "The Future
Begins Right Here. Follow the Arrows." But there were seven arrows pointing
in seven diigerent directions. And there was a | andscape or townscape, very
wel | done, ainted beneath each arrow. Deeply nystified, Duffey exam ned the
sign. It had a beautiful and danpish look to it, and he touched it.

"Ch, it's still wet. You got sone on you. I'msorry," said an
adol escent girl. "I was supposed to watch, but | didn't notice you."

Then there were several nice girls there. They said that they had
pai nted the sign for both an advertisenment and a prop in a school play and
had set it there to dry. Tley said that the sign was a sort of 'in'-play or
"in' -people reference and did not have any profound inplications.

"I painted the scenes under the arrows,"” one of the girls said. "I'm
a painter." 'nese were very pretty girls and they attended Ursuline Acadeny.

But Duffey knew that they were wong. He knew that the sign did have
very profound inplications. The future really did begin here, for him for
the world. Most of his Iife he had lived in the present, and now there woul d
be no nore present for him The future, parting and branching off in the
different directions, would be tricky.

"There is sonething obdurate and absol ute about this sign of yours,"
Mel chi sedech told the girls. "It means either the end of nyself in this
nortal coil, or it nmeans the end of tine itself."

"Yes it does," one of the girls said. "That's what the play is al
about. It's about this old man who conmes to the end of his skein, and
sonehow the fate of the world is tied to his fate, or he believes that it
is. Say, do you want to play the part of the old man. Hs nane is
Mel chi sedech. That's a name fromthe Bible. W' ve been wonderi ng who woul d
be good to play it."

"I will play it," said Melchisedech Duffey. "I am Mel chi sedech."

"You will be perfect,"” said a girl. "I am Therese Doucet the casting
director."

"I have here a copy of the script that you may take," said another
girl. "I am d eo Mahoney the playwight. Do you suppose that you could |earn
your part within a week?"

"I can learn any part within thirty seconds," Ml chi sedech said and
he took the script. He read it for nmore than thirty seconds, naybe for five
m nutes, and he seenmed sonetines anmused and sonetines terrified.

"This is witten with rare prophetic gift," he said. "It is
prescient, it is alnmst omiscient. Al right, | have it all |earned. Wen
is the performance."

"Nobody could learn it that fast," Ceo said. "You are joshing us.
Let us hear you give the great speech at the beginning of act three."

"Al'l right," Melchisedech said, and he gave it in a fine ringing
Voi ce:

"I tell you that I'msort of split in two.

My friend, Za-bot, Ch tell ne what to do.

What, gone away and left ne in ny stew?

A sinkless craft is very well for you,

But I'mthe man who cannot have an end,

So Scripture says, that will not break or bend.

And yet it's sure that | have | ost ny way,

And seven roads do beckon me this day.

How may | follow all? How may | stay?

| cannot have an end though tine shall end.

Oh Kephos of the bl ooning nose on you



Advi se me where | ought to turn or trend.
You turn away and nake a joke or two.

Ch hack me up in seven pieces, friend,
And seven roads |I'Il followto their end,
But these are riddle roads that do extend
Beyond. Ah, welladay and wel | adoo. "

People in the street had stopped to listen, and now sone of them
appl auded. New Ol eans people w Il applaud anyt hing.

"This is about Mel chisedech of the O d Testanent," C eo Mahoney
expl ained then. "He is the one man who cannot have an ending. 'Sine Patre,
neque Finem, 'Wthout Father and without End', the Bible says about him
But what will happen to himwhen it is time for himto end, or when it is
time for the world to end? That is the plot. | picture himhesitating before
seven different roads, and then | give a sort of vision of each of those
seven roads. Have you any tal ents? Can you do anythi ng between the acts."
"I can play ny banjo," said Ml chi sedech

"But would a banjo be fitting for a Patriarch?"

"Well, | could play ny flute then. It is a medieval recorder-flute
and it would not be at all out of the way for a Patriarch to play it. And
have been fooling around with Hebrew nel odies | ately. Hebrew nel odies are
"in', as you nust know. "

"That will be wonderful,"” the, girls said, "and you will be
wonderful in the part. It is one week fromtonight in our auditorium W
wi Il keep you apprised of the details."

Knowi ng the play to be prescient of his own condition, Duffey went
to see Kephos of the bl oomi ng nose. Kephos is stone, of course, which is
Stein. And he expl ained the whole situation, and the fortuitous little play
that was an echo of that situation, to spaci ous Absal om Stein.

"I know about the play, of course," Stein said. "lI've had to
subscribe to twelve tickets to it. My daughter Rebeka is in it, you know
She goes to Ursuline. And what is a litte Jew girl going there for? 'To get
a nore narrow education,' ny wife said (it was her idea). Her education has

been getting entirely too broad and |'ve been worried about that.' It is
easy to say that an ultra-broad education never hurt anybody, but it has
hurt ne here and there, | believe. Oh, the play bites you to the quick, does

it Melky? You do have a problem The worst of your problenms is that people

who can never end may end by being tedious."
"You turn away and nmeke a joke or two,’

had sai d about this Kephos, and so it was.
Duf fey went to see Zabotski who was likely the Za-bot in the play.
"Zabotski, | have a problem " Duffey roared as he went into

Zabot ski's al ways open place. But his roar echoed back to himfromthe enpty

vast ness of Zabotski's old quarters. Zabotski cane there very infrequently

NOW.

the great speech in the play

Oh yes he lives in that unsinkable house on the | ake," Duffey
rem nded hinmself. "Should I follow himthere in his folly, as Bagby suggests
in his latest letter?"
What had Zabot ski been up to. O what had Sonebody been up to
t hr ough hi n?
"OfF all the good and illum nated persons who were in the world at
that time, it was only to Zabotski that God spoke a particul ar nmessage."
Probably the best account of the Zabotski Folly or the Zabot ski
Happening is to be found in 'House and Hone Happeni ngs Magazi ne'
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The following is an article in 'House and Hone Happeni ngs Magazi ne'



House and Home Happening has for a long tinme intended to do a piece
on the fabul ous and outrageous house of Zabotski (he says that his first
nane i s none of our business) and his w fe Wal do, which house is |ocated on
Pristine Cove of Lake Borgne. This house has been rmuch tal ked about for its
nmysterious history, for the many children and strange animals that are
there, for its great size and its fl abbergasiing design, for its anbient of
rapidity ('top speed without hurry'), and for the graci ousness of its host
and host ess.

But several reporters who have gone on this assignment have failed

to fulfill it properly. Even the pictures that they have brought back (of
one si x-hundredth of a second exposure and even faster) have been blurred on
what were supposed to be still lifes, as though there were sonme sort of

nmoverrent there that was too fast for the canmeras. But that is nothing to the
way the reporters thensel ves were blurred when they cane back. One of them
gone for only three hours fromthe magazi ne office, grew a forty-seven inch
| odg beard in the interval. His only explanation was that the tine seened
i ke much nore than three hours to him

Stymed for a while, we have now decided to make this a two-part
feature on the Zabotski house which is a house that has a 'nmyth of origin'.
This "nyth of origin' falls into the context of what is called a 'shaggy
peopl e Yale'. W have prevail ed upon a sonetines associ ate of Zabotski, one
Mel chi sedech Duffey, to put the rather slippery facts of origininto a sort
of sequence. We publish it herewith, and we hope to have the actua
description of the house in our next issue. W do not designate the Zabotsk
house, as we have designated so many others, as our 'House of the Mnth'
Rat her we designate it as our 'House of the Uncertain Interval'.

There were a few smart flies (this is Ml chisedech Duffey witing)
who knew it when the nolasses they were caught in solidified into anber. But
nost of the flies, though they knew that sonething was wong, didn't have
any i dea what was happeni ng.

Zabot ski went away and cane back a lot. There is no doubt that we
m ssed himduring those intervals when he was gone. This account is about
the tine that he went away in an outlandi sh, giant contraption that he had
built in his own back yard.

This was the time, continuing now apparently unbroken into the
future, when Zabotski went to live in a |large and ungainly house on Lake
Borgne, when he lived there with his wife The Wdow Wal do, and wi th nany
ungai nly children and ani mal s.

And before that, he had lived on Dunaine Street in a building
bet ween t hose of nyself Ml chi sedech Duffey and that of Honer Hoose.

If we are to study origins, we will just study the origin of that
huge house, and its novenent from one | ocation to another

The 'Better Life League' had recogni zed Zabotski to be an 'Entrance
Person'. But Zabotski hadn't recognized the 'Better Life League' to be very
much of anything. There were nany of these non-nutual arrangenents between
Zabot ski and the exocosnps. The 'League' was correct in his though: Zabotsk
was an ' Entrance Person', a strong and peculiar one.

Zabot ski was a quarrel some man of the 'Wo, ne?" variety. He sinply
refused to believe sone of the stories that he heard about hinself as a
starter of quarrels.

"I know better," he'd say. "I'mnot like that at all. | am
gent | eness i ncognate. Anyone who says that | am quarrel some had ought to be
stonped into a slough and left to drown in his own lies. | wouldn't hurt a

fly, surely not a fly caught in nol asses. There is no way that | could
denean or harm any ot her being, or even think of harmng one."

So then, Zabotski was not a quarrel some man. But he got on peoples
nerves for his constant swi ft pace in everything, but sonetimes he was gone



for a day or two and gave people a rest fromhim At such tines, he said
that he went to the Pristine Wrld to attend to his affairs there.

And yet his neighbors, by total consensus, found hi m quarrel sone and
of fensive. Could every one those nei ghbors be absolutely m staken on a
matter of fact like that?

Yes, they could be and they were. Those nei ghbors could all be
m st aken about al nost everything. Possibly the people in your own
nei ghbor hood could not all be m staken on so nany things, but those in
Zabot ski ' s nei ghbor hood coul d be.

So there had seenmed to be a quarrel, or at least a skirr of sharp
wor ds, between Zabotski and his nei ghbor Bryan Bl ackstone who |ived on the
ot her side of Homer Hoose, properly two doors from Zabotski; but due to the
natural curvature of that block, the properties of Zabotski and Bl ackstone
abutted in back.

"Do not raise the edge of your imortal voice against nme, Bryan,"
Zabot ski had warned during one of those lulls in what seened to be a
quarrel, "1'll build whatever | want to build. But you are nortal, as is
your edged voice; and you will wither and die. The wither will be apparent
on you tonorrow and you will be dead within five days." Zabotski was a heavy
ki dder and this was all kidding, but Blackstone had never understood him

"Ch Wtch-Doctor Zabotski, | defy you," Bryan had expl oded. "You
cannot cause ny death. |I'm stronger than you are."

"Why shoul d anyone call me a Wtch-Doctor?" Zabotski asked in
puzzl ement, "And whyever or however should | cause a death? It is tinme, that
will eat you up and cause your death, Bryan."

"Not in five days it won't," Blackstone barked. "I wll live to
tronp on your grave, Zabotski. " And Bl ackstone tronped into his house.

"I wonder why all ny neighbors are so touchy," Zabotski nused out
loud. "In the Pristine Wrld, they are free and easy and not touchy at all."

Bl ackst one stuck his head out of his door again.

"And get rid of that nmonstrosity you're building," be howed, "or
"Il have the |aw on you."

"Il build whatever | want to build on ny own place," Zabotsk
mai ntained. "And if it does intrude a few neters onto the lots of ny
nei ghbors, why that is all fair give and take."

"Do you fancy yourself a Christ, Zabotski?" nyself Ml chi sedech
Duf fey asked this sometines associate of nmine in exasperation. "Do you
bel i eve that you can curse that nan-tree of a Bryan Bl ackstone and that he
will wither and die within five days? Blackstone is no fig tree, and you are
no Christ."

"Bl ackstone is nore |like the American Fig, the Sycanore Tree,"
Zabotski said. "lIt's a tall and nottled tree, but it has grubby and trashy
fruit. Ah, I'Il just send that Sycanore tree of Bl ackstone's ahead of himto
wait for his arrival. Wen he cones to the bl essed shore, he will be
bewi | dered if there is not sonething grubby and trashy to greet him He wll
bel i eve that he cane unforgiven into an aiien place if there is not sone
second-rate thing there that he can relate to. Mottled Tree, wither and die!
By tonorrow let the |life be gone out of you and you hang dead on your own
branches!"

It may be that the Sycanore tree wilted in hat very instant. One
couldn't see it do though

"Do you really believe that you can command a tree and that it will

die?" |, Melchisedech Duffey asked him "And do you really believe that you
can command a nman to die and he wll die?"
"OF course | can conmmand a tree to die and it wll die," Zabotsk

said. "The nmeanest man is lord over the tallest tree. This lordship is given
to all of us, but not all know how to exercise it. And of course | can not
conmand a man to die. That woul d be against nature itself and al so agai nst



my own nature. And even if it were possible for ne to conmand a man to die,
that would be of no effect. Duffey, you ask silly questions sonetines."

"W will see whether the Sycanore tree is dead tonmorrow, " | said.

"What could there be to see?" Zabotski asked. "Of course it will be
dead, and possibly it will have di sappeared.”

"Whatever it is that you're building, Zabotski, it's an eye-sore so
far," | told him "And it does intrude onto other peoples' land."

"Ah, not too much," Zabotski said. "Blackstone is the only one who
gets really nmad about it. Honer Hoose hasn't | ooked out of his back w ndow
for a long time and he doesn't even know that ny contraption is being built
there. You surely don't care that it intrudes over your |and, do? And the
people at the ' CGolden Children's Hone and Haven Orphanage’ behind nme there
don't care about it. The youngest of those people like it. They like to play
init."”

A grubby and trashy fruit of Bryan Bl ackstone sidled up to Zabot ski
and to nyself Melchisedech Duffey. It was Bryan's little son Baxter. He was
ni cknamed ' Bandi coot' by the other little boys in the bl ock

"Please don't kill my father, M. Zabotski," little Bandi coot
Bl ackst one begged. "He doesn't nmean to be a blowtop any nore than you mnean
to be one. But he is good to us at honme and we can't get along w thout him

Maybe | won't even get to start to school next year if you kill mny father
Maybe 1'lIl have to go to work in the mnes."

"Wy, Bandicoot," Zabotski said, "there is no way that | could ever
kill your father or any other person. | sinply amnot made that way. And
they don't hire five year old boys to work in the m nes nowadays."

"Then we'll starve," Bandi coot npaned. "But you said that the wther

woul d be on nmy father by tonorrow and that he would be dead within five
days. "

"Yes, that's true enough, Bandicoot. Then you'll be the man of the
fam ly. That should be a proud and happy time for you."

"Please don't kill nmy father, M. Zabotski," Bandi coot begged again.
Then he went away crying.

"I wonder why that little boy is crying?" Zabotski asked in rea
puzzl ement. Zabotski is a little bit insensate sometines.

Thi s Zabotski was an odd one in that he sonetimes went away for a
day or two. No, that's not the way to explain his tricky case. Sonetines he
went away for a year or nore, but he was always back in a day or two. There,
that is the best way the case can be put into words. | have private
know edge on this case, but | cannot explain it nore fully than that.

Zabot ski believed that, just as the great stars bend the |ight that
shi nes past them so he bent the Tine that flowed past him He had no doubt
that he was a great star ampng nen. Zabotski and his associate nyself
Mel chi sedech Duffey studied the problemof Time a |lot, though | discounted
the influence that Zabotski night have on objective tine.

"Looki ng back on it, we see all history through a distorting
medium " | said to Zabotski that evening as we worked on a sort of project
that we had been busy on. "Someone has placed this opaque and hamperng
medi um as an i npedi ment about us so that seeing we might not understand and
hearing we mght not hear. It is as if we see everything through a nost
nmysterious tine-speed-distortion medium and as if we ourselves were
imersed in that medium Really, there should be sone way of anal yzing that
substance that we are inbedded in, Wat is it?"

"It's nol asses, " Zabot ski said.

"Qur past is all so close to us, and it all seens so artificially

very far away," | continued. "I can reach out and grasp a firm hand and find
that it is only slightly nore hairy than ny owmn. But | [ift up ny eyes and
see that it is a nmllion years away. Are ny hand and nmy mnd nistaken, or

are ny eyes and the evidence nm staken? What is that rock-draw ng that you
have there Zabotski, and what is the witing on it?"



"Your eyes and the evidence are m staken, Duffey," Zabotski stated.
"This rock-drawing and its witing may be the ol dest 'howto-build-it'
i nstruction booklet in the world. This is the clearest copy |'ve ever had of

it, and |I've been able to obtain several. | believe that it is the
i nstruction booklet on howto build either a big barn or a big castle. In
any case, there will be sonething very special and ordai ned about it. Well,
I will have to build it to see what it is supposed to be. There's no ot her
way. It's the sane thing that |'ve been working on in ny back yard for sone
time. | believe that the | anguage of the instruction booklet is Hazh-Khazh."
"But Hazh-Khazh has never been deci phered, Zabotski," | reni nded
hi m
"I know, that's what slows me down. | have to decipher it as | go

along. It sure is going to be a big contraption when | get it finished."

"Have you considered that you may have the scale wong and that you
may be building it either ten tines or a hundred tines too large in every
di mensi on?" | asked him

"Sure |'ve considered that," he said. "But |'ve already started on
this scale and | can't very well be nixing scales. There is nothing that
says that a nodel nust be smaller than the thing it represents. Mne may be
a hundred tines bigger in every neasurenent."

(Editor's Note: This m ght seemlike strange and ranbling stuff to
appear in 'House and Hone Happeni ng Magazine' which is nostly a
pop-architectural publication. But there is not any other way to obtain the
history of this nost interesting structure, the Zabotsky House. Back to
Mel chi sedech Duffey.)

Zabotski and | got along pretty well. And Zabot ski di sappeared at
frequent intervals, and thus he did not becone really unbearable.

"I'n all things we have been going forward rapidly and still nore
rapidly,"” | said to Zabotski once as | studied his charts and schematics. "I
know in ny heart and in ny intuition that we have covered a very great
distance in a very short time. But when | | ook back, | see that | am
deceived either at first or at last. | see that we have been noving at such
a very slow pace that yesterday is a mllion years ago. It's as if the whole
conti nuum was nmade out of --"

"It's nol asses,"” said Zabotski. "It's all made out of nolasses.”

| poured over various charts and projections and schemata as the sun
went down and the stars came out at their observatory wi ndow. And Zabot sk
was building a nodel of a nodel of sonething out of sycanore wood. He did
not know yet what it would be that he was building. He nmeasured and
cal cul ated and sawed and whittled and fitted and assenbl ed. This nodel of a
nodel , as described in the old stone pictures and witings, had begun to
t ake shape both here indoors in small and outdoors in |large. But the meaning
and purpose and nane of the construction had not yet |ept out at Zabot ski
nor at nyself.

"Ml asses is a lot |ike anmber," Zabotski said. "It flows so slowy
that sometines it seens to be solid. Creatures can be inprisoned in it and
apparently be held notionless in it. They nust deceive thenselves as to
their owmn time scale, for if they do not deceive thenselves they will be
dead. The nane of the thing that is bothering you is the fly-in-the-anber,
Mel chi sedech. But it has been determ ned that amber does flow very, very
slowy. And | believe that anything inprisoned in it lives very slowy also,
but still lives."

"Yes, the fly-in-the-anber, and al so the unfill ed-bat htub- paradox,
Zabotski," | said. "I calculate that if the water has been running at the
rate it is supposed to be running, and for the time that it is supposed to
have been running, then the bathtub should have been filled sixteen thousand
tinmes. But it hasn't been filled even once. The bottom of the tub has iust
barely been covered now. Things can not have been going on at the orthodox
pace for the orthodox tine."



"No, they have been going on at a nuch faster pace," Zabotski said,
"but they have been going on for hardly any tinme at all. Literally it al
began yesterday, |ate yesterday."

"Tormorrow, as you know, we are to be visited by a group of
fundanmental ers,” | told him "I wonder how those ancient fossils of people
have survived for so long. Wat an ignoble senility they show "

"But no, they aren't old, Ddffey," Zabotski said. "They are always
t he youngest people in the world. They are younger than we are. No, that's
wrong. They are not younger than | am But they are younger than you and the
rest of the people are, even if they have hold of the right idea backwards.
Try this on your intuitions, Duffey: the Fundanentalers are not flies in
nol asses or anber as you are; they are flies in free air. Believe that they
shoul d be swatted like flies if you wish, but recognize that they nove in
the free air and you do not. | grant you that they are tedious people, but
we nust admit that they are half correct in their ideas. Fair's fair."

"You are saying that the Fundanmental ers may be correct on their tine
scal e, Zabotski? You are a curly-tongued needier, friend."

"That too, Duffey. But yes, of course they are correct in their tine
scale, when it is adjusted to the concept of the Pristine Wrld. Ah, here is
my life and ny love, the Wdow Waldo! Fly with me to a better place, Wdow
Val do! "

"I had a letter and a call fromthe State Inspector of Eleenpbsynary
Insitutions today," the Wdow Wal do said. "You have got to get that big
shack of yours off of the grounds of the ' Golden Childrens Home and Haven
O phanage' . Maybe the state can't nake you renpve the part that is on your
own lot. So far, they are leaving that to the pressure or the indignation of
your neighbors and fellow citizens, and that pressure is rising. But you
have got to get rid of that part that intrudes on the O phanage grounds."

"Don't give it another thought Wdow \Wal do," Zabotski said

cheerfully. "It will not be taken care of."
"You are saying that it will not be taken care of ?"
"It will not be, Wdow. it will not be renoved until it is

conpl eted, whatever it is and whenever that will be. So don't give it
anot her thought. Fly with ne to a better place, Wdow Wal do."

"I told you that I would not go unless sonme of the children go
al so," the Wdow said. She was stuck on Zabotski in spite of himbeing an
ugly and | oud- nout hed ol d man.

"Six of themthen," Zabotski said. "That's how nany went in the
suggested scenario that acconpanied the howto-build-it kit. And they were
somewhat ol der than yours; they were three married couples. There is
somet hi ng messy about whol e bunches of small children on a water trip al
cooped up."

"Messy or not, there will be whol e bunches of them" thew ddw Wl do
i nsisted. "You haven't understood all the prototypes of your contraption
Sure it's a ship, sure it's a castle, sure it's an anti-tine nachi ne. But
it's also a shoe."

"You nean |ike the one the old woman lived in?"

"Yes, Zabotski, yes," the Wdow Wal do said. "You catch on slow"

"WW, what are all those funny | ooking animals |I've been seeing on
t he orphanage grounds today?" |, Melchisedech Duffey asked her

"Ch, they're just green-clay animals, but some of themare a little
too much in a hurry. The children got themready a way early, but a | ot of
themfall apart after they run around for a little while. They're starting
to assenbl e better ones now t hough." W dow Wal do cooked us supper
somet i nes when we worked at night on the plans and the constructions. W dow
Wal do had once been a fanmous beauty, She had even been M ss America. Then
she had married, really it was a sort of stunt that the pronoters dreaned
up, Waldo wal dorf who was M. Body Beautiful of the West North Centra
States, including Illinois. But this husband Wal do was killed by a jeal ous
rival. After that, Wdow Wal do devoted herself to the service of orphans.



She was still beautiful, but her beauty was now nore subdued than it had
been several decades ago when she was M ss Ameri ca.

Wll, it's next nmorning. And there's sonething that we can check
out. Is the Sycanore tree dead? Zabotski had said "Mttled tree, wther and
die! By tonorrow the Iife will be gone out of you and you will hang dead on
your own branches.” Well, had it happened or not? It should be easy enough

to tell whether the Sycanore tree was dead or not. What was the difficulty?

The difficulty was that the sycanore tree wasn't there.

"Bandi coot!" 1, Melchisedech Duffey called to that little Bl ackstone
boy. "Didn't there used to be a sycanore tree right about there? Wat
happened to it?"

"How di d you happen to remenber about that sycanore tree, M.
Duf f ey?" Bandi coot Bl ackstone asked. "Yes, it died. And we cut it down so it
woul dn't fall on soneone. How did you renenber it? That was a long tinme ago,
when | was a little boy."

"Ch yes. And how is your father today, Bandi coot?"

"I think he feels seedy. He says he's got the withers. It's the
m ddl e age eating himup, he says."

"Ch yes. And where are you goi ng now, Bandicoot?" | asked.

"Ch, to school."

"Ah then, you are starting to school."

"Yes, I'mstarting to high school today," Bandicoot said. "It's
alnost as if the best part of ny life were behind ne."

Well, a few years had slipped by there. That happens to ne
sometines, to Zabotski also. The norning sun cast a shadow of Zabotski's
contraption. It was |arger, nmuch, nuch larger than it used to be. It was
gi ant.

Sone people fromthe 'Mral Sanctions Committee for the Renoval of
Eye- Sores and Abomi nations' cane up to Zabotski as he stood adoring the
morning sun with his eyes and with his extended arns.

"M . Zabotski," said an enbattled |ady of that commttee, "that
eye-sore of yours is still there and you have built it even bigger. It is
ei ght years since we renmi nded you that it was an abom nation, and you
solemmly swore that you woul d do something about it on the norrow "

"No, ma'am" Zabotski said. "I solemly swore that | would not do
anything about it on the nmorrow. | believe that people m sunderstand ne
because they do not listen to me closely. And it has now been ei ght years.
It was only yesterday that you rem nded ne that it was an abom nation. Do
you not remenber that it was only yesterday that we tal ked on this?"

This sinmple answer seened to throw the Moral Sanction Committee into
some sort of confusion. Yes, they did renmenber that it was only yesterday
that they had tal ked to Zabotski about the distasteful subject. But they
al so renenbered that it had been eight years. Could it have been both?

"Of course it could have been both," Zabotski assured them "In the
context of Pristine History it was only yesterday. |In some trashier context
that you nmay have been dabbling with it may have been eight years. | do wash

t hat people woul d not indulge in such contexts as have become comon. They
waste tine. They waste it a thouandfold."

"It is still an eye-sore and an abomi nation," one of the Mora
Sanction nmen said. "What do you intend to do with the nonstrosity?"
"Until | fugure out what it is that I"'mbuilding, | sinply haven't any idea

what | will do with it," Zabotski said. "If it had wheels, |I might roll it
to Pristine Wrld, but I can find no wheels on the plans."

"If Pristine World is so swift and so superior, why do you cone back

here every tine?" |, Melchisedech asked ny associ ate Zabot ski
"Ah, | believe that I"'minperfectly accelerated for Pristine Wrld
as yet," the Zab said. "I have to cone back to catch ny breath. And

sometines | just cone back to this stuck-in-nolasses world to rest and to



see ny friends. | believe that, ever since | was a child, | have had this
present dreamof living on a grubby and sl ow noving and nol asses-filled
world. Myself, | seemto fall between the two worlds. A d Ml asses here is
much nore fascinating as a dreamthan as a reality though."

The Fundanental ers canme about noon that day. Zabotski and mnysel f
Mel chi sedech Duffey met with themat a big table under the trees. It was not
known why the Fundanmental ers wanted to exchange views w th Zabotski and
nmysel f. Both ofus were students of history and paradox, that's true. And the
Fundanent al ers were avid about history. But there may not have been nuch
resenbl ance between the several sorts of history that now came under
di scussi on.

"M . Zabotski and M. Duffey," said a nmenber of the Pattenite
faction of the Fundanental ers, "we have here publications by both of you in
the real mof history, but (slippery, slippery!) we are not sure that you are
dealing straight in your history. Are you?"

"I never pretended to deal history straight"' Zabotski said. "I am
an artist and a prophet before | aman historian. | believe that history is
an involuted epicycloid and not a straight line at all. But | do deal wth
history as honestly as | amable to do it." "And so do I,
Fundanental ers,” |, Melchisedech said. "But | amnot so sure about
yourselves. | believe that you often supply arbitrary answers when there are

no real answers avail able."

"W woul d not have any answers if they were not given to us from
above," the Pattenite man said. "I have here, M. Zabotski, a copy of your
"Pristine History of the Wrld' . | find that its chronol ogy is al nost
identical with our own: the probably instantaneous creation of first life
bet ween 20,000 and 10,000 B.C.; the 'sixth-day' creation of |and, aninals
and man between 10,000 and 2,800 B.C.; the Floodtide Catastrophies, the
i nstant aneous rising of the Al pine-H nmal ayan System and the flotation of
Noah's barge (which you do not quite call by that name) all about 2,800
B.C.; the re-popul ation of the planet and the devel opment of new zool ogi ca
variations from2,800 to 1,450 B.C.; then the tines of the Ancient Enpires,
of Exodus, and then the Redenption followed by the Diaspora, of Rone's Fal
and of the Medieval Period, of the Mddern and Western Interludes, right up
to our present year of 2,000 A D."

"Way not up to our present year of 200,000 A D.?" Zabotski asked. "I
believe that is as likely a nunmber for our present tine as is 2,000 A D. The
mul titudi nous happeni ngs, they have been happening quite a lot lately. Yes,
there is sone agreenent between our chronol ogies, but it is probably
acci dental . "

"There are no accidents,'
Al is foreordained."

"I believe that nothing is foreordained," Zabotski said, "but I
bel i eve that accidents are the closest of all phenonena to being
pr eor dai ned. "

"W dow Wal do, why are you hanging | ace curtains in my contraption?"
Zabotski called this latter quest on loudly and across a good space to his
nmonstrous and unnaned and unmanned and unfini shed contraption

"Because it needs them that's why," Wdow Wal do cal | ed back. "It's
drab ot herwase. Lace curtains are always meshes of sunshine, until they
beconme very dirty."

"But my contraption hasn't any wi ndows, so far anyhow, " Zabot sk
called. "And I'm not even sure it's the type of construction that could have
wi ndows. Wdow, it isn't a house. It's a machine of sonme kind."

sai d a Fundanental er of the Hatch school

"It will have lace curtains whether it has any wi ndows or not," the
W dow answered. "I will paint windows on the inside walls if it comes to
that. | like things nice and honey."

"My good people, this is the way it is:" Zabotski spoke again to the
Fundanental ers. "I have witten ny Pristine History of the Wrld to fill a



gap. | travel much in the Pristine Wrld, and | knowit a little bit. | may
even have cone fromthere originally. I'ma little bit vague on my own
origin. There are no duplications in the Pristine Wrld, and there are no
non-valid persons or situations. So | elimnated all duplicated or non-valid
persons or situations fromny thinking and fromny history, and by that
trick, I came up with ny Pristine H story. This makes it very nuch shorter

t han conventional histories which do sonetimes list duplicate and non-valid
things. The two worlds, the Pristine Wrld, and the Everyday-or-Ml asses
Worl d occupy the sanme space, but they do not occupy it in the same way. It
is consequently difficult to explain one of themto the other

"For anal ogy, let us consider a football game which generally uses
three hours of clock tine to cover one hour of whistle time. Let us take the
films of that one hour of whistle tinme and select the time (about twelve
m nutes) when the ball is actually in play. Let us then omt the tine when
not hi ng much i s happeni ng even though the ball is in play, and let us also
omt a few worthless and conpletely repetitious plays. W can then get it
down to about three minutes of hectic action. Please note that this would
not merely be the highlights of the game; it could be the conplete essence
of the gane. Well, the Pristine Wrld is like that: it is the real and
essential world. It does exist. Nothing is left out of it except the
duplicated and the non-valid but very nmuch is added to it. The Pristine
Wrld, in fact, is so intuitively inmbued and indwelt that | can live
overflowi ng years of it in the same space that is taken up by a day or two
in the Ml asses Wrld. The Pristine Wrld can travel in a thousand years
where it took the Ml assas Wrld a mllion. W have got to throw in our |ot
with that faster and nore valid world.

"That the chronol ogy of the Pristine Wrld sonewhat resenbles your
own chronologies is no nore than a hunbl e coi nci dence. Possibly we do have
the sane tine scale, but we do not arrive at it by the sane way."

"W don't know how you arrived at it," said one of the
Fundanental ers of the Rev. Patrick O ConneFl follow ng. "W cane in through
the front door."

"And | cane in through the walls," Zabotski said.

The W dow Wal do carried | oaded pots and hanmpers over and served good
dinners to the Fundanental ers and to Zabotski and to nyself Mel chi sedech

"No, no, it's no trouble at all," she protested to the protesting
Fundanmental ers. "There is plenty of everything, Al | have to do is take it
out of the nouths of the poor orphans. W have so nmany poor orphans that
there is almobst no limt to the amobunt of food that | can take out of their
nout hs. "

(The gol den roof of the 'CGolden Childrens Home and Haven O phanage'
gleaned in the sun. It had been built and endowed several decades before by
a bl oated plutocrat named Harry Gol dchild.)

"Do you believe that the true ark is still to be found in the high
mount ai ns of Arnenia, half buried in the snow and ice, and guarded by
anger s?" A Cummi ngs-cl an menber of the Fundanental ers asked Zabot ski and
nmysel f Mel chi sedech Duffey. "To us, this is a test of faith."

"So that's what those things are!" Zabotski explained. "I've gazed
at the things without even being able to guess what they are. Yes, now that
you turn my mind to consider the subject, | believe that the ark is to be

found there in the original and in at |least twenty copies. It nmust have been
the nost popular build-it-yourself kit of that era. And yes, of course
believe that it is guarded by angels. Wen things get too inaccessible to be
guarded by humans any |onger, then angelic guards al ways take over. Yes, it
is there, in Hgh Arnmenia, but we don't know for sure where Hi gh Arnenia is
to be found."

"But of course we know," said the Cunm ngs-clan menber. "W have
three expeditions there now "

"But of course you do not know where it is," Zabotski explained to



them "The divided country that is now known as Arnenia, the mountain that
is now known as Ararat, they were neither of them known by those nanes
before the fourth century of our era. A king of that country then decided to
call his country, which had been named Hai k, by the biblical name of
Armeni a. Arnenia nmerely neans a nountai nous place. Like Mntana, which neans
exactly the same thing, the name was then applied to a definite area: but it
was not so originally. And that king decided to call the mountain which had
been nanmed Aghri Dagh by the biblical nane of Ararat (which nmeans sinply
"Mountain'. But there is nothing to indicate that the king was naking
correct identification. O that he was not making them Likely, he was
nmerely trying to establish a bright history for his poor nmountain country.”

"We know these things," said the Cumm ngs-clan nenber, "but there is
something to indicate that he was making correct identifications. The Hand
of God stood in the sky above himand a | arge assenbly of the King's
foll owers and pointed down on the mountain and land to identify them This
is to be found in the King's own words."

"By your own chronol ogy mountains weren't there before the flood,"
Zabot ski said. "They would have to have risen up under the ark. | have
evidence that this is exactly what did happen.™

"As to the Ark or arks that have been sticking out of the snow on
some of the peaks of this Ararat," said nyself Melchisedech, "they are
remmants of great wooden structures, but it is unlikely that they were
water-craft of any kind. | believe that they were great wooden castl es.
There is a genuine tradition of a dozen or nore great wooden castl es
exi sting on those crags before the cyclic climte turned col der and buried
them i n quasi-perpetual snow "

"And woul d angel s be guarding old wooden castles that were not the
Ark?" a person asked.

"Yes they woul d," Zabotski stated. "When anythi ng beconmes renote

fromthe eyss of nen, then angels take over. | don't know why there was ever
any confusion on that point."
"M . Zabotskl," asked a Hatch follower of the Fundanental ers, "what

did you mean a while ago when you said 'Wiy not up to the present year of
200, 000 AD?" Was that a joke?"

"It was a riddle, which is a formof a joke, yes. Wiy do you say
that this is 2,000 A.D.? Wiy not say that it is 1,000 A.D.? By any count, we
very plainly do not know where we are right now This might very well be 500
A.D. or 600 A.D. W haven't clear evidence for a |arger nunmber of valid
years than that. | think of one possible exclusion, one period of one
t housand years that night have been witten into history by a young boy in
the year 1348, at the depth of the 'Black Death' plague. About the only
people left alive then were children and very young people, and sone of them
continued the chronicles. There is an even chance that the whole notion of a
t housand- year-1ong 'dark ages' was no nore than the delirious dreamof a
vivid boy in that dismal crisis time of sickness. There isn't any very
strong i ndependent evidence of any such period of 'dark ages'

"You find it strange that a young and sick boy m ght have been
writing our history then. Tell me, can you find out who is witing our

hi story now?"

"M . Zabotski," one of themsaid, "there are dark runors that you
sonmetines go away for two or five or a dozen or even nore years at one tine.
Do you?"

"Yes | do, friend," Zabotski said. "What is anmiss with that? Many
persons travel for various lengths of tine."

"And there are further dark runors that you al ways cone back from
your years-long journeys in a day or two or possibly three. Do you?"

"Yes | do, friend. Wiat is wong that? Many persons return again and
again to a place that is famliar to them"

"And you are really gone such a nunber of years? And you are really
back in such a nunber of days? And you do not find anything strange about



t hat ?"

"Ch but | do!" Zabotski howed. "I find it all strange and
wonderful! | wouldn't trade places with anyone in this respect. Hardly
anyone el se has this sort of nobility."

"M. Duffey,"” another Pattenite said to me, "you in your own works
sonmetines seemto doubt part of the evidence that has been dragged out of
the A duvai Gorge of Africa, evidence that puts human exi stence into terns

of mllions of years. You seemto doubt sone of this evidence a little bit.
But you don't doubt it nearly enough.”
"How do you doubt it? What is enough?" |, Melchisedech asked hi m

"Have you not noticed that all the evidence for the extrene
antiquity of man has been taken fromone long rift fault in the earth, and
nmost of it fromthat tunbled portion of the fault named the O duvai Corge of
Africa?"

"I have noticed this, yes," | said.

"Do you not know that the sequence of strata is nullified by a rift
fault? Do you not know that the whole idea of in situ evidence is
meani ngl ess in such a formation where the situs, the location, is junbled?"

"That is a little bit extreme, but not nuch?" | said.

"And have you not noticed that all the significant 'discoveries
have been nade by persons of just four famlies, the Broons, the Darts, the
OGakl eys, and the Leakys, a benighted and i ngrown feudal group? Have you not
noticed that they are all vouched for by each other, but not really by
anyone el se ever?"

"From ny childhood | have noticed all this, yes," | said.

"Do you not know that all South African science is justly held in
contenmpt by all thinking persons as being trivial and provincial and inept?

"Sure, except -- "

"Except in this one case," the Pattenite pursued, "the 'evidence'
for the extreme antiquity of man. And all of this 'evidence' is found where
normal evidence will not apply, and all of it is found by a group of
m nd- al ready- nade-up duffers. This 'evidence' is used by the infidelity
cromd to prove what they want to be proved. But they do know better than to
put that 'evidence' to a test. It is too distant for themto test, they
excuse. But it is really 'behind God's back' stuff. It is 'bottom of the
world' stuff."”

"We call it 'behind the barn' evidence," |, Melchisedech told him
"and we know that it is grotesque. These things are giddy frauds.
Neverthel ess, there is, in other places and di scovered by other people,
fairly reasonabl e evidence for an antiquity of man beyond what you will
al l ow, though far short of the African-Extravaganza clains. Actually the
African Extravaganza is a sort of pop-rock hym (rock hym, fossil rock, get
it?) sung to the real antiquity of man. Hymms are not expected to contain
accurate evidence."

"OfF the many great wooden structures sticking out of the Ararat
snow, one is valid," an Ark-advocate said. "Sone of us have been inside the
structure.”

"So have |," Zabotski said, "but | didn't tunble to what | was
i nside when | was there."

"Thi ngs have been brought back out of that Ark to prove its
authenticity," the Ark-advocate said.

"I know it," said Zabotski. "I brought this back fromthere." It was
the rock drawings and witings that Zabotski had been using as a guide to
bui I ding his own contraption.

"Whatis it, M. Zabotski?" one of the Fundamental ers asked

"Ch, it's the instruction and mai nt enance nanual ," Zabotski said.
"Every vehicle of every sort cones with an instruction manual. | took this
one fromyour Ark."



"But you two are not with us in our teachings and beliefs,"” one of
t he Fundanental ers said after a while. "Woever is not with us is against
us."

"And whoever gathereth not with us splatterith,” Zabotski said. The
Fundanental ers | eft Zabotski and nyself Mel chi sedech then

"I don't know whether anything at all is to be gotten fromthen?" |

doubt ed.

"Sure it is," Zabotski said. "I learned what it was that | was
buil ding. That's sonmething that | |earned fromthem Duffey, you need a
change to a faster pace and a look at real reality. Go to Pristine Wrld. |
will show you howto go. I will give you letters of introduction to it. You

can go there for three or five years, and you can be back in two days.
You' re a scabby-necked chicken if you don't go."

"All right, I'"lIl go,”" | said. | went to the Pristine Wrld for three
or five years. An | was back in two days.

Tle night before ny return, the Orthodoxers burned a 'Cd ear Bright
FIl ane of Science' on that tiny little front | awn of Zabotski. Wen the
Othodoxers burn a 'Flane', one can al nost expect anything froma routine
hor se-whi ppi ng or tar-and-feathering to a genui ne hangi ng and draw ng and
qguartering.

Sone of the children fromthe Gol den Chil drens Hone and Haven
O phanage were carrying clunsily-mde green clay animals into the Zabot sk
contrapti on when I, Melchi sedch got back. The ani mals were kicking and
nmovi ng weakl y.

"I'f you would bake the green clay animals, it would toughen them and

make them hol d together better,” |, Ml chisedech called to them "You're
losing the I egs and heads off half of themwhile you carry them"
"It would kill themto bake them" one of the children called back

to me. "What's the matter with you anyhow?"

"Are they alive now?" | asked.

"They're green clay now," the children said. "W get them out of
green clay eggs. And they can be breathed into. Woever heard of breathing
anything into a backe clay animal ? What's the matter with you anyhow?"

After that, things happened rapidly, alnost as rapidly as they do in
the Pristine Wrld.

"Fly with me to a better place, Wdow Wal do!" Zabotski called as he
often did.

"What do you think I'mfixing to do?" she asked. "I suppose we will
be ready whenever you are."

"Damm t, Zabotski, are you finished with your part yet?" Wdow Wl do
cal | ed.

"Al'l except bolting the boat whistle onto the boat and getting
nmysel f a pair of water goggles."

"I'"ll bolt the whistle on. And I'Il get the goggles for you," the
W dow Wl do said

There had been a rhapsody of animals the night before Zabotski and
the Wdow Wal do (she was now Wfe Wal do Zabotski, but Zab still called her
W dow WAl do), and quite a few of the children, and an amazenent (that is the
only collective word that will do for it) of animals, left in the giant
contraption.

Green clay animals you say they were? Do green clay ani mals hoot and
bellow li ke that? But | suppose that all of themwere reen clay aninmals up
to the tine of their hatching: Oh, the rhapsodi c noi ses of many ani mals,
roaring, runting, nikkering, neighing, whinneying, snorting, whickering,
trunpeting, blaring, bawing, yowing, barking, growing, yapping, runbling,
bl eating, |ow ng, gibbering, hissing, giggling, yamering, new ng,
cat erwaul i ng, crunchi ng, gnaw ng, wheening, oinking, hamrering, squealing,
t unmpi ng, hooting, stonping, baying, bugling, shouting, yodeling, gruffing,



snorting, and naking a noi se ' chok-chok-chok-kachoom . There had been a
great orchestration of animl noises, and of animal aronas al so. But now, in
the new dayling, the animals had settled down, except for a few stil

| oadi ng on. The contraption had the air of being animal-full and just about
ki d-full

"W have a list of incredible charges agai nst you, Zabotski," one of
the Orthodoxers was saying as a bunch of them came up to Zab w th dangerous
faces and dangerous-|ooki ng weapons. "It is said that you refuse to accept

the Orthodoxer tine scale. It is said that you have been in the conpany of
Fundanent al ers, and that you have listened to fun being poked at the four
reat est nanes in pal eontol ogy."” The man naki ng these serious charges wore a
tadge that said 'Darwin or Death'.

"I'"d hardly do that," Zabotski said. "lI'mpretty touchy, and ny own
nane woul d surely head the list of the four greatest. | don't like fun being
poked at ne."

"It is said that you have substituted fal se history for the
established thing," another of them attacked. He wore a badge that read
'Herbert Spencer Forever'. "It is also said that you 'l eave' this place
every now and then by nysterious conveyance, that you take off down the
road, and that you just disappear. W would like to see you do that. Take

of f down the street now if you wash. | bet | can put arifle bullet into
your head before you can do your disappearing trick. If not, nothing much
lost If you come back again, we'll grab you again. "

"M . Zabotski," said a reasoning nmenber of the Vigilante

Ot hodoxers, you don't really believe that the O'thodoxer account of origins
is rot, do you? You are reported as saying that it is."

"Sure it is," Zabotski itill maintained. "Al nost everything about
the orthodoxers is rot. They average out |ower than the Fundanental ers.”

"You fink, you Fortean, you Fundanmental er," barked one of those
guardi ans of pure science. He wore a badge that said "Huxley the Bulldog
forever!" "Start wal ki ng! Yah, wal k about three steps and we'll start
shooting. "

Zabot ski started wal ki ng, but he threw darkness or clouds upon the
Ot hodoxers so that they couldn't see himor anything else for alittle
while. He went to his giant contraption and clinbed to the top of it.

"Zabotski, you fool, there won't be a flood |like the origina
flood," I, Melchisedech called up to him | was in a mxture of frustration
and | aughter at him

"Mel chi sedech, you fool, this will be the original flood," Zabotsk
call ed down. "The others were only for practice. And those big structures on
Ararat are all discarded nmobdels. Mne is the thing itself. This is the
original. Don't you know that |egends al ways preceed the real happeni ngs?"

"There's a cl oudburst on i he way," Bandi coot Bl ackstone hollored at
us as he stuck his head out of his door. "Ww What am | saying. It's not on
the way. It's here! Look at that rain! Did you ever see it start so fast and
so hard. All person in designated | ower areas are supposed to go to higher
ground. This is a designated | ower area. Were's Zabotski going,
Mel chi sedech?"

"Ch, he's going away for a couple of thousand years this tine."

"That means that he m ght not be back for a couple of nmonths."
"What happens if the water does rise and carry you away in your
contraption?" |, Melchisedech called up to Zabot ski

"Il float, that's what will happen," Zab called down through the
downpour. "It sure is good to know that you'll float."

Zabot ski pull ed the water goggl es down over his eyes, and he jerked
on the boat whistle chain to sound the hooter. The Wdow Wal do and the
boatful of children and animals cheered. The contraption was afloat and into
the swift stream



"Zabotski, you fool, it'll never go under the Shoal Street Viaduct,"

| cried to himsuddenly. "It's too big to go under it."
"Under or over it, or through it we'll go," Zabotski yow ed, and he
hoot ed the boat whistle again. "W can travel on water or air or space.
Zabotski canme to his lot on Lake Borgne, and he is still afl oat
there, drifting on a little kedge anchor. He says he'll be ready when the
real flood is ready, and that he and his are unsinkable. | wash that I

Mel chi sedech were unsi nkabl e. These sure are rainy days for all this week
now, since he floated out of here. (Editor's Note: That is the end of
the "nmyth of origin' part of the account of the fantastic Zabotski house.
And that is the end of Ml chi sedech Duffey as far as H and H H Magazine is
concerned. That is the end of the 'shaggy people tale'. In an upconing issue
we will have a clear description of this interesting and charming and
unsi nkabl e and gi gantic house on the coast of Lake Borgne where it opens
into the caulf of Mexico. W will have an account of the very nany odd
children and the many horribly strange aninals that are there, and of the
great size and fl abbergasting design of the grotesque structure. W will
have an account of the architecture that is at the sane tine prinordial and
futuristic. W will have an account of that incredible but gracious couple,
Zabot ski and Wfe Waldo. W will have this if the rains let up alittle bit
and the barges can bring in paper again.)

"How many of the children are com ng al ong?" Zabotski asked.

"As many as want to come, | suppose,” the Wdow said. There was
still a lot of beauty in her even though it was several decades since she
had been M ss Aneri ca.

There was news that nineteen unarnmed Fundanental ers had been killed
in a shootout with Othodoxer police. Such things were happening all the
tine.

"How i s your father, Bandi coot?" Zabotski asked the president of the
Bandi coot Enterprises Limted.
"Ch, he's dying," Bandicoot said. "He won't |ast the day. But he's

had a long and full life. | always liked that fellow"

"Who has taken over his businesses?" Zabotski asked.

"I will remain as chairman of the various boards," Bandi coot said,
"but my son John, as 'First Executive' will be pretty much running the
shows. "

"Five days, that's really all he lasted," Zabotski nunbled in
wonder .

"Some of the green clay animals that the children are carrying into
your contraption are pretty m sshapen, Zabotski," |, Melchisedech said to
hi m

"Some of the animals presently in Ml asses Wrld are pretty
m sshapen too, Duffey," he said, "as if they weie made by kids. They are at
| east as bad as these that are going into ny contraption. These will
enough. "

"I's it true that you have bought a | ake frontage on Pristine Cove on
Lake Borgne?" a newspaper reporter asked Zabot ski

"True enough," Zabotski said. "I got in on a 'First Introductory'
of fer that was only tendered to outstanding citizens. It cost alittle nore
than | was led to believe though."

"And is it true that the nysterious giant contraption that you are
buil ding in your back yard is intended to be your palatial hone on the
| ake?" the reporter asked further

"How woul d | ever get it there?" Zabotski wondered.

"Is it true that you conplained to the Gty Conm ssion that it
floods so badly here that a good rain would wash an ocean-goin ship right
down the channel in front of your house, the channel that is hunorously
cal | ed Dumai ne Street?"



"That sounds about |ike sonething I mght have said," Zabotsk
admtted. "The river is getting higher all the time, or the land | ower. And
it does rain nore, in these |last years, and nonths, and weeks, and days
particularity.”

"Well, will it do it?" the reporter persisted. "WI| a good rain
(there's a gusher supposed to be on the way) float your giant contraption
and carry it all the way to Lake Borgne?"

"Wth a good rain, that's possible," Zabotski said. "And Lake Borgne
is an open-mouthed | ake. It goes right into the Gulf." But just where is the
I ine of questioning |eading?"

Book Si x

You, Mel chi sedech, replevin.

Be you either lunmp or |eaven.
Choose a road fromone to seven
Mel chi sedech, Ukal egon.'

[ eo Mahoney. Seven Roads.]

1

Duf fey had visited Zabotski and his wife Wal do several tines in
their great, floating boat palace (The Big Red Barn on Pristine Cove, as
their watery neighbors called it.) After all, it was |less than a dozen niles
away from Duffey. But Duffey knew that he would not have time to build such
a castled boat hinself, nor should he share that great contraption on
Pristine Cove with Zabotski and wife Waldo. They were already sharing it
with very many children and aninmals. One patriarch to a castle was enough.

But it was consoling to know that a boatful of children would Iive
into the inminent future, whether the rest of the world lived into it or
not. Besides, Duffey already knew how he would die, and it wasn't by
dr owni ng.

Was the world really comng to its end? Probably it wasn't yet, but
for Mel chisedech Duffey it was. Duffey had al ready seen the end of time for
hi nsel f. The synbol of it had been the seven-arrowed sign put there to dry
by the girls from Ursuline Acadeny. But he woul dn't have needed the synbol
to know that his ending was at hand. Hi s ending, but he would not have any
end. Scripture states so.

Wl |, he had seen the barrier blocking himoff froma valid future
in this world, and he had backed off fromit. He could go into the future
only on another trick, in the context of the Seven Lost Years. He could not
go into the future on the normal track. And the seven alternate futures that
were offered him Dammit, there was sonething suspect about every one of
t hem

"I's there anything at all | can do about this?" Duffey asked
hinself. "OF course there is. | can worry about it. That's what one is
supposed to do with problens.”

And it happened that others were worrying about Mel chi sedech
Duf fey' s probl em al so.

"Mel chi sedech has cone to the end of his stick. This probably w Il
not be his death. He has already seen his own ashes as nmomento of it. This
may be that rmuch worse thing, his disintegration. And if he |l oses his
integrity, what boots himother things? He seens to be com ng apart, to be
unraveling into several strands. But Ml chi sedech is the man who does not
have an endi ng. That nust be neant of himin a special case, since none of
us really ends, which is to say thit we are all immortal in soul. But
Mel chi sedech is splitting and flaking off. He can not go down seven
si mul t anei ous roads wi thout that. The riddl e of the Several futures nay be
too much for him If he were younger, he could take themall in succession



one by one. But now | think he's stuck. 1'd help himand advise hinm i f

knew how. OGtherwise, all | can do is pray for him
"What is this about Melchi sedech being of a very great age, about
all of us in our group being of a very great age. Sone days, | believe that.

Today | don't.

"Mel chi sedech Duffey is not the Ml chisedech, though sonetines he
believes that he is, and sonetimes he lives and renmenbers epi sodes out of
the life of the real Melchisedech. | believe that the case of it is that
Mel chi sedech Duffey is merely in unusual accord with his patron saint
Mel chi sedech the King of Salem and so he shares sone of the nenories and
experiences of that old king.

"Such is the case as | believe it today. But on many other days |
bel i eve that Mel chi sedech Duffey is indeed Mel chisedech the King of Sal em

"The Devil - Rel eased- From Pri son, who has made sonething of a stir in
esoteric circles for these | ast several decades, is not the Devil hinself.
He is only one of the nminor devils, a goof devil. | believe that he is a
sort of decoy. It will seem by those who mi stake this decoy for the Roya
Bl ack Duck, that this vile lout is a parrot-brained inanity and is no rea
danger. And then the Devil Hinmself, put out of notice and out of m nd
pursues his rmurderous and quiet work in all its clandestine horror.

"Such is the else of it as | believe it today. But on many ot her
days | believe that the Devil -Rel eased-From Prison is the Devil Hinself,
that the great danger fromhimlies in his sinister silliness and his
i nconmpar abl e oafi shness, in the strongest of all finite powers runni ng anok
in resolute |ucidness and dedicated destruction.

[ Absal om Stein. Notes in a Motley Notebook.]

"Duffey has gone to the very edge of tine, for him and then he his
somehow drawn back. But we are in the same tinme-context with him Though
this is not necessarily the edge of tine for the rest of us, yet we continue
in the same time-fabric with Ml chi sedech Duffey. Has he unwittingly drawn
us back fromthe edge with hinself? This |ast year or so does seem very
famliar to nme, as though | had been through it several tines before.
Salvation Sally says that she has the sane feeling about it."

[ Margaret Stone. Lines Witten in Margin of Perrone's Prael ectiones
Theol ogi cae. ]

"I have this fancy that Mel chiscdech Duffey is of an ol der recension
than the 'current human'. There is not any authority Scripture or
Revel ations for the idea that God made many fal se starts in his creation
But there are | egends about it. There are | egends of the nine discarded
worlds that God mide before he made this world, the tenth. He discarded the
ni ne because of their unacceptable defects. How they nust have been when
this world is the one finally accepted!

"But who says that it is? It may |ikew se be di scarded, and an
eleventh or twelfth or thirteenth world may still followit.

"The nine discarded worlds are still animate and popul ated. What
ant hol ogi es of errors and btists, or outright errors and of
| ess-than-perfections they must be!l What paradoxes they nust contain that
will not quite jibe, what giant ideas and titanic jokes, what brilliant
conceptions that failed their prom ses!

"Someti nes people fromone of the nine worlds blunder into this
worl d. There is always a nonsterness about these people. They nmay be
overflowing with flawed genius. | believe that one of these persons who has
bl undered into this world is Ml chiscdech Duffey. Sure he was a Boy King and
a Boy Magician, but in another world, not in this one. Sure he is without
father or mother. They didn't use themon his world. Sure he is wthout end.
The continuity there was a circle, returning, returning, and never ending at
all.

"Mel chi sedech, Mel chi sedech, what di scarded zoo-worl d have you cone



fron? You do know that the Mel chi sedech paradox is now on collision course

with this world, don't you? Who will pick up your pieces? You will be
shattered into pieces, you know Wwo will log all your voyages? You wil |
voyage on the seven different w nds, you know If you weren't so damed
i ndom table about it all, one could al nost feel sorry for you."

[Mary Virginia Schaeffer. Lines in Her Duffey Book.]
2

There are so nany ghosts in that part of New Ol eans that they have
their own coffee shop, a place that is open for just an hour before dawn and
an hour after. The ghosts cone there to swap ghost anecdotes and also to try
to purge thenselves fromthe absolute horror of their trade. They do this by
tal king out those horrors with their fellow spirits.

You can see themslipping along in the very early norning, down Ste.
Ann Street and Dumaine Street and St. Philip Street and Ursulines Avenue, up
al ong Decatur Street where the French Market will not serve ghosts, up
Chartres and Bourbon, out of Frenchman Street and El ysian Field Avenue,
gosts who have just finished their night's haunting.

In the Ghost Bar there is a |large painting, done by Count Finnegan
(did hee paint it before or after he becanme a ghost?) show ng, well the
pl ai n ghostliness of these custoners. This is done in ghost violets and
ghost grays, and it is really a convincing and noving picture.

That is alie. All of it is alie except the part about the Count
Fi nnegan picture of the gathering ghosts. It really does hang in the ghost
bar. Let the truth about that place now be told:

In New Orl eans there was a little coffee shop that was run by a man
naned Ant hony Ghost whose father had come over fromthe Netherlands. This
establ i shnment was called ' The Ghost Coffee Shop'. Dock workers and seanen
used to cone in here in the norning, people out of the Quarter, people just
wanderi ng around, night people who were very |ike ghosts. School kids also
used to cone in there on their way to school. Sone of the day students at
Ursuline Acadeny used to go to early nass at the Cathedral instead of at
their own chapel, and them conme into the Ghost Coffee Shop for breakfast.

Among t hese, for several days now, had been Crissie Cristofero the
famous painter, Therese Doucet the famous casting director, and C eo Mahoney
the fanous playwight. And sometines Rebeka Stein, who did not go to mass
(she was a Jew) joined themthere. Ml chiscdech Duffey had been coming into
t he Ghost Coffee Shop for thirty years, so one norning he talked witll the
girls about the play 'Seven Roads' that was to be presented the foll ow ng
evening at Ursulines Auditorium

"The seven roads are really seven cruces of happeni ngs, seven
scenarios, or seven variant futures," Ceo Mahoney the playwight of 'Seven
Roads' was saying. "There is not enough roomin the play than to do other
than to suggest themw th short and trenchant flashes. Crissie Cristofero,
our great artist here, caught them superbly in that advertising sign "The
Future Begins Right Here', with its seven scenes, and the verses witten
athwart each of them Unfortunately she used a water soluble paint, and the
constant heavy rains this past week have al nost destroyed it. Crissie is
trying to reconstruct it in oils now, but it chides her."

"I saw the original when it was still wet," Melchisedech ren nded
her .

"So you did," Cleo said. "Now the case is that the patriarch
Mel chi sedech cannot end, but neither can he continue on here in this world
in the way that he has been doing. There are seven contingent futures
waiting for him Wich ones he chooses, and the order he chooses themin,

will be accidental. And I give you a mllion guesses as to what are the
determi nants to the futures he chooses."
"No, | cannot guess it, not in mllion guesses,"” Ml chisedech said.

"What are the determ nants?"



"Pot holes," Ceo said, "pot holes in the streets and the sidewal ks.
Caught you flat-footed, didn't it, M. Duffey? There are seven special pot
holes in the streets and sidewal ks of this town. No two of themare in the
sane block or even in the sane street. Each of themhas a little valve or

activator or switch in it. The Patriarch Ml chisedech will stumble or turn
his ankle in one of the pot holes. He will activate the valve or switch by
that; and (in sone cases, wthout even realizing the transition) he will be

into one of the seven alternate scenes or futures."

"But what if | don't step in a pot hole?" Duffey asked.

"If there's a pot hole around, you'll step in it, Duff," Anthony
Ghost the proprietor said.

"The fetish transformation activator, in dreamcontext or in
det ached experience, is alnpbst always a ridiculous and incongruous thing,"
Rebeka Stein said. "I believe that Ceo's unconscious is to be conpl ament ed
for dredging up the pot holes as synbols. They are just randy enough to be
fitting. Watch where you're wal ki ng these days, Duff, or you might stunble
into the wong hole."

Thi s Rebeka Stein had known Mel chi sedech Duffey for all the fifteen
years of her life.

"I have troubl e nanmi ng the seven variant scenarios,” C eo Mahoney
said. "They are really seven aspects of another world, not of this one. But
essentially they are these:

"One". Perhaps this is best expressed by the verse that Crissie
Cristofero here printed on the scene of that contingency:

"This is a else to crack your heart.

This is the day it falls apart.’

"It is a contingent world in which everything changes and is on the
verge of collapsing. Roons do not have walls, whisky does not have bttles,
and peopl e do not have skulls. There are no boundaries at all left in that
worl d, no marks where one thing ends and another thing begins. It doesn't
run together yet, but it is really to do so at any tine. The Denocl es Sword,
whi ch now has no surface to separate its steel fromthe non-steel of its
anbi ent, hangs directly over everything

"Two. And this is expressed by Crissie's verse:

"Here is conpassi on hoked and hanmed.

A KC swap is a swip bedamed."

"W do not know what this verse means, or what a K C. swap is, and
neither does Crissie. The essence of this contingency is a very bad trade,
t he dealing away of sonething of very high value for sonething that is
worthless. It is the conpul sive trading off of the worthy for the unworthy,
and it dimnishes the world by every such swap that is made.

"Three. This is the Crissie verse to it:

"This is The Count who neets countdown.

And a dead nan wears the triple crown.'

"Aman is elected to a very high office. He says that he will not
serve init. '|l amdead, that's the reason that | won't serve,' he says.
"That is no reason at all,: a powerful voice answers him So the dead man is

ordered out of his crypt and put into action. Then it is a helter-skelter
runaround conmbined with a spy story. It is really "The Wrld as Spy Story'.
But the high office is as high as the Wrld, and the Wrld nust be drawn
into the invol verent.

"Four. The Crissie verse has this one this way:

"Here is the fleece, and the gol den gl oat.

The ' Endl ess' ends, and the world's a boat.'"

"I believe that Crissie Cristofero is a silbyl or a pythoness,™
Rebeka Stein interrupted. "She cones up with these prophetic couplets.
They' re good, but she doesn't have any idea at all what they mean. |s there
any market for good prophetesses these days, Duff?"

"There is always a market for good prophetesses,” Ml chi sedech said.



"I believe that this is the 'Ongoi ng Quest Adventure'," Cl eo Mahoney
said. "The Quest succeeds, and then it becomes addictive. It succeeds again
and again, and the high persons becone avid for that continuing gol den
success. Ch, it strews goodness all along its route, but still there is
something a little bit poisonous about success going on and on and on. A
revenge nmust be taken agai nst such successful questers. Some of themdie
then, or they are killed. That is at |least part of the revenge. But they
have such nomentumthat they don't realize or adnit that they' re dead. Even
when they are shown their bones and ashes they don't believe it. They
withdraw a bit into the past fromthat point, and they are alive again, but
the problemis still unsolved. This is about a world and a high group in it
who are driven to shining excellence, excellence, excellence, and a broken
record of it."

"I say '"On with it and on with it,"' Rebeka interposed. "There can't
be too nmuch of it. It isn't a broken record at all."

"Five," said Cleo, "and the Crissie verse here is:

"A shattered world, and an end of fuss.

A new folk cones, and it isn't us.'

"The world is turned inside out, and the world and its people are
seen to be made out of a grotesque stiffing, trash and ol d paper and pieces
of wood. This stuffing is weighed in the scales and found wanting. 'Wit,
wait!' soneone calls "you are only wei ghing the stuffing that |eaked out of
it. You' re not weighing the thing itself.' 'Wat | have wei ghed, | have
wei ghed,' the wei gher says, 'and it weighs short'. Then the people are
repl accd by finer non-people. W don't like it, but we are no | onger there,
so it doesn't matter. There is a slaughter scene in this one sonmewhere.

"Six. It happens that the Patriarch and his adversary are the only
persons left in the world. Al of the other people are held in abeyance
somewhere. The Adversary presses the Patriarch to sign an agreenent. They
battl e grotesquely sonewhere, or maybe they |ndian-westle.

"The Crissie verse has it like this:

"This is the duel, and the bill of cost.

Ch sign it not, or it all is lost.'

"There is sonething very, very wong about that covenant that the
Adversary is pressing the Patriarch to sign. If it is accepted, then we are
al |l undone. Undone literally, destroyed, iinmade, negated, nullified
forever.

"Seven. The Crissie verse gives this:

"The Melk is a bust, and a crown, and toff.

He had it all there, and he booted it off.’

"Everything is going right in this one, everything. In this one, we
will all cone iito our glory, imeasurable and eternal. The people of the
Gol den Fl eece have won for us, and we have won for ourselves with our own
high qualities. There is not one chance of our missing the beatific vision
Wl |, yes, there is one chance of our missing, but it's one chance in a
hundred billion. W'll play with odds like that all day. There is not a
cloud in the holy blue sky. Not a cloud, but there is something else. It is
a rowdy | ooking bird coming in on loutish wings. And the rowdy bird trails,
inits beak, a pennant on which are the words 'Whatever can go wong will go
wong'. But it's only one chance in a hundred billion that we will niss.
Then why do we suddenly go all clammy like this? That is the seventh and the
| ast conti ngency.

"The only thing after this seventh scrappy vision and a short
counter-ode by the chorus is your rousing curtain speech, M. Duffey. On,
don't let it frustrate us! | hope it will be a success."

"Or a successful frustration,” Ml chisedech said.

"If Crissie only knew what her verses neant we woul d have an easier
time of it," Rebeka Stein conmented.

"Yes, it is like working with priceless but unset and odd-shaped
stones," C eo Mahoney conplained. "It is a frustration. But the play itself



is a study of frustrations. Ch, | hope it will be good."
The play was presented the followi ng evening. It was pretty good.



