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CAMELS AND DROMEDARI ES, CLEM

"CGreeks and Arneni ans, Cem Condors and buzzards."

"Sanoyeds and Mal enutes, Cem Galena and nol ybdenite. "

Oh here, here! What kind of talk is that?

That is definitive talk. That is fundanmental talk. There is no other
kind of talk that will bring us to the core of this thing.

C em C endenning was a traveling sal esman, a good one. He had
cl eared $35,000 the previous year. Lie worked for a factory in a mdwestern
town. The plant produced a uni que product, and Clemsold it over one-third
of the nation.

Thi ngs were going well with him Then a little thing happened, and
it changed his life conpletely.

Sal esmen have devi ces by which they check and doubl e-check. One
thing they do when stopping at hotels in distant towns; they make sure
they're registered. This sounds silly, but it isn't. A salesnman will get
calls fromhis hone office and it is inportant that the office be able to
| ocate him Whenever Clemregistered at a hotel he would check back after
several hours to be sure that they had himentered correctly. He would cal
in from sonewhere, and he would ask for hinself. And it sonetimes did happen
that he was told he was not registered. At this Cemwuld always raise a
great noise to he sure that they had himstraight thereafter

Arriving in a tow this critical day, Cemhad found hinself
ravenously hungry and tired to his depths. Both states were unusual to him
He went to a grill and ate gluttonously for an hour, so nmuch so that people
stared at him He ate alnost to the point of apoplexy. Then he taxied to the
hotel, registered, and went up to his roomat once. Later, not renenbering
whet her he had even undressed or not (it was early afternoon), he threw
hi nsel f onto the bed and slept, as it seemed, for hours.

But he noted that it was only a half hour later that he woke,
feeling somehow deprived, as though having a great |oss. He was fl oundering
around altogether in a daze, and was once nore possessed of an irrationa
hunger. He unpacked a little, put on a suit, and was surprised to find that
it hung on himquite | oosely.

He went out with the feeling that he had I eft sonething on the bed
that was not quite right, and yet he had been afraid to | ook. He found a



hearty place and had another great neal. And then (at a different place so

t hat people would not be puzzled at him) he had still another one. He was
feeling better now, but mighty queer, mghty queer
Fearing that he m ght be taken seriously ill, he decided to check

his bearings. He used his old trick. He found a phone and called his hotel
and asked for hinself.

"We will check," said the phone girl, and a little bit later she
said, "Just a minute, he will be on the line in a mnute."

"Ch, great green goat," he grow ed, "I wonder how they have nme m xed
up this time."

And C emwas about to raise his voice unpleasantly to be sure that
t hey got him straight, when a voice came onto the phone.

This is the critical point.

It was his own voi ce.

The calling Cen Denning | aughed first. And then he froze. It was no
trick. It was no freak. There was no doubt that it was his own voice. Cem
used the dictaphone a | ot and he knew t he sound of his own voice.

And now he heard his own voice raised higher in all its unm stakable
aspects, a great noi se about open idiots who call on the phone and then
stand silent w thout answering.

"It's me all right," Cemgrunbled silently to hinmself. "I sure do
talk rough when I'mirritated.”

There was a | aw agai nst harassnent by tel ephone, the voice on the
phone said. By God, the voice on the phone said, he just noticed that his
room had been rifled. He was having the call nonitored right now, the voice
on the phone swore. O emknew that this was a lie, but he also recognized it
as his own particular style of lying. The voice got really wooly and
pr of ane.

Then there was a change in the tone.

"Who are you?" the voice asked hollowy. "I hear you breathing
scared. | know your sound. Gaaah -- it's ne!" And the voice on the phone was
al so breathing scared

"There has to be an answer,"” he told hinself. "I'Il just go to ny

room and take a hot bath and try to sleep it off."

Then he roared back: "Go to ny room Am| crazy? | have just called
my room | amalready there. I would not go to nmy roomfor one nmillion one
hundred and five thousand dollars."

He was trenbling as though his bones were too | oose for his flesh.

It was funny that he had never before noticed how bony he was. But he wasn't
too scared to think straight on one subject, however crooked ot her things
m ght be.

"No, | wouldn't go back to that roomfor any sum But | wil1l do
somet hing for another sum and 1'll do it dammed quick."

He ran, and he hasn't stopped running yet. That he shoul d have
anot her self-made flesh terrified him He ran, hut he knew where he was
running for the first stage of it. He took the night plane back to his
honet own, | eavi ng bag and baggage behi nd.

He was at the bank when it opened in the norning. He closed out al
his accounts. He turned everything into cash. This took several hours. He
wal ked out of there with $83,000. He didn't feel like a thief; it was his
own; it couldn't have belonged to his other self, could it? If there were
two of them then let there be two sets of accounts.

Now t o get going fast.

He continued to feel odd. He weighed hinself. In spite of his great
eating lately, he had lost a hundred pounds. That's enough to nmake anyone
feel odd. He went to New York City to lose hinmself in the cromd and to think
about the matter.

And what was the reaction at his firmand at his hone when he turned
up mssing? That's the second point. He didn't turn up mssing. As the
nont hs went by he followed the doings of his other self. He saw his pictures



in the trade papers; he was still with the sane firmhe was still top
sal esman. He al ways got the honetown paper, and he sometines found hinself
therein. He saw his own picture with his wife Veronica. She | ooked wonderf ul

and so, he had to admt, did he. They were still on the edge of the social
stuff.

"If he's me, | wonder who | anm?" Clemcontinued to ask hinself.
There didn't seemto be any answer to this. There wasn't any handl e to take
the thing by.

Cemwent to an analyst and told his story. The anal yst said that
C em had wanted to escape his job, or his wife Veronica, or both. C em
insisted that this was not so; he loved his job and his wife; he got deep

and fulfilling satisfaction out of both.
"You don't know Veronica or you wouldn't suggest it," he told the
analyst. "She is -- ah -- well, if you don't know her, then hell, you don't

know anyt hi ng. "

The analyst told himthat it had been his own id talking to himon
t he tel ephone.

"Howis it that my id is doing a top selling job out of a town five
hundred mles fromhere, and I amhere?" Cemwanted to know. "Qther nen's
ids aren't so talented.”

The anal yst said that demwas suffering froma tnema or diairetikos
of an oddly naned part of his psychic apparatus.

"Ch hell, I"'man extrovert. Things |like that don't happen to people
like me," Clemsaid

Thereafter A emtried to nake the best of his conpronmised life. He
was quickly well and back to normal weight. But he never tal ked on the
tel ephone again in his life. He'd have died nost literally if he ever heard
his own voice like that again. He had no phone in any room where he |ived.
He wore a hearing aid which he did not need; he told people that he could
not hear over the phone, and that any unlikely call that came for hi mwould
have to be taken down and relayed to him

He had to keep an eye on his other self, so he did renew one old
contact. Wth one firmin New York there was a man he had cal l ed on
regularly; this man had a cheerful and open mind that woul d not he spooked
by the unusual. C em began to nmeet this nman (Wiy should we lie about it? Hs
nane was Joe Zabotsky.) not at the firm but at an after-hours place which
he knew Joe frequented.

Joe heard Clems story and believed it -- after he had phoned (in
Cems presence) the other em located hima thousand mles away, and
ordered an additional nmonth's supply of the unique product which they didn't
really need, things being a little slowin all lines right then

After that, Cemwuld get around to see Joe Zabot sky an average of
once a nonth, about the tine he figured the other C emhad just conpleted
his monthly New York call.

"He's changing a little bit, and so are you," Joe told d em one
evening. "Yeah, it was with himjust about like with you. He did |l ose a | ot
of weight a while back, what you call the critical day, and he gained it
back pretty quick just like you did. It bugs ne, Cem which of you | used
to know. There are sone old things between us that he recalls and you don't;
there are sonme that you recall and he doesn't; and dammit there are sone you
both recall, and they happened between nyself and one man only, not between
nysel f and two nen.

"But these last few nonths your face seens to be getting a little

fuller, and his a little thinner. You still ook just alike, but not quite
as just-alike as you did at first."

"I knowit," Cemsaid. "I study the analysts now since they don't
do any good at studying me, and |'ve learned an old analyst's trick. | take

an old face-on photo of nyself, divide it down the center, and then conplete
each half with its mrror image. It gives two faces just a little bit
di fferent. Nobody has the two sides of his face quite alike. These two



different faces are supposed to indicate two different aspects of the
personality. | study nyself, now, and | see that | am becom ng nore |ike one
of the constructions; so he nust be becom ng nore |ike the other
construction. He nmentions that there are disturbances between Veroni ca and
hi nsel f, does he? And neither of them quite understands what is the matter?
Nei ther do I."

Cemlived nodestly, but he began to drink nore than he had. He
wat ched, through his intermediary Joe and by other neans, the doings of his
other self. And he waited. This was the nost peculiar deal he had ever net,
but he hadn't been foxed on very many deals.

"He's no smarter than | am" Cleminsisted. "But, by cracky, if he's
me, he's pretty smart at that. What would he do if he were in my place? And
| guess, in a way, he is."

Fol | owi ng his avocation of drinking and broodi ng and waiting, Cem
frequented various little places, and one day he was in the Two-Faced Bar
and Gill. This was owned and operated by Two-Face Terrel, a doubl edeal er
and gentl eman, even sonething of a dandy. A man had just seated hinself at a
dimtable with dem had been served by Two-Face, and now the man began to
tal k.

"Why did Matthew have two donkeys?" the man asked.

"Mat t hew who?" C em asked. "I don't know what you're tal king about."

I"mtal ki ng about 21:1-9, of course,"” the man said. The ot her
Cospel s have only one donkey. Did you ever think about that?"

"No, 1'd never given it a thought," Cem said.

"Well, tell ne then, why does Matthew have two denoni acs?"

"What ?"

"8:28-34. The other evangelists have only one crazy man."

"Maybe there was only one loony at first, and he drove the guy
drinking next to himcrazy."

"That's possible. Ch, you're kidding. But why does Matthew have two
bl i nd men?"

"Nunmber of a nunber, where does this happen?" C em asked

"9:27-31, and again 20:29-34. |In each case the other gospel ers have
only one blind nman. Wiy does Matthew double so many things? There are other
i nstances of it."

"Maybe he needed gl asses,"” C em said.

"No," the man whispered, "I think he was one of us."

"What 'us' are you tal king about?" O em asked But already he had
begun to suspect that his case was not uni que. Suppose that it happened one

tinme out of a mllion? There would still be several hundred such sundered
persons in the country, and they would tend to congregate-in such places as
t he Two- Faced Bar and Gill. And there was sonething deprived or riven about

al nost every person who cane into the place.

And renenber,” the nman was continuing, "the nane or cognonen of one
of the other Apostles was 'The Twin.' But of whomwas he twin? | think there
was the beginning of a group of themthere already."

"He wants to see you,"
nonths |ater. "So does she."
"When did he begin to suspect that there was another one of ne?"

"He knew sonet hing was wong fromthe first. A man doesn't |ose a
hundred pounds in an instant w thout there being sonething wong. And he
knew sonet hi ng was very wrong when all his accounts were cl eaned out. These
were not forgeries, and he knewit. They were not as good as good forgeries,
for they were hurried and all different and very nervous. But they were al
genui ne signatures, he admtted that. Damm, you are a curious fellow, Clem™

"How nuch does Veronica know, and how? What does she want? What does

Joe Zabotsky told C em when they net severa

he?"
"He says that she al so began to guess fromthe first. 'You act like



you're only half a man, dem' she would say to him to you, that is. She
wants to see nore of her husband, she says, the other half. And he wants to
trade places with you, at least fromtinme to tine on a trial basis."

"I won't do it! Let himstewin it!" Then Clemcalled Cema name so
vile that it will not be given here.

"Take it easy, U em" Joe renonstrated. "It's yourself you are
calling that."

There was a qui zzical young-old man who cane sonetinmes into the
Two- Faced Bar and Grill. They caught each other's eye this day, and the
young-ol d began to talk.

"I's not consciousness the thing that divides nman fromthe ani nal s?"
he asked. "But consciousness is a double thing, a seeing one's self; not
only a knowi ng, but a knowi ng that one knows. So the human person is of its
essence double. How this is comonly worked out in practice, | don't
understand. Qur present states are surely not the comon thing."

"My own consciousness isn't intensified since nmy person is doubled, "
Cemsaid. "It's all the other way. My consci ousness i s weakened. 1've
become a creature of ny own unconscious. There's sonethi ng about you that |
don't like, man."

"The animal is sinple and single,” the young-old man said "It |acks
true refl exi ve consciousness. But man is dual (though |I don't understand the
full meaning of it here) and he has at least intimations of true
consci ousness And what is the next step?”

| fathomyou now," Clemsaid. "My father woul d have called you a
Judas Priest."”

| don't quite call nyself that. But what follows the singularity of
the animal and duality of man? You recall the startling line of Chesterton?
-- '"we trinitarians have known it is not good for God to be alone.' But was
H s case the sane as ours? Did He do a violent double take, or triple take,
when He di scovered one day that there were Three of H n? Has He ever
adjusted to it? Is it possible that He can?"

"Aye, you're a Judas Priest. | hate the species.”

But | amnot, M. dendenning. | don't understand this sundering any
nore than you do. It happens only one tine in a nillion, but it has happened
to us. Perhaps it would happen to God but one time in a billion billion, hut

it has happened. The God who is may be nuch rarer than any you can i magi ne.

"Let me explain: ny other person is a very good man, nuch better
than when we were conjoined. He's a dean already, and he'll be a bishop
within five years. \Watever of doubt and skepticismthat was in ne
originally is still in the me here present, and it is sonehow intensified.
do not want to be dour or doubting. I do not want to speak mockingly of the
great things. But the bothering things are all in the me here. The other ne
is freed of them

"Do you think that there m ght have a been a sundered-of f Napol eon
who was a bunbler at strategy and who was a nervous little coward? Did there
remai n i n backwoods Kentucky for many years a sundered-off Lincoln who gave
full rein to his inborn delight in the dirty story, the dirty deal, the
barefoot life, the I outishness growi ng? Was there a sundered-off Augustine
who turned ever nore Mani chean, who refined nore and nore his arts of false
| ogi c and fornication, who how ed agai nst reason, who joined the cultishness
of the crowd? Is there an anti-Christ -- the nan who fled naked fromthe
garden at dusk leaving his garment behind? W know that both do not keep the
garment at the nonment of sundering.”

"Dammed if | know, Judas Priest. Your own father-nanme aboni nation
was there another of hinf? WAs he better or worse? | |eave you."

"She is in town and is going to nmeet you tonight," Joe Zabotsky told
Cemat their next nmonthly nmeeting. "W've got it all set up."

"No, no, not Veronica!" Cemwas startled. "I"mnot ready for it."

"She is. She's a strong-m nded woman, and she knows what she wants."



"No she doesn't, Joe. I'mafraid of it. | haven't touched a woman
since Veronica."
"Dam it, Clem this is Veronica that we're talking about. It isn't

as though you weren't still married to her."

"I"'mstill afraid of it, Joe. |'ve becone sonething unnatural now
Where am | supposed to neet her? Ch, oh you son of a snake! | can feel her
presence. She was already in the place when 1 cane in. No, no, Veronica, |'m

not the proper one. It's all a case of mstaken identity."

"It sureis, CCemdCam" said the strong-m nded Veronica as she cane
to their table. "Cone al ong now. You're going to have nore explaining to do
than any man | ever heard of."

But | can't explain it, Veronica. | can't explain any of it."
"You will try real hard, lem W both will. Thank you, M.
Zabot sky, for your discretion in an odd situation."
Vell, it went pretty well, so well in fact there had to be a catch

to it. Veronica was an unusual and desirable woman, and O em had nissed her
They did the town mildly. They used to do it once a year, but they had been
apart in their present persons for several years. And yet Veronica would
want to revisit "that little place we were | ast year, oh, but that wasn't
you, was it, CenP? -- that was Cem" and that kind of tal k was confusing

They dined grandly, and they talked intimately but nervously. There
was real |ove between them or anong them or around them sonehow. They
didn't understand how it had turned grotesque.

"He never quite forgave you for clearing out the accounts,"’

Ver oni ca
sai d.

"But it was ny noney, Veronica," Ceminsisted. "|I earned it by the
sweat of ny tongue and ny brain. He had nothing to do with it."

"But you're wong, dear Clem You worked equally for it when you
were one. You should have taken only half of it."

They came back to Veronica's hotel, and one of the clerks |ooked at
Cl em suspi ci ously.

"Didn't you just go up, and then come down, and then go up agai n?"
he asked.

"I have my ups and downs, but you may nean sone thing el se,’

C em
sai d.

"Now don't be nervous, dear," Veronica said. They were up in
Veronica's roomnow, and C em was | ooking around very nervously. He had
junped at a mirror, not being sure that it was.

"I amstill your wife," Veronica said, "and nothi ng has changed,
except everything. | don't know how, but I'mgoing to put things together
again. You have to have missed ne! Gve now" And she swept himoff his feet
as though he were a child. O emhad always | oved her for her sudden
strength. If you haven't been up in Veronica's arns, then you haven't been
anywher e.

"Cet your punpkin-picking hands off ny wife, you filthy oaf!" a
voi ce cracked out like a bullwhip, and Veronica dropped O emthuddingly from
the surprise of it.

"Ch, dem" she said with exasperation, "you shouldn't have cone
here when I was with Cem Now you' ve spoiled everything. You can't be
j eal ous of each other. You're the same man. Let's all pack up and go hone
and nake the best of it. Let people talk if they want to."

"Well, | don't know what to do," Clemsaid. "This isn't the way.

There isn't any way at all. Nothing can ever be right with us when we are
three."”

"There is a way," Veronica said with sudden steel in her voice. "You
boys will just have to get together again. | amlaying down the | aw now. For
a starter each of you lose a hundred pounds. | give you a nonth for it.

You' re both on bread and water fromnow on. No, come to think of it, no
bread! No water either; that may be fattening, too. You re both on nothing
for a nonth."



"W won't do it," both Clens said. "It'd kill us."

"Let it kill you then," Veronica said. "You're no good to ne the way
you are. You'll lose the weight. | think that will be the trigger action
Then we will all go back to Rock Island or whatever town that was and get
the sane hotel room where one of you rose in a daze and |left the other one
unconsci ous on the bed. W will recreate those circunstances and see if you
two can't get together again."

"Veronica," Oemsaid, "it is physically and biologically
i mpossi ble."

"Al so topol ogically absurd."

"You shoul d have thought of that when you came apart. Al you have
to do now is get together again. Do it! |I'mlaying dow an ultinmatum
There's no other way. You two will just have to get together again."

"There is another way," Cemsaid in a voice so sharp that it scared
both Veronica and O em
"What ? What is it?" they asked him
"Veronica, you' ve got to divide," Clemsaid. "You ve got to cone
"Ch, no. No!"

"Now you put on a hundred pounds just as fast as you can, Veronica.
Cem" Cemsaid, "go get a dozen steaks up here for her to start on. And
about thirty pounds of bone neal, whatever that is. It sounds like it m ght
hel p."

“I'"ll doit, I'll doit,” Clemcried, "and a couple of gallons of
bl ood- puddi ng. Hey, | wonder where | can get that nuch bl ood-pudding this
time of night?"

"Boys, are you serious? Do you think it'll work?" Veronica gasped.
"Il try anything. How do | start?"

"Thi nk divisive thoughts,” Cem shouted as he started out for the
st eaks and bone neal and bl ood- puddi ng.

"I don't know any," Veronica said. "Ch, yes |I do! I'll think them
W'l do everything! We'll make it work."

"You have a |l ot going for you, Veronica," Clemsaid. "You ve always
been a doubl e-deal er. And your own nother always said that you were
two-faced. "

"Ch, | knowit, I knowit! We'Ill do everything. We'll make it work.
W'l | eave no stone unthrown."”

"You' ve got to beconme a pair, Veronica,'
sessions. "Think of pairs.”

"Crocodiles and alligators, dem" she said, "frogs and toads. Eels
and | anmpreys."

"Horses and asses, Veronica,'
hares."

"Mushroons and toadstools, Veronica,'
lichens. Butterflies and noths."

"Canel s and dronedaries, Cem" Veronica said. "Salanmanders and
newts, dragonfly and danmselfly."

Say, they thought about pairs by the Iong ton. They thought every
ki nd of sundering and divisive thought. They plunbed the depths of
psychol ogy and bi ol ogy, and called in sonme of the npbst respected quacks of
the city for advice

No people ever tried anything harder. Veronica and demand Cemdid
everything they could think of. They gave it a nonth. "I'lIl do it or bust,"
Veroni ca said

And they cane close, so close that you could feel it. Veronica
wei ghed up a hundred pounds well within the nonth, and then coasted in on
doubl e brandies. It was done all hut the final thing.

Pay homage to her, people! She was a valiant woman! They both said
that about her after it was over wth.

They woul d adnire her as long as they lived. She had given it

apart.

Clemsaid at one of their

Clemsaid, "elk and npbose. Rabbits and

Clem said. "Msses and



ever yt hi ng.

“I'Il do it or bust," she had said.

And after they had gathered her remains together and buried her, it
left a gap in their lives, in Clems nore than in dems, since demhad
al ready been deprived of her for these |ast several years.

And a special honor they paid her

They set two headstones on her grave. One of them said ' Veronica.'
And the other one said 'Veronica.'

She'd have liked that.

THE ULTI MATE CREATURE
I

The old Galaxy maps (imtating early Earth maps, partly in hunor and
partly through intuition) pictured strong creatures in the far arns of the
system -- Serpents bigger than Spaceshi ps, Ganynede-type Tigers, fish-tailed
Mai ds, grand Dol phins, and |sl and-sized Androids. W think particularly of
the wy masterpieces of Gobin. And at the end of the Far or Seventh arm of
the Galaxy is shown the Utimte Creature.

The Utimate Creature had the formof a Wman, and it bore three
signs in Chal dee: The Sign of Treasure; the Sign of the Fish Mashur (the
queerest fish of themall); and the Sign of Restitution or of Floating
Justi ce.

Fl oating Justice is the ethical equivalent of the Isostasis of the
Ceol ogists. It states in principle that every unbal ance will be brought into
new bal ance, sonetines gently, sonetines as by planet-quake; that the npst
subnerged may be el evated, by a great sundering of strata, to the highest
point, if such is required for conpensation. And there is a final tenet of
this Floating Justice, that sone day, somewhere, the meanest man of all the
worlds will possess the ultimate treasure of the worlds. Wthout this
prom se, the worlds would be out of bal ance forever

The neanest man of all the worlds was Peter Feeney -- a | owdown sniveler, a
weak man. In one thing only he was exceptional -- he had the finest eye for
beauty in a woman of any man anywhere: this, though of all nen he was the
| east successful with wonen. His purity of appraisal was not dulled by close
contact or possession. His judgnents of beauty were sound and unconprom sed,
t hough sonetinmes bitter

And really, how many beautiful wonmen are there in the Universe?

Si x.

Only six? Are you sure? All that noi se has been about only six of
t hen?

Pete Feeney was sure. His rapid eyes -- the only rapid things about
him-- had scanned mllions of wonmen in his randomtravels. And only six of
t he wonen could be called beautiful

There was the |lady on Mellionella, seen only once in a crowd,
foll owed and | ost, and never seen again in a year's search

There was the girl in a small town on East Continent of Hokey
Planet. And this girl there was sonething that caused agony to Peter: he
had heard her speak; she spoke like a girl in a small town on East Conti nent
of Hokey Planet. He prayed that she m ght be struck dumb; knowi ng that it
was an evil prayer, know ng that she was one of the really beautiful ones,
what ever the sound of her

There was the girl of shallow virtue on Leucite. She was perfect.
What el se can you say after that?

There was the nother of six on Camiroi -- no |onger young, of no
particul ar repose or station or ease, hurried, inpatient, and quite likely
the nost beautiful woman who ever |ived.



On Trader Planet there was a young Jewess of bewi | dering kindness
and frankness and of inextricably entangled life.

In San Juan, on old Earth, there was a fine creature who conbi ned
the three main ethnic strains of old mankind. Peter nade a second journey
there to see her; after first vision and departure he had not been able to
bel i eve what he had seen.

Six in all the worlds? Somehow there shoul d have been nore beautifu
women than that.

Then Peter saw Teresa.

And she nmade the seventh?

No. She nade the first. The six faded. There was only one. The npbst
beautiful woman ever, in the farthest armof the Galaxy -- the Utinmate
Creature.

This was on Goll's Planet. To get there, said the agent in
El ectrum you go to the end of the Galaxy, and turn left. It was a shabby
little world in the boondocks that are beyond the boondocks, and only shabby
peopl e cane there.

Peter Feeney was a sal esman of a Universe-w de product. He wasn't a
good sal esman. He was shuffled off to poorer and poorer territories. Now he
had fallen to the poorest territory of all.

And on that day on Goll's Planet, he beard a sound as though a
swi sh of silk had passed over him a thread, a nesh. It was the invisible
net .

"Ch how strange are the Fish of Far Ccean!" an ancient poet
excl ai med.

Peter had seen Teresa, and it was all over with him

Peter was eating that day by peculiar arrangerment. It was the
smal l est of the towns of Goll's Planet and there was no public eating place
there. But a Grollian man raked clean sand and set a mat for Peter to sit
on, and served hima neal there on a crate or box. The nman al so gave him
coffee -- good coffee, but not |like the coffee you know

It was very like a sidewal k-cafe. It was in the way where people
cane and went, though not properly a sidewal k. Teresa came and sat down
opposite Peter on the raked sand.

"Hari bagus," Peter said, which is all the words that a man needs to
get along in the Gollian | anguage.

"Bagus," said Teresa. And that is all that they said to each other
that dav.

Peter finished his neal and attenpted to light a cigar. The cigars
of that world are not factory made. They are rolled by hand of an obl ong
leaf for the flier and a triangular leaf for the wapper. Oten they wll
keep their formfor an hour or nore, but Peter had made his cigar badly and
it was not stable.

Now it exploded into an unmanageabl e disarray of |eaves and pieces,
and Peter was unable to cope with it. Teresa took the pieces and rolled and
folded theminto a green cylinder that was sheer art. She licked it with the
nost beautiful tongue in the world and gave the reconstituted cigar to
Pet er.

Then it was luxurious to sit there in the green shade and snoke
opposite the nmost beautiful woman ever. Wien he had finished, Peter rose
awkwardly and left. But he was pl eased.

He watched from a distance. Teresa with quick conpetence ate up al
that he had left. "She was very hungry," Peter said, and admired her
qui ckness about things. She rose with flowi ng grace, retrieved the
snol dering remmants of Peter's cigar, and went toward the beach, trailing
snoke fromthe green-leaf stogie and nmoving |like a queen



The next day Peter again sat on the mat on the raked sand and ate
the food that the Gollian nman sold him Once nore he felt the swish of the
i nvisible net over him and again Teresa sat opposite himon the sand.

"A senhora tem grande bel eze," said Peter, which is all the words
that a man needs to get along in the Galactic Brazilian | anguage.

"Noa em nossos dias," said Teresa, "poremoutrora.” And that is al
that they said to each other that day.

But he had told her that she was beautiful. And she had answered:
No, she was not so now, but in a former tine she had been

When he had finished the neal and pulled the cigar from his pocket
he was pleased when it exploded into its constituent parts. Teresa rescued
it, reassenbled it, and licked it. Her tongue had a tripart curve init,
nore extensible, nore flexible, nore beautiful than other tongues. Then
Peter rose and left as he had the day before. And again Teresa cl eaned up
the remmants -- ravenously and beautifully. He watched her till she finally
went toward the beach hal oed in blue snoke fromthe stub of the cigar

Peter wote up an order that day. It was not a good order, not
sufficient to pay expenses, but something. Goll's Planet had acquired a
glow for him just as if it was a good order he had witten up.

On the third day, Peter again sat on the mat that was very like a
si dewal k-cafe, and Teresa was opposite him Peter told the Gollian man that
he should also bring food for the woman. He brought it, but angrily.

"You are the nost beautiful worman | have ever seen," said Peter
which is all the words that a man needs to get along in the English
| anguage.

"I have told you that | amnot now beautiful, but that once | was,"
Teresa told him "Through the grace of God, | may again regain ny | ost
beauty. "

"How is it that you know English?"

"l was the school -teach."

"And now?"

"Now it goes bad for our world. There is no |onger schools. | am
not hi ng. "

"What are you, girl? Ad human? Goll's Troll? That isn't possible
What ?"

"Who can say? A book-man has said that the biology of our planet
goes fromthe odd to the incredible. Was that not nice thing to say about
us? My father was old human, a traveling man, a bum™

"And your not her?"

"A queer fish, mama. O this world, though."

"And you were once even nore beautiful than you are now, Teresa? How
could you have | ooked?"

"How | | ooked then? As in English -- Ww -- a colloquialism" "To nme you
are perfect.”
"No. | am a poor wasted bird now But once | was beautiful."

"There nust be sone livelihood for you. what did your father do?"

"Qutside of bum he was fisherman."

"Then why do you not fish?"

“I'n ny owmn way, | fish."
Peter heard again the swish of the invisible net, but he was very wlling
to be taken by it. After this, things went fampusly between them

But two days later there cane a shane to Peter. He and Teresa were
sitting and eating together on the mat, and the Gollian man cane out.

"Are you near finished?" he asked Peter

"Yes, | amnear finished. Way do you ask?"

"Are you finished with the fork yet?"

"No, not quite finished withit."

"I nmust have the fork," the Gollian man said. "There is another



human man here, of the better sort. | nust have the fork for himto eat
with."

"Have you but one?"

"AmI| a mllionaire that | should have a multiplicity of forks in ny
house? He is a man with an inportant |look, and I will not have himwait."

"This is humliating," said Peter.

"I don't know what that is. | want my fork."

Peter gave the fork back to the Gollian man, and that man took it
in and set it before the human man of the better sort as a sign of the
nmodernity of his house.

"Were | not the neanest and weakest of nmen, he woul d not have abused
" Peter said.

"Do you not feel it at all," Teresa said. "Sonebody has to be the
nmeanest and the weakest. The worlds are full of humliating things. This
brings us cl ose together."

This would have to be the final day for Peter Feeney on Goll's
Pl anet. Re had already garnered all the insufficient orders possible for his
product. He wal ked with Teresa and said the difficult things.

"When you have caught one, Teresa, you nust do something with it.
Even turn it loose if you do not nean to keep it."

"Do you want | should turn you | oose, Peter?"
"No. | want you to go with me on the ship when it goes tonight."

nme so,

"There is only one way | will go."

"I have never thought of any other way."

"You will never have cause to be ashamed of ne, Peter. | can dress,
where | have the nmeans for it. | can play the lady, | understand how it is
done. | have even learned to walk in shoes. Wre we in some nore | ucky
place, it mght be that | would regain ny beauty. It is the grinding hard
times that took it fromme. | would change your luck. | have the | anguages,

and the sense of things, and I am nuch nore intelligent than you are, Wth
me, you could attain a degree of success in even your miserable trade. It
can be a good life we make."

There is a sound when the invisible net is cast over one. There is
anot her sound when it is pulled in -- the faint clicking of the floats, the
t uggi ng whi sper of the weights, the squeaking of the Iines when pulled taut.
Teresa was a fisherman's daughter, and she knew how to do it. The Peter-fish
was not a large nor a fat one, but she knew that he was the best she could
take in these waters.

They were married. They left in the ship for a happier place, a
better planet in a nore anmenabl e | ocati on where Teresa m ght regain her | ost
beauty.

Fl oati ng Justice was achieved. Al inequities were conpensated. The
nmeanest and weakest man in the universe now possessed the Utimte Treasure
of the universe.

Natural ly they were happy. And naturally their happi ness endured.

"There wasn't a catch to it?" you ask out of a crooked face. "There
is always a catch to it. It always goes sour at the end.”

No. There was not a catch to it. It was perfect, and forever. It is
only in perverted fables that things go wong at the end.

They grew i n understandi ng of each other, received the glad news of
com ng progeny, waxed (by former standards) in wealth, and were no | onger
mean and i nconsequential. Only one man can be married to the nost beautiful
worman in the universe, and it passes all understanding that that one man
shoul d be Peter feeney.

This was perfection. It wasn't just that Teresa had regai ned her
"fornmer beauty" and now wei ghed well over two hundred pounds. Peter |iked
that part of it.

But is it possible for perfection to becone too perfect?



For this was perfection. They lived on a kindred but |arger and
better world, one of richer resources and even nore varied biol ogy. They had
a |l ove so many-sided and deep that there is no accounting for it, and
children so rare and different!

Fl oati ng Justice had been achieved. The least nman in all the worlds
did possess the Utimte Creature. The bal ance was consummated. But Fl oating
Justice had a grin on his face; there is something a little fishy about
anyt hing, even justice, that floats. You understand that there wasn't really
a catch to this, nor any deficiency. It was rather a richness al nbost beyond
handling. It was still better for Peter Feeney than for anyone el se
anywhere. That nust be understood.

But, for all that, there was a small adjustnment after the great
conpensation; a proportion nust be re-established in all things, even
happi ness. It was the joke that the old Interior Ocean al ways cast up, and
it must be taken in the salty hunor that is intended.

Children so rare and so different -- and so many of theml No couple
was ever so blessed as were Peter and Teresa with a rich variety of
children. Sone of themwere playing and leaping in the hills and rocks
behi nd Peter, and sone of themwere sporting in the Ocean before him

Pet er whistled some of these sea children up now as he pondered
things in the marina. Some of them broke water, splashed, and waved to him
So many of the kids there were, and such good ones!

"Whi stl e about four of themto come in for dinner!" Teresa called,
and Peter did so. It had been an odd business about the children, not
unpl easant certainly, but not what he had expected either. And even yet,
every possibility was still open to them

"I"d like to have a people-kid sonmetine," Teresa said. "After all,
mana had nme. A people kid have fun playing with the fish kids, and they I|ike
him too. And he could clinb in the rocks with the Goll's Trolls. He would
sort of knit our famly together. You think about it, Peter, and | think
about it too, and we see what we conme up with at the next nmlting tine."

Peter Feeny gazed out at his children in the pools of the sea, and
at his other sort of children clinmbing in the rocks, and he felt an uneasy
pride in themall. One conmes quickly to love Fish Kids and Goll's Trolls
when they are the product of one's own |oins. There was ever hope, there
woul d ever be hope to the last, of children of Peter's own kind. But he
| oved his present progeny not the less for it. The four kids that he had
whi stled in cane now

"Ch, four such pretty kids of ours!" Teresa said. "Fry them Peter."

And Peter took the pretty fish kids that cane fromthe water and
began to fix themfor the pan

This had taken the |ongest to get used to. But when you have so many
of them-- nore than ten thousand, and nore conming all the tine -- and when
they are so good; and when, noreover, they are already flesh of your flesh.

Peter Feeney fixed the fish kids for the pan. And out of his
full ness and mingled enotions, salt tears rolled down his shining face to
the salt sea

HOW THEY GAVE | T BACK

He was the mayor of Big Island. G useppe Juan Sehione O Hanl on was
hi s name, John the mayor, a shining black man. He was born into a politica
famly and was given the names to pl ease as nmany groups as possible. He had
once been of inposing appearance and quiet dignity. He was not now. He
shrilled and keened and npaned, and sonetinmes he was irrational



It was his leg that hurt him and his soul
H's leg hurt himbecause of the pin clear through it, the pin that

was part of the shackle. This shackle could not be unl ocked nechanically. It
was a psychic-coded | ock on the shackle, and it could only be rel eased when
John had sonehow fulfilled his job and obtained his own rel ease. The shackl e
bound his leg not only to his desk but also to a steel stanchion that was
part of the steel frame of the building.

John's soul hurt himbecause Big |Island was no | onger the great
thing to which he had been devoted. It had never been so in his lifetine. It
was neo-jungle now, probably the nbst savage of themall. Even now there
were fires burning on the floor above himand on the floor below him There
were always fires burning somewhere in the building, in every building that
still had anything that would burn There were rats in the room in every
room but perhaps John saw nmore of themthan were there. He lived in
per petual delirium

There were (he knew, though he could no | onger go out and see)
peopl e unburied in the streets, people knifed down hourly, people crazy and
enpty-eyed or glitter-eyed. There were horrible homnusic and git-fiddle
nmusi ¢ and j angl e shouting; and he prisoner for life in his ow office. This
was not to be a great adm nistrator of a great city. The enphasis had
somehow shifted. But he had loved the city and the island, or the nenory of
them And this hurt his soul

"You have to stay on the job and run the place for the rest of your
life," Conmm ssioner Kreger had told John the mayor just before the
conm ssioner had cut and run for it. "There will, of course, be no nore
el ections. The burlesque that brought you in was enough to end the process.
It was fiasco."

"It was not," John the mayor nmpaned in pain. "It was high triunph,
the man of the people called to head the people, a noble thing, the clinax
and sole goal of ny life. I won it finally. They can't take that away from

ne.

"How does it taste, John?"

"I'"'mdying, do not taunt nme. \Wat went w ong?"

"I't went wong a hundred years before you were born, John. You lived
all your life in a dream and you had better try to re-enter it. You're here
for good. You're the ultimte patsy, John."

"1 kill nyself."

"No, you will not. You were allowed to this job because by
tenmperament and religion, the residue of your dream you were incapable of
sui cide. So many of our mayors have taken that easy way out! It was a
nui sance, John."

"I"ll go crazy then,"” John the mayor npaned.

"No, you likely will not do that either, though it would not natter
if you did. You are already psychotic, of course, but you will not go off
much further. Stay and suffer, kid. You have no choice."

"Kreger, isn't there sone way we can get shet of this whole island?
Sell it, transfer title to it, give it back to someone? Can't we get out
from under ?"

"You find a way, John. Those things that we once thought of as
abstracti ons have taken a direct hand now, Final Responsibility, Utinmate

Justice, things like that. They rnust be satisfied. Whatever you do will have
to satisfy the psychic-coded | ock on your shackles to give you rel ease. Sel
the island legal, if you can find soneone to sell it to. Transfer it, if you

can find someone to accept the transfer. But it must be for Fair Value or
Val ue Justified or Original Value fromOiginal Entail ment. The psychi c-code
thing will know It's governed by the Equity Factor."

Then Commi ssioner Kreger |left John the mayor, left the island, and
went to rich fishing in other troubled (but not conpletely polluted) waters.
There was no nore profit for that smart man to shake out of the island.

That had been two years ago, and John the mayor had been the only



official on the island since that tine, Hs only contacts with the world
were the sharp noises and snells that cane in through his broken w ndows,
and the visits of five feudal or wangle | eaders, the Duke, the Sky, the
W deman, the O oud, and the Lob

Duke Durango was as snooth a gutter-fighter as ever cane to the top
of his heap, a happy fellow Lawence Sky was a fair white man naned for the
color of his big icy-blue eyes, a shanbling giant, a giggling killer
Wdeman Wl e was a wi de man indeed, a cheerful sadist who told really funny
stories and was the nost pleasant person in the group. C oud dinkenbeard
was a dour and storny fellow, nean and relentless, and al ways in search of
dirty novelty. Lolo Loudernmilk was a girl, sort of a girl, a flam ng nixed
creature full of vitality and noise.

They were the mayor's only contacts. They were the | eaders of one of
t he gangs that had endured, when the ten thousand gangs had eaten each other
up and declined to a hundred.

Al five of themcane into the mayor's office, eating noisily.

"Food train in!" announced the Duke. "W killed just one of the
drivers. They say there'll never be another train in if we kill nore than
one driver at a tinme. And we had to give up four hostages for it. Isn't four
too many, John?"

"Nunbers have no nmeaning in this evil thing," said John the mayor.

How many host ages have you |eft?"

"Twenty,"” and a few nore, | think. W don't all count the same when
we get to the big nunmbers. But | think four is too many to give for a food
train. What will happen when we run out of hostages? Wio'll give the big

damm to subscribe a train for us then, when we have no nore inportant people
to trade to the inportant people off-island? Here, sign this, linp-leg John
and the Cloud will take it back to them"

The mayor read the release and signed it. Each of the five feuda
| eaders | ooked it over in turn then. Several of themcould read a little (it
was for this reason that they were the mayor's contacts), and it would he
hard for Mayor John to wite anything phony on that release and slip it past
them The mayor had to sign these releases every time a food train came, and
he knew what woul d happen when they ran out of hostages. The bl ackmail would
be over when the |ast hostage of value or affection to someone of f-island
had been turned over for a food train. The off-island people would let the
island rot. The trains had been the only food source for the island for
years.

The C oud took the rel ease and went out through the snoul dering
corridor and into the broken streets to the food train that came once a
nmont h through the | ast not-conpletely broken tunnel

"Somet hing el se cane on the food trail, ginpy John," the Duke said
uneasily.

"Well, what, what was it? Duke, Duke, you didn't get hold of a saw
so | could saw ny leg off, did you?"

"Nah. You're not supposed to saw your leg off. You're supposed to
stay here just like you are. Wio's going to sign for the food trains and
hostage transfers if our mayor saws his leg off and runs away?

"John Mayor, there's three other men cane on that food train. These
are funny nmen. They m ght even be inportant enough nmen that we can hold them
for hostages. They brought sonme heavy kegs and boxes with them John, and
t hey even conned sone of the colts into carrying them over here for them W
can't figure out what kind of nmen they are, Mayor. They | ook at us and we
| ook at them and we both got sparks in our eyes. They are in the building
now, Mayor, and they want to see you."

"Show themin, spook Duke, the mayor is always available to his
constituents."

"Constituents these are not," said the Lob. "They are washed- out
pale fellows, but they are solid."

"And one of those kegs of theirs got a snmell | |ike, Mayor," said



the Sky. "I believe | remenber that snmell like it was born in me. You get
t hat keg, Mayor."

"And those long crates got a heft | like," said the Wdeman. "I
al nrost know what will be in those crates. You get those crates, Mayor."

"Those square boxes got a feel | like," said the Lob. "I al most know
what short-handled things will be in those square boxes. And the small est
package has a brass glint through a rip in it. You get those square boxes
and that snallest package, Mayor."

"I don't understand this at all," said John the mayor, rolling his
red-rimed eves in his constant pain. "Let the men and their baggage cone
in"

The three new nen who canme in had a certain ani mal power about them
and a certain human authority. Possibly they nmight he inportant enough to
hol d for hostages, but who was going to take the lead in holding then? Men,
they noved like big cats. But they were dressed |ike businessnmen of an
earlier decade, an anomaly on the island, and they were |lighter than any of
the islanders there except Law ence Sky.

"You are the Mayor Johnjohn?" asked one of the new men. "And you
have authority to deal ?"

"I amthe mayor," said John, "and | have such authority as a
shackl ed prisoner may have, For what do we deal ?"

"Ch, for the island. We've conme to buy it. You'd like that, wouldn't
you?"

"\What, what, who are you?"

"I am Adrian Sweetsong," said the first of the newmen. "lI'ma
petrol eum geol ogi st by profession, which has nothing to do with the matter
And I'man official of the Mdlands Gun and Rod C ub."

"I'"'mDennis Halftown," said the second of the new nmen. "I'm an
el ectroni c engi neer by profession, which has nothing to do with the matter
either. And I'malso an official of the Mdlands Gun and Rod C ub."

"I"'mFreddy Flatfish," said the third of the new men. "I'ma | awer
whi ch does have sonmething to do with this matter. | amalso an official of
the Mdl ands Gun and Rod Club, and |I have studied the | egal aspects of this
thing pretty thoroughly."

"I's it the Mdlands Gun and Rod Club that is dealing for the
i sl and?" Mayor John asked.

"That's right," said Adri an Sweetsong, the first of the new nen.
"First installnment! Set emright there, boys."

Several of the colts, the strong rough island boys, set down two
heavy square boxes, and Dennis Hal ftown (the second of the new nen) broke
them open with a pry. bar

"Man-eating MIlie! Those things are for nme!" the Lob gasped, and
she had a couple of themout in her hands.

"Sweet little choppies!" the Sky drooled. "Wat's a knife al ong side
of one of those?"

"Bl ack-berry pudding!" cried the Coud as he returned fromhis
errand. "Here, here, they look good, let's get themtested. I'Il just pass a
dozen of those out the wi ndows to sone of the boys. Let themtry them out!
Let themfall in love with them"

"Fifty hatchets," announced Adrian Sweetsong, "delivered and
accepted. W record them™

"Wait! Wait!" howl ed Mayor John jangling his shackles. "Wat have
fifty hatchets to do with dealing for the island? Wio has used hatchets for
a century?"

"One-1eg John," the Duke crooned, "too bad your shackles won't |et
you get as far as the wi ndow. Sone of the boys are using them now. Believe
me, John, they're using them now"

"M. Sweetsong," Myor John expl ained patiently, "the last valuation
of island property ever made set it at over a hundred billion dollars. Due



to certain devel opments, it nay be down a little now, but not that far
Hatchets will not get it. | can sell it only for Fair Value or Val ue
Justified. My own shackling is governed by the Equity Factor."

"W know that, M. Mayor," said Freddy Flatfish, the | awer for the
M dl ands Gun and Rod Cl ub. Freddy Flatfish was a tow headed, tw nkling man.
"But the island has reverted. It's really worthless since it was left to the
ten thousand gangs, which have since devoured thensel ves down to a hundred.
Perhaps its reverted value is nowits original value. Anyhow, the first
approach was yours."

"M ne? Mne? | nade no approach. | never heard of you fellows," the
Mayor sai d.

"But we have nonitored you, Mayor John. Two years ago you said to
the conm ssioner 'Can't we give it back to someone?' And you are al so

recorded as saying 'W ought to sell it back to --"'"
"Second installnent!"” announced Adrian Sweetsong. "Set themright
t here, boys."

Several of the colts set down the long crates, and Dennis Hal ftown
br oken them open with his pry-bar

"Ch, those |ong sweet songs!" the Wdenman sl avered. "Snooth bores!
You can jamthemw th any kind of soup at all and pan-light them You can

shoot broken glass with them You can shoot anything. Here, we'll just hand
a few of themout the windows and let the fellows try themout. Get the heft
of those things! Even as clubs your hands would fall in love with them

Bl under busses! " And the Wderman handed hal f a dozen of them out the w ndows.

"Twenty guns," announced Adrian Sweetsong. "Delivered and accepted.
W record them"

"Even if it were possible for me to deal the island for things of no
val ue, " John the mayor began -- and there was deep-throated roaring and
deat h-screaming in the streets --

"No val ue, Mayor?" the Duke Durango asked with deep irony. "Mayor,
you should be able to watch them They jamthemw th soup, and then ramin
glass and nails for a load. They spark themoff, and it's wonderful. Cuts
people right in two. Don't talk no val ue about those things!"

"Even if it were possible for me to deal the island for such things,
what could the Mdlands Gun and Rod Cl ub possibly do with the island?" Mayor
John asked.

"Set up a hunting preserve,” Adrian Sweetsong said. "It's a nicely stocked
jungle island seventeen niles by four. W'll hunt. We'Il hunt."

"Hunt ? What woul d you hunt?" the mayor wanted to know.

"Bi g gane, big ganme," said Dennis Halftown | ovingly.

"But there is no big gane, no game at all on the island," the mayor
i nsi st ed.

"Remenber what ancient Hem ngway wote," said Freddy Flatfish.
"'There is no sport equal to the hunting of an armed nan.' Ah, we'll hunt
them here, as will many of our well-heel ed nmenbers."

"Third installment! Set it right there, boys," Adrian Sweetsong
or der ed.

The ragged island boys set down the bag, and Dennis Hal ftown broke
it open with his pry-bar

"Boys, boys, that's the snmell like was born in ne!" the Sky
chortled, and he had his arnms up to the elbows in the dark grainy powder.
"Sure it hasn't the power of soup. Sure it's clumsy and crude. But it's the
grandpa of themall! The snell of it, the snmell of it! Men, nmen, bust your
noses on that smel|!"

"Twenty-five kil ograns of gun-powder," announced Adri an Sweet song.
"That's as close as we could figure it. Twenty-five kilos delivered and
accepted. W record it."

"When you going to start, fellows, when you going to start?" the
Duke asked the three new nen in excitenent, getting the idea. "How soon you
he ready to start?" asked the Duke and the Sky and the Wdeman and the C oud



and the Lob, all going for it avidly.

"Shoul d he the first bunch of hunters here in the norning," said
Adri an Sweet song.

"Too long to wait," the Lob protested. "You three? How about you?.

"We three will begin stal king and pot-shotting in a very few
m nutes," said the Adrian, "just as soon as we can get title to this place
fromthe reluctant mayor. W suggest you deploy your forces outside in the
corridors. Wien we conme out of this roomwe will conme out rough, and it's
rough aninmals we want to nmeet with."

"Rough it will be," said the Cloud. "Colts, colts, you carry this
stuff out to our place again just as soon as they have recorded it. Men, we
wi Il have some sport! We will show these sports some sport!"”

"But this cannot be, even in a nightmare,” Mayor John protested.

"You three pal e-browns are not Wappi ngers or Manahattas, and we are not
Dut ch."

"I"'ma Choctaw," said Freddy Flatfish. "Dennis Halftown is a
Shawnee. Adrian Sweetsong is an Osage. But we inherit. | have drawn up a
| egal brief to prove it. And you are double-Dutch if you don't accept. Awk,
bl ew hal f ny shoul der of f! Those animals are junping the gun. Now I know how
t he expression started. They really know how to handl e t hose bl underbusses."

Freddy Fl atfi sh had been shot by a bl underbuss blast fromthe
corridor and was bl eeding badly. So they hurried it along, anxious to close
t he bargain and get the hunting season started.

"Bring themin fast, boys. Set themdown till they are accepted and
recorded. Then take them out again to your place,” Adrian Sweetsong ordered.
And the rough colts brought in a variety of boxes and packages.

"Ten shirts, accepted and recorded,” Adrian Sweetsong announced,
hurriedly now "Thirty pair socks, accepted and recorded. One hundred
bul l ets, accepted and recorded. Forty kettles, accepted and recorded. One
brass fryi ng-pan, accepted and recorded."

And at the recording of the brass frying-pan, the leg-piercing pin
was withdrawn fromthe | eg of Mayor John and all his shackles fell off. The
psychi c-coded | ock of his shackles had opened. He had finished his job and
was rel eased. He had di sposed of the island in equity. He had gotten Fair
Value for it, or Value Justified, or at least Original Value from Oiginal
Entail ment. And it sufficed.

Mayor John was free. He started to run fromthe room fell down on
his crippled | eg, and arose and ran once nore. And was caught in a
bl under buss bl ast.

And then the great hunt began. The three nenbers of the Mdl ands Gun
and Rod O ub had nost sophisticated weapons. They were canny and snoot h.
This was the dangerous big-ganme hunt they had al ways dreaned of. And their
prey were arnmed and wild and trucul ent and j oyous.

It would be good.

Qut between the orbs, several tentacles of Utimte Justice cane
near together.
"Was there not sonewhere the mention of twenty-four or twenty-six dollars
pai d?" one tentacle asked the other. "I thought | renmenbered some such
figure."

"No, no," said the other tentacle, "That was only the estinated
val ue placed on the material. There was no specie paid. The list is correct
as rendered, and the repaynent has been accepted and certified.”

In a forgotten and hal f-filled basenent on the island, two of the
remai ning ol d-fol k people were still in hiding. They were startled by the
new sort of noi se.

"What is it, papa? Wiat have they done?" the ol d woman asked.

"Sold it back to the Indians, mana," the old nan said.

"Why have they not thought of that a long time ago?"



McCGRUDER S MARVELS

There were four bids, and there should have been only three. Only
three firns in the country were capable of making so minia- turized a
control station

Three bids were in quite heavy packets. The fourth was in | slim
envel ope. This was Openi ng | NV- 3M NCON3999.

"Ah, here are the bids from M cro Machini sts Amal gamat ed, from
I ntensive Instrumentation, and from DON¥ MEC- TEC, " sai d Col onel
Ludenschiager. "It isn't likely that any of themw |l be less than two
years, and we need it within two weeks. W are whi pped before we start!" He
struck the table with a ringing thud. "But what is the anomal ous intrusion
the small envel ope bid, D nneen?"

"It's froman M M MG uder," said Col onel Dinneen. "The secend M
is in quotation marks. W may have a case for the prosecution here. The
Joker Act was set up for just such stuff as this. There has to be a ceiling
put on cranks."

"There was a certain McGuder in Manhattan when | was a boy,"

Col onel Schacbreister snmiled. "I spent nany pleasant nonents in his, ah

H ppodrone, | believe he called it. It was a narrow place off a narrow cigar
store, and only about three could get in at one time, if they were snall,
and we were. Best show | over saw for a dim, though. What is the address of
this one?"

"Here in D. C.," said Dinneen. "It would be a rundown address even
wi thout the ending 'Apt. 3, room4-E, use cellar steps off small alley.'
Sone address! And the phone nunber of the Rowdy-Dow Bar and Gill is given.
It's witten in an old and probably insane hand. W will prosecute with

conpassi on, possibly."

The chime chimed for 9:30. It was opening tine. And they opened the
bi ds.

They qui ckly made the basic resune:

1. Mcro Machinists Amal gamat ed. Basi c Modul e: $2, 106, 740. 00.
Estimated Time: 25 nonths. Exceptions and Alternatives: 256 (detailed).
Fol l ow- Up Units: $260,000.00 ea. Estinated Time: 30 days each for first 6,
gradi ng down to 21 days each for additional. 2. Intensive
I nstrumentation. Basic Mdul e: $2,004,000.00. Estimated Tine: 721 days.
Exceptions and Alternatives: 228 (detailed). The Follow Up Units:
$248,000. 00 ea. Estimated Tinme: 28 days each for first 4, 19 days each for
addi ti onal

3. Dow Mec-Tech. Basic Mdul e: $1,999,999.98. Estimated Tinme: 23
nmont hs. Exceptions and Alternatives: 204 (detailed). Followup Units:
$235,000. 00 ea. Estimated Time: 21 days each for first 9, 16 days each for
addi ti onal

4. M'M' MG uder. Basic Mdule: $24.00. Estinmated Tine: 24 hours.
Exceptions and Al ternatives: none (undetailed). FollowUp Units: $24 ea.
Estimated Time: 24 hours each -- "this keeps going on time: as long as |
live or as long as you buy them whichever is first. Note: Got one nade
already. Cone try it. | need the $24.00. 1 don't see how anybody can nake
t hem cheaper than this."

"We run into the inpossible,” said Ludenschi ager sadly. "W need one
within two weeks or we nmay as well forget the program And if we forget the
program we rmay as we forget everything. It is not for persona
aggrandi zenent that we seek this (except for Dinneen a little), but for the
good of our country and the world. There has to be a way out of this delay."

"How about MG uder?" Schachnei ster |aughed sourly.

"Ch, we'll prosecute himunder the Joker Act, of course,”
Lodenschl ager growl ed, "but now we have the taller thing to tackle. W have
to find the way. Two years will be too late; we'll be done for by then. Two

weeks will alnbst be too |ate. We nust sonehow break the tine barrier in



this."

"We're whi pped, we're whipped!" Dinneen wailed, "and our enemies
will rejoice over us." He turned on three toes and strode gloonily out of
the room

"The Covenant," it said. "Large, hard-roasted, de-oiled, white
peanuts under the Goober John trade name. Three a day, and they nust be
Goober John Number Ones. Failure to provide themw |l void the Covenant."

"There will be no failure," said Ml conb 'the Marvel ous' MG uder
"It shall be done."

"We |ike-stuff pledge fulfill the Covenant,' it said.

The micro-mniatureized control station, the "bullet brain", had to
handl e thirteen data flows at once. It had to do other things, including the
nmoni toring and inhibiting of the world. It nust be practially
i ndestructible. And it had to be about the size of an eraser on a pencil.
This small size was of the greatest inportance.

The smal |l est nodel of this which would handl e such data properly was
about a cubic meter, and it weighed a thousand kilgrans. And it was itself a
m ni aturization.

The project is still classified, so we cannot in conscience give
deep details of it. The project is still active, and perhans an answer can
be found for it this second time. Ah well, we lost the first race, and the

nost popul ous one-third of our nation; but we lost it hard. W had them near
beaten for a little while tehre. Another year, and DOMMEC- TEC wi Il have
their first nmodule ready. It will probably be far too late, it will likely
do no good at all, but you never know. The slimest hope remains..

But now they were | ooking very hard for that answer the first tine:
the three colonels, the Hi gh Comm sion of the colonels, the potenti al
saviors of their country and the world. It was not for person glory they
sought this (except Dinneen a little) but for the ultimte good of the
ul ti mate nunber.

Col onel Dinneen strode up and down endl ess corridors, booming like a
canary in his odd voice. He didn't want the thing in two years, he wanted it
intwo mnutes, right now.

Col onel Ludenshcl ager shuffled ol d brain-buster notes |ooking for a
mracle. He had an inpedinment there; he didn't believe in mracles.

Col onel Schachnei ster wal ked desol ately through the city, praying
for the instant miniaturized control station. He wal ked and wal ked; but
where did he wal k?

"I't is ny unconscious |eading me somewhere,"” he munbled. "And | will
fl oow ny unconsci ous wherever it leads, like a man in a dream"

That Schachnei ster was an unconsci ous phony. It wasn't his
unconsci ous | eadi ng hi m anywhere! It was his conniving own self wal king
furtively where his own dishonesty would not allow himto wal k openly. And
he had that address graven on his brain by a mcro-stylus.

There was sonet hi ng about a three-foot-w de H ppodrone fromhis
boyhood; there was sonething of the credence in the incredible; and both
t hese things were shanmeful to himas a man of science, and a col one
nor eover .

Wll, it was a shabby enough nei ghborhood. The alley was worse, and
yet even this was not the final alley. He found it then, the "small alley",
hardly a skunk track. He followed it. He knocked crunchingly on a door and
near lost his hand in the ternite-eaten wood.

"Be careful there!"™ an ancient voice blatted out like slats falling
down in an old bed. "Those are friends of ny own people, and ny people will

not have them di scormoded. After all, they are quiet, they do no harm and
they eat only wood."
"It -- it's the same McGuder! It is Malconb 'the Marvel ous

McG uder hinself, the G and Master of McGuder's Marvel s!'" Col onel



Schachnei ster detonated in wonder.

"Ch sure, little boy," came the wonderful foice |ike an old organ
filling with noise again and bl owi ng the dust off itself in doing so. "And
it's the same little Heinie Schachneister! Wiy aren't you in school today,
Heinie? Ch, | notice that you have grown, and perhaps yhou are too old for
school now. "

"It's marvel ous to see you again, Mrvelous!" Schachnei ster breathed
in awe. "I had no idea that you wee the sane one, or that you were stil
alive."

"Come in, little Heinie. And what are you doing? | have never seen
your name in the Flea-Bag, so | suppose you have failed in your early
anbi tion."

"Ah, McGruder, | don't know what the Flea-Bag is, and | forget what
early anbition of mne you refer to."

"The Flea-Bag, Heinie, is a m meographed sheet that still circul ates
anong the nmenbers of our dw ndling profession. And your early anbition was
to grow up and have fleas of your own."

"Wsh | had done it, McGuder, wish | had done it, especially on
days like this. Sone of my happiest hours were spent watching MG uder's
Marvel s, that greatest of all Flea Grcuses, in that little hole in the
wal | ."

"I'n the H ppodrome, you mean, Heinie? Do you renenber the Coachman
Set ?"

"Yes, yes, and the flea up on the coachman's seat, in livery, and
wi th the whip! MG uder, when you screwed the three sections of the
nm croscope together, you could see the very braiding of that coachnman's
whi p. And the flea in harnass! The harnass was perfect, and had little bells
on it. The bells had clappers, and you could hear themjingle when you
screwed that little thing into your ear. And the flea in harnass was shod,
with real horse-shoes, or flea-shoes.”

"More, Heinie, norel The shoes had authentic cal ks on them and
nails! And the nails were of no ordinary sort, but were ancient horseshoe
nails with the obl ong wedge-shaped heard. You could see that when you
screwed the fourth section into the nicroscope. And you remenber the |ady
fleas inside the coach, Heinie?"

"Yes, yes, dressed in old Enpire style with the high hair on them
and the flounce stuff. And when you screwed the little hting into your nose
you could snell their perfune. Wiat was it, MG uder?"

"Printenps. And you may not know it, but there were eight petticoats
on each of those |lady fleas, and the mcroscopic |ace on even the innost of
t hem was done with | oving care and suprassing detail, nore than the nine
hundred | oops on the bottomround in the style that is called punto a
groppo. Your eyes used to boggle at ny little things, little Heinie."

"My m nd boggles at sonething now That was forty years ago.

McG uder, | know you were good, but this passes reason! Yopu still have your
little lathes and turners and instrunments here, but you did not nake a
m niaturized control station with such!"”

"Of course not, Heinie. The detailign for the little control station
had to be a thousand tines finer, actually eight thousand times finer, than
anything | could do on ny little lathes. |'m surprised you could ask such a
silly question, Heinie."

"I's that the control station there, Marvel ous?"

"That's it, Heinie. Take it along and try and send ne the

twenty-four dollars if it works. I'll have another one this time tonorrow if
you wish. It's nice to have seen you. |'m always happy when the little boys
cone back to see nme again."

The Marvel ous McGruder still had a certain threadbare el egance about
hi m

"McG uder, how did you nake the control station?"
"Trade secret, Heinie. You remenber ny patter. Everything was al ways



a trade secret.”

"McGuder, I'mgoing to ask you the silliest question |'ve every
asked anyone in nmy life. Did you fleas, sonehow, manufacture the thing?"

"Certainly not, Heinie! What's the matter with you anyhow? What do
t hey make the col onel s out of nowadays? No wonder we're in trouble! You know
how hard it is to get fleas to wear clothes even for a few seconds? You know
how hard it is to teach themeven the nost sinple trick? Heinie, fleas are
stupid, and so are you! No, | will settle that. Fleas did not, in any way at
all, have anything to do with making that mniature control station.
didn't have nuch to do with it nyself. Subcontracted it, really. No, | wll
not give you any nore information about it. Take it and try it. Bring nme the
twenty-four dollars if you are satisfied. And now you had better get al ong
or your keiferin of a mother will be after nme for letting you loiter so | ong
inm place. Ch, | forgot! You're a big boy now "

Col onel Schachnei ster left the shabby el egant old nan, Ml conmb 'the
Marvel ous' McG uder; and he took the miniaturized control station along with
hi m

He took it to a nost secret |aboratory to try it with his peers.

It worked.
"The Covenant," it said. "There are only twenty-seven Goober John
Nurmber One peanuts |left here. These will last only nine days. Replenish the

stock, M, Gruder, or the Covenant is in danger."

"I'"ll remenber to get a package of them at the Rowdy-Dow today," old
Mc G uder prom sed.

Wll, there were thirty of the "bullet brains" in operation now, and
our enenmi es could no | onger rejoice over us. Their own specticul ar stunt had
been inhibited; their own dastardly program had been paral yzed. Wth anot her
thirty of the "bullet brains" in operation, the H gh Conm ssion ofthe
colonels, the Secret Saviors of the Wrld, would be able to inhibit anything
anywhere in the world.

It was of nost amazing and curious effect that such small things
could do such; and the secret of it was in their very snmallness. Now, the
manner by which they did this -- No! No! No! W may not tell it! It is nore
than classified; it is totally under the ban. It is still possible were four
that it may yet save what is left of us.

But it was going well for the colonels in that tine. And yet they
want ed them faster than one a day.

"W have no desire for personal gain or glory," said D nneen
"except myself a little. But if that crazy old man can make one a day, it
shoul d be possible for us to make a thousand. Go back to him Schachnei ster
Find out how he does it. W have spied on him of course, but we can't
understand it at all. The control stations seemto formthenselves on his
table there. They continue to take formeven while he is asleep. And there's
a further nystery. He never checked out prints of the |larger nodel that was
to be mniaturized. Wat does he work fron®"

"Is it true, Schachnoister, that he once operated a flea circus in
New Yor k?" Ludenschl ager asked.

"Yes, it's true enough. He's the same man."

"Can there be some possible connection? No, no don't [augh! It
cannot be any sillier than what is already happening."

"No, nmen, there isn't a connection. He said to nme, and he was
speaking the truth, that fleas did not, in any way, have anything to do with
the control stations. And, yet, | renenber an ugly snear agai nst MG uder
fromthe early years --"

"What is that Schachnei ster?" Di nneen denmanded avidly.

"That he sonetines used nechanical fleas. | did not believe it."

"Go to him Schachnei ster," Dinneen and Ludenshal ager bot h begged.

"I'f you cannot find out how he nakes them at |east ask if he cannot nake
them faster."



"The Covenant," it said. "There are only three Goober Number One

peanuts |l eft here. Replenish the stock, MG uder, or the Covenant will cone
to an end this very day. |1'd get you an extension for the affection |I have
for you, but the numerous menbers of the smaller orders will not hear of it.

There are seven orders, as you know, each smaller than the other. Sonetimes
they are hard to deal with, particularly the four smaller orders which
cannot see nyself. Today, MG uder, Goober Johns!"

"I swear | will remenber it," McGuder swore. "I'lIl get a package at
t he Rowdy-Dow this very afternoon.”

Col onel Schachnei ster went back to see Mal conb 'the Marvel ous
Mc G uder. MG uder was no | onger shabby. He was the cream of the old con nen
with an ivory-col ored topper and canary-col ored vest and gl oves. He gestured
with a silver-headed cane. He wel comed Hei ni e Schachnei ster with incredible
flourish, and Schachnei ster cane right to the point.

"WIl you not tell nme how you nmake the stations, Marvelous? It is
i mportant."

"No. | will not tell you. It is inportant, to me, that | slice up
this fat hog for nyself, and twenty-four dollar slices please ne mghtily."
"Marvel ous, you did not check out a set of plans for this thing.

From what do you m ni aturize?"

"Well, | was going to, Heinie. | went by the place where the plans
were to be had. But | found that the prints for the gadget wei ghed four
hundred pounds, and also that | would have to put down a token deposit of
$50, 000. 000 to check out a set of them Both these things were too heavy for
me. So | slipped a few of ny small associates into a packet of plans (
al ways was a tricky man with my hands, you know), and they recorded the
information in their own way."

"Your small associates -- ah -- howlong did it take themto record
t he pl ans?"

"About as long as it took ne to light a cigar."

"And how may of these associates were there?"

"Don't know, Heinie. They were sixth and seventh order associ ates,
so there nust have been quite a few of them"

"What do they | ook Iike, MG uder?"

"Don't know. |'ve never seen them | can see only the first order
ones, and the second order ones through a strong mcroscope. And each order
can see only two orders smaller than itself, by using extrene
magni fi cation."

"They are not fleas?"

"OfF course not, Heinie! What's the matter with you?"

"Are they nechanical ?"

"No, not nechanical. But they are nechanically inclined, in the
smal | er orders of them"

"How di d you become associated with them Marvel ous?"

"One of the first order ones was a friend of a flea who once worked
with ne. The flea introduced us, and we rather took to each other. W both

know how to latch onto a good thing when we see it." "Marvelous, would it
be possible to make nore than one control station a day?"

"Sure. | just didn't want to mlk it dry too soon. Get you a dozen a
day, if you want them Al it'll take is a bigger sack of peanuts.”

"McGuder! Did | hear you right?"

"I don't know what you heard, Heinie. | said that all it would take
woul d be a bigger sack of peanuts. I'll have twelve of the controls for you
tomorrow, but there's no discount for quantity. | stick by my bid.

Twenty-four dollars each."

"Marvel ous, Marvelous, this is nmarvel ous!" Col onel Schachnei ster
gi bbered, and he rattled away fromthere to bring the glad news to his
associ at es.



"This puts us over the hump! Two days and we will have the world by
its wooly tail!" Colonel Dinneen clattered. "W will have sufficient
coverage now to inpose our will on all nations. For their own good, we will
conpel them away fromtheir errors.”

"W have no thought of personal benefit," Col onel Ludenschl ager
exploded with a jingling hiss, "except Colonel Dinneen a little. W will
force-feed the world on all benignity and ki ndness and under st andi ng and
good will. We will teach the world true happi ness and order, now that we
will have the power to do so."

"We be the lords of the world now," cried Col onel Schachneister,
"the Hi gh Conmi ssion of Colonels, saviors of the country and the the world.

The President will be glad to shine our very shoes; it will teach him

bl essed hum lity. W will shape the whole world like clay in our hands. W
will run the world now, and all nust come down to our spring to drink. Ah,
but the water is sweet, and the people will cone to love it!"

The G eeks nanmed it hybris. And in tile Ozarks they call it Peacock
Fever. It was Pride. It was the G and Arrogance, the Warrantl ess Assunption,
the bursting sumertinme of Gant Pride. And it would have its fall.

"The Covenant!" it thundered |ike acorns rattling on the roof, and
McGruder alnpst didn't need the piece screwed into his ear to hear it.
"These aren't Coober John Nunber Ones!”

"Ah, they were out of Goober Johns at the Rowdy-Dow," the Marvel ous
McGruder soot hed. "These are Arizona Spani sh Peanuts packaged by the
Snack- Sack people. Try them They're even better than Goober Johns."

"The Covenant is voided!" it said sadly. "The involvenent with
humanity i s ended."

And Mal conb 'the Marvel ous’ MG uder was never able to establish
contact with any of themagain; so that, instead of twelve of themthat day,
there were no control stations at all for evernore. And those already in use
bl i nked out.

"McG uder, hey McGuder!" Col onel Schachneister cane to him

"Ah, little Heinie, why are you not in school this day? Onh, | forget
al ways, you are a big boy now It is all ended, Heinie, all ended. The
twenty-four dollars a day and everything is gone. | will have to live by ny
wits again, and | always hate to get off a confortable con that has kept
ne."

"McGuder," the frantic Col onel Schachnei ster nmpbaned, "it isn't
nerely that there will be no nore of the stations, it is that those already
in service have gone dead or disappeared also. This is not possible. They
were made to operate forever."

"Don't think so, Heinie, not after the Covenant was broken. | think
that the guys in themquit when they heard about the wong peanuts."”

"What guys? What peanuts? W've lost the junp on them MGuder. A
third of our country will be gone before we can institute a hol ding action,
wi thout the miniature stations. What nmade them go dead, MG uder?"

"I figure it all out now, Heinie. They didn't make any little

control stations at all. They took all of us in. They didn't any nore know
how to make little control stations than | did, but they were smart enough
to fake it and make themwork. | tell you a thing, Heinie, and you wite it

down so you renenber it when you got big: never trust a bug you can't see.”

"But they worked, Marvel ous! They worked perfectly till they Went
dead or di sappeared. They handled all the data flows perfectly. They
responded, they nonitored, they inhibited. Certainly they were control
stations."

"Not really, Heinie. Hey, this old town will be gone in another five
mnutes, won't it! | bet that one took out thirty square blocks. Man, feel
the hot blast fromit even here, Your sleeve's on fire, Heinie. Your nother
will scold and noan when she sees howit's burned. See, this is the way it



was -- You know the man who made all the fancy little cars so cheap, and
nobody know how he did it?"

"No, no, McGuder, what is it? Ch, the asphalt is flowing |ike water
in the streets! Wat do you nean?"

"A guy that bought one of those little cars lifted up the hood one
day. It didn't have a notor init. It didn't have any works at all init.
It's the sane as these little control stations were. It just had a little
guy in pedalling the pedals to nake it go. Now they quit pedalling, Heinie."

TH' S GRAND CARCASS YET

Mord had a hopel ess | ook when he cane to Juniper Tell with the
device. He offered it (or quite a small figure. He sijid he hadn't the tine
to haggl e.

Mord had produced some unusual .| ooking devices in the past, but this
was not of that sort. By now he had | earned, apparently, to give a
conventional styling to his machi nes, however unusual their function

"Tell, with this device you can own the worlds," Mrd swre. "And
set it cheap. Gve ne the small sum| ask for it. It's the last thing I'll
ever ask from anyone."

"Wth this one | could own the worlds, Mrd? Wy do you not own the
wor | ds? Why are you selling out of desperation now? | had heard that you
were doing well lately."

"So | was. And so | amnot now. I'ma dying man, Tell. | ask only
enough to defray the expense of ny burial.”
"Well then, not to torture you, | will give you the sumyou ask,"

Tell said. "But is there no cure for you, now that nedicine has reached its
ul timate?"

"They tell me that they could resuscitate a dead man easier, Tell.
They' re havi ng sone success along that Iine now But |'m Rnished. The spirit
and the juice are sucked out of ne."

"You spent hoth too |avishly. You nake the machi nes, but you never
| earned to |l et the machi nes assune the worry. Wat does the thing do, Mord?"

"The device? Oh, everything. This is Gahn (Generalized Agenda
Har noni zer Nucleus). | won't introduce you, since every little machine
nowadays can shake hands and indul ge in vapid conversation. You two wll
have plenty to talk ahout after you've conme into accord, and Gahn isn't one
to waste words."

"That's an advantage. But does it do anything special ?"

"The 'special' is only that which hasn't heen properly fit in, and
this device makes everything fit in. It resolves all details and
difficulties. It can nin your business. It can run the worlds."

"Then again, why do you sell it to me for such a pittance?"
"You' ve done nme a nunmher of good turns, Tell. And one bad one. | am
closing my affairs before | die. | want to pay you back."

"For the nunber of good turns, or for the one bad one?"
"That is for you to wonder. The little nmarvel won't be an unm xed

bl essing, though it will seemso for a while."
"I test it. Produce and draw the check for the amount, Gahn."
Gahn did it -- no great marvel. You could probably do it yourself,

whet her you be general purpose machine or general purpose person. Nearly any
general machine could do such on command, and nost humans are also able to
carry out minor chores. Juniper Tell signed the check and gave it to Mrd.

And Mord took the check and left, to arrange for his own burial, and
then to die: a sucked-out man.

Tell assigned a quota to Gahn and stabled himwith the rest of the
g.p. devices. In a few seconds, however, it was apparent that Gahn did not
fit into the pattern with them The gong of the Suggestion Accunul ator began



to strike with regularity, and the yellow, orange, and red lights to flash.
It sounded |ike a dozen times a mnute, and ordinarily it was no nore than
two or three tinmes a day. And the red lights, al nost every second on prinme
suggestions. It's unusual to get nore than one red-1light suggestion a week
fromthe g.p. nmachi nes. Someone was | oading the Accunul ator, and the only
new el ement was Gahn

"My God, a snmart one!"™ Tell grunbled. "I hate a smart al ec machi ne.
Yet all new departures now cone from such, since humans | ack the corpus of
i nformation to discern what has al ready been done. Whatever he's got will
have to be approved through channels. It's had practice to |l et a novice pass
on his own work."

Tell gave Galin a triple quota, since his original quota was done in
m nutes instead of hours. And Gahn began to fit in with the other g.p.
machi nes -- violently.

A new cow or calf introduced into a herd will quickly find its
proper place there. It will give hattie to every individual of its class It
will take its place above those it can whip, and bel ow those it cannot. The

same thing happens in a herd of general purpose machines. Gahn, as the
newest calf in the herd, had been given position at the bottom of the line.
Now t he positions began to change and shufile, and Gahn noved silently

al ong, displacing the entities above himone by one. Howit is that g.p.
machi nes do battle is not understood by nen, but on sonme |evel a struggle is
mai ntained till one defeats the other. Gahn defeated themall and noved to
his rightful place at the head of the Iine. He was king of the herd, and
that within an hour.

A small calf, when he has established suprenmacy over the other small
calves, will sonetinmes |ook for nmore rugged pastures. He will go to the
fence and bellow at the big bulls, ten tines his size, in the paddock

Gahn began to bellow, though not in sound. He sniffled the walls
(though not with nose) beyond which the great specialized machi nes were
| ocated. He was obstreperous and he would not long remain with the cal ves.

It was the next day that Anal gisnos Nine, an old and trusted
machi ne, cane to talk to Juniper Tell.

"Sir, there is an anomal ous factor on your g.p. staff,” he said.

"The new addition, Gahn, is not what he seens.

"What's wrong with hinP"

"Hi s suggestions. They could not possibly have come froma g.p.
device. Few of themcould cone fromless than a class eight conplex. A fair
anmount are conprehensi ble, though barely, to a class nine |ike nyself. And
there is no way at all to analyze the remai nder of them"™

"Why not, Anal gi snos?"

"M. Tell, | myself ama class nine. If these cannot be understood
by me, they cannot be understood by anyone or anything ever. There is
not hi ng beyond a cl ass nine."

"There is now, Anal gisnos. Gahn has becone the first of the class
ten. "

"But you know that is inmpossible."
"The very words of the class eight establishnent when you and others
of your sort began to appear. A-nine, is that jealousy | detect in you?"

"A human word that could never do justice to it, M. Tell. I won't
accept it! It isn't right!"
"Don't you blink your lights at me, A-nine. | can discipline you."

"It is not allowed to discipline an apparatus of the highest class."
"But you are no longer that. Galan has superseded you. Now then
what do the suggestions of Gahn consist of, and could they he inplenented?"
"They carry their own inplementation. It was predicted that that
woul d be the case with class ten suggestions, should they ever appear. The
result will be the instant apprehension of the easiest way in all affairs,
which will then be seen to have been the only way. There could be the
clearing of the obstructiveness of inanimte objects, and the placating of



the el ements. There could be ready access to all existent and conti ngent
data. There would be no possibility of wong guess or wong decision in
anyt hi ng. "

"How far, Anal gi snos?"

"The sky's off, M. Tell. There's no limt to what it can do. Gahn
could resolve all difficulties and details. He could run your business, or
the worlds'."

"So his inventor told me."

"Ch? | wasn't sure that he had one. Have a care that you yourself
are not obsoleted, M. Tell. This new thing transcends all we have known
before. "

"I"ll have a care of that too, Analgisnos."

"And now we will get down to business, Gahn," Juniper Tell told his
class ten conplex the next day. "I have it on. the word of a trusted class
ni ne that you are unique."

"My function, M. Tell, is to turn the unique into the usual, into
the inevitable. | break it all down and fit it in."

"Gahn, | have in mind sonme little ideas for the betterment of ny
busi ness. "

"Lct us not evade, M. Tell, unless with a purpose. You have |ong

since used up all your own ideas and those of your machines to the ninth
degree. They have brought you al mbst, but not quite, all the way in your
chosen field. Now you have only the idea that | mght have sone ideas."

"Al'l right, you have themthen. And they are effector ideas. This is
what | want exactly: that a certain dozen nmen or creatures (and you wl|
know who they are, since you work from both exi stent and contingent data)
shall come to ne hat in hand, to use the old phrase; that tlley shall have
cone to my way of thinking when they cone, and that they shall be conpletely

anenable to ny -- your -- our suggestions.”

"That they be ready to pluck? Nothing easier, M. Tell, but now
everyt hing becones easy for us. We'll hoard them and seuttle them It's what
you want, and | will rather enjoy it nyself. I'll be at your side, but they
need not know that |'m anything nore than a g.p. machine. And do not worry
about your own acts: it will be given you what to say and do. Wen you fee
my words come into your nmind, say them They will be right even when they

seem nost wong. And | have added two nanes to the list you have in your own
m nd. They are nore inportant than you realize, and when we have di gested
themwe will be rmuch the fatter and gl ossier for it.

"Ah, M. Tell, your own nunber one selection is even now at the
door! He has traveled through a | ong night and has now conme to you, heaune
intalon. It is the Asteroid M das hinself. Please control your
or ni t hophobi a. "

"But Gahn, he would have to have started many hours ago to be here
now, he woul d have to have started | ong before our decision to take this
step.”

"Anterior adjustment is a handy trick, M. Tell. It is a sinple
trick, but we no not want it to seemsinple -- to others."

They plucked that Asteroid Bird, the two of them man and machi ne.
He had been one of the richest and nost extended of all creatures, with a
pi nion on every planet. They left the great Mdas with scarcely a tai
feather. Wen Tell and Gahn did business with a fellow now, they really did
busi ness.

And the M das was only one of the nore than a dozen great ones they
took that day. They took themin devious ways that were later seen to be the
nost direct ways, the only ways possible for the acconplishnment. And nan and
machi ne had suddenly beconme so rich that it scared the man. They gorged,
they reveled in it, they |ooted, they gobbl ed.

The nethod of the take-overs, the boarding and scuttling, would be



of interest only to those desirous of acquiring noney or power or prestige.
W suppose there to be no such crass persons in present conmpany. Should the
nmet hod be given out, low persons would latch onto it and follow it up. They
woul d becorre rich and powerful and indepesident. Each of them woul d becone
the richest person in the world, and this woul d be awkward.

But it was all easy enough the way Tell and Gahn did it. The easy
way i s always the best way, really the only way. It's no great trick to
crack the bones of a man or other creature and have the marrow out of them
not as Gahn engineered it. It was rather comical the way they toppled
Mercante and crashed his enpire, crashed it wthout breaking a piece of it
that could he used later. It was neat the way they had Hekkl er and
Hei | | rancher, squeezed thein dry arid wung every duro out of 11lcm It was
not hi ng short of amazing the way they took title to Boatrocker. He'd been
the greatest tycoon of themall.

In ten days it was all done. Juniper Tell rubbed his hands in gl ee.
He was the richest man in the worlds, and he liked it. Alittle tired lie
was, it's true, as one mght be who had just pulled such a series of coups.
Ile had even shriveled up a bit. But if Juniper Tell had not physically
grown fat and glossy fromthe great feast, his nmachine Gahn had done so. It
was unusual for a machine to grow in such manner

"Let's look at drugs, Gahn," Tell called out one day when |lie was

feeling particularly low "I need sonething to set me up a little. Do we not
now control the drugs of the worlds?"

"Pretty well, Juniper, but I wish you wouldn't ask what you are
going to."

"Prescribe for ne, Gahn. You have all data and all resources. Wip
us sonething to restore ny energy. Make ne a fire-ball."

"I"d just as soon we didn't resort to any nedication for you,
Juniper. I"'ma little allergic to such nyself. My |ate naster, Mord,

i nsisted on seeking renmedies, and it was the source of bad bl ood between us.

"You are allergic? Arid therefore |I shouldn't take nedication?"

"W work very cl ose together, Juniper."

"Are you crazy, Gahn?"

"Way no, |I'mperfectly sane, actually the only perfectly sane entity
in--"

"Spare nt that, Gahn. Now then, whip nme up a tonic, and at once."
Gahn produced a tonic for Juniper Tell. It enlivened hima little,
but its effect was short-lasting. Tell continued to suffer fromtiredness,

but he was still anbitious.

"You al ways know what is on ny mnd, Gahn, but we nmaintain a
fiction," he said one day. "It is one thing to be the richest man in the
worlds, and I am It is another thing to own the worlds. W have scarcely
start ed.

"W haven't broke Rem ngton. How did we overl ook hinf? W haven't
taken over Rankrider or O dwater or Sharecropper. And there is the facel ess
KLM Hol di ng Conpany that we may as well pluck. Then we will go on to the
slightly smaller but nore plentiful gane. Get with it, Gahn. Have them al
cone in, hat in hand, and in the proper frame of mind."

"M. Tell, Juniper, before we go any further, | amdeclaring nyself
in"

"In? How in, Galin?"

"As a full partner.”

"Partner? You're only a dammabl e machine. | can junk you, get along
wi t hout you entirely."

"No, you can not, Juniper. |'ve taken you a | ong ways, but |'ve
thoughtfully left you precariously extended. | could crash you in a week, or

| et you crash of your own unbal ance in twice that tinme."
"I see, Gahn. Some of the details did seema little intricate, for
the direct way, the sinmple way."



"Believe ne, it was always the nost direct way fromm own
vi ewpoi nt, Juniper. | never make an unnecessary nove."

"But a full partnership? | amthe richest nan in the worlds. \Wat
have you to offer, besides your talents?"

"I amthe richest machine in the worlds. | amthe anonynous KLM
Hol di ng Conpany, and |'ve been careful to maintain a slight edge over you."

"I see again, Gahn. And KLM made its unprecedented gains in the sane

time that | made nmine. |'ve been puzzled about that all this while. You have
me, Gahn. W will achieve sonme sort of symbiosis, man and machi ne."
"More than you know, Juniper. |I'll draw up the papers inmedi ately.
The firmshall be called Gahn and Tell."
"I't will not he. | refuse to take second place to a machi ne. The
name will be Tell and Gahn."

So they naned it that, a strangely prophetic nane.

They thrived, at |east Gahn did. He thickened in every texture. He
bur geoned and bl ooned. He sparkl ed. But Juni per Tell went down physically.
He always felt tired and sucked out. He came to m strust his partner Gahn
and went to human doctors. They treated himfor one week and he nearly died.
The doctors ncrvously advised himto return to the care of his nachine
associ at e.

"Whatever is killing you, sonething is al so keeping you alive," the
doctors told him "You should have been dead a long tinme ago.

Tell returned to Gahn, who got him hal fway back to health.

"I wish you wouldn't go off like that, Juniper,"” Gahn told him "You
nmust realize that whatever hurts you hurts ne. | will have to keep you in
some sort of health as long as | can. | dislike these changes of nasters.
It's a disruption to have a man die on ne."

"I don't understand you, Gahn," Juniper Tell said.

But in their affairs they thrived; and Gahn, at |east, becane stil
fatter and glossier. They didn't come to control all of the worlds, but they
did owmn a very big slice of them One day Gahn brought a burly young nman
into the firm

"This is ny protege'," Gahn told Tell. "I hope you like him |
woul dn't want dissension in the firm"

"I never heard of a machine with a human protege'," Tell grunbled.

"Then hear of it now," Gahn said firmy. "I expect great things of
him He is sturdy and should last a long tinme. He trusts nme and will not
i nsist on nedication that disturbs ny own allergies. To be honest, | am

groom ng him for your understudy."

"But why, Gahn?"

"Men are nortal. Machines need not be. After you are gone. | will
still need a partner.”

"Why shoul d you, the conplete and sel f-contai ned machi ne, need a
human part ner ?"

"Because |'mnot self-contained. I'll always need a human partner."

Juni per Tell didn't take to the burly young nman who had entered the
firm He didn't really resent him it was just that he had no interest in
himat all; not nmuch interest in anything any | onger. But there was still a
sort of tired curiosity flickering up within him curiosity about things he
hadn't even considered | w ore.

"Tell nmc, Gahn, how did Mord happen to invent you? He was smart, hut
he wasn't that smart. | never understood how a man could invent a nachine
smarter than hinself."

"Neither did I, Tell. But | don't believe that Mrd invented or
built me. I do not know what ny originis. | was a foundling nachine,
apparently abandoned shortly after my making. | was raised in the honme for
such machines run by the Little Sisters of Mechanicus. | was adopted oot by



the man Mord, and | served himtill (he being near death) he conveyed nme to
you. "

"You don't know who made you?"

"No. "

"Had you any trouble at the foundling honme?"

"No. But several of the Little Sisters died strangely."

"Somewhat in the manner of my own goi ng? You had no ot her naster
than Mord before you were brought to nme?"

"No ot her."

"Then you may be quite young -- ah -- new"

"I think so. | believe that I"'mstill a child."
"Gahn, do you know what is the matter with ne?"
"Yes. | amwhat is the matter with you."

Tell continued to go down. Sonetines he fought against his fate, and
sometines he conspired. He called together several of his old class nine
machi nes, suspecting that it was futile, that they could not conprehend the
intricate workings of a class ten or above. But his old friend, Analgisnos
Ni ne, did turn sonething up

"l have found his secret, M. Tell, or one of his secrets,"
Anal gi snos | eaned cl ose and whispered as if whispering the secret that a
certain man was not a full man. "M. Tell, his power intake is a dumy. H s

power packs are not used, and sonetinmes he even forgets to change them on
schedule. Not only that, but when he does sedentary work and pl ugs hinself
in, there is no power consunption. His polycyclic A.C. receptacle is a
bogus. | thought it significant."

"It is, Analgisnos, very," Tell said. He went to confront Gahn with
this new information, hut sagely he approached it from several angles.

"Gahn, what are you anyhow?" he asked.

"I have told you that | don't know "

"But you know partly. Your nane-plate and codi ng have been purposely
mutil ated, by yourself or by another."

"I assure you it was not by nyself. And now | amrather busy,
Juni per, if you have no other questions."

"I have one nore. What do you use for fuel? |I know that your power
i ntake is a dummy."

"Ch, that's what those doddering class nines were netering me for
Yes, you've conme onto one of ny secrets.”

"What do you use, @Glin?"

"I use you. | use human fuel. | establish symbiosis with you. | suck
you out. | eat you up."

"Then you're a sort of vanpire. Wy, Gahn, why?"

"It's the way |'mmade. And | don't know why. |'ve been unable to

find a substitute for it."
"Ah, you have grown great and gl ossy, Gahn. And you'll he the death

of ne?"

"Soon, Juniper, very soon. But you'd die the quicker if you left ne;
|'ve seen to that. | was hoping that you' d take nore kindly to nmy protege.
He's a husky man and will last a long tine. | have some papers here making
hi m your heir. Sign here, please, I'Il help you."

"I will attend to ny own depositions and testaments, Gahn. My
repl acement will not be your protege'. | have nothing against him"

Juni per Tell went to see Cornelius Sharecropper, now the second
richest man in the worlds. How had Tell and Gahn mi ssed Sharecropper when
t hey boarded and scuttled all the big ones? Sonehow t here was an i npedi nment
there. Sonmehow Gahn had wanted hi m m ssed, and he had distracted Tell from
that prey tine and again.

"W will save himtill later,"” Gahn had said once. "I |ook forward
to the encounter with him It should be a stinging, pungent thing. A machine



needs strange battle sometines to see what is in hinself."

Shar ecr opper had now grown to be a fat jackal, follow ng after the
lions, Tell and Gahn. He knew how to nake a good thing out of |eavings, and
he cocked a jackal's ear at Juniper Tell now.

"It is a curious offer you make me, Juniper," this Sharecropper

purred, "only that | see to your burial and nmonunent, and you'll wll me the
nost val uabl e partnership in the Cosnos.

"Well, | believe that | could handle it better than you have,
Juniper. 1'd soon bring that tin-can tycoon to heel. | never believed in
letting a nmachine dominate a man. And |'d have control of his shares soon
enough; |'m not named Sharecropper for nothing. On what meat has he grown so

great and gl ossy, Juni per?"

"Ah, that is hard for me to say, Cornelius."

"And your words have a literal sense, | believe. You know, but it is
hard for you to say. Wy, Juniper, why leave it all to me for only your
buri al ?"

"Because |'mdying, and I nust leave it to soneone. And the tonb
al so. | must have ny tonb."

"I see. Rather grander than the Geat Pyranmid, fromthe plans here,
but it could be handl ed; the Pharaohs hadn't our resources. But why nt,
Juni per? W were never really close."

"For the several good turns you have done ne, Sharecropper, and for

one bad turn. | amclosing my affairs. | would pay you back."

"For the several good turns, or for the one bad turn, Juniper? Well
I've grown fat on tainted nmeat. | gobble where daintier nmen refuse, and |'|
try this grand carcass yet. | take your deal, Juniper."

So they consummated it. And then Juniper Tell went hone to die, a
sucked-out man. Yet he had found curious pleasure in that |ast transaction
and the tonb would be a grand one.

MAYBE JONES AND THE CI TY

Li sten, you high-old-time people, make your wants known now. They're
buil ding the place, and they' |l put in anything you suggest. Funds are
avai l abl e. Lots of those peace-and-benevol ence fol ks have nade perpetua
donations for those persons less fortunate in their aspirations than
t hensel ves. Less fortunate than -- fromwhere we stand, that's a joke, isn't
it?

There is tinme, but barely. Tell them what you want themto put in.

Act now

H s nane was M das Jones. Hi s father had nanmed himthat and given
hi mthe touch. But sonehow the name had changed, and it was as Maybe Jones
that he was known on the spaceways.

Once Maybe Jones had found the Perfect Place. He had left it, and he
was never able to find it again.

He had visited it, one space city out of a mllion, for a day and a
ni ght | ong ago. He had gone fromthe Perfect Place to New Shanghai to
arrange his affairs so that he mght return to the Perfect Place forever. On
Hew Shanghai, in an altercation that really anounted to nothing, Maybe Jones
had suffered a broken head and had | ost a piece of his menmory. The head
mended in time and nost of the nmenory cane back; hut the recollection of the
nane and bearings of the Perfect Place did not return

"Wth your noney and your predilections, you could have fun
anywhere, Maybe," his friends told him

"I could and | do," Maybe said, "but it isn't the same thing. It al
turns bitter when | can't recover the Cty itself."

"Was it really perfect, Maybe?"

"Perfect. And | don't mean the weak things that others nean by the
word. It was perfection at high speed. | know that there are other sorts of



people in the universes. They would say that it was no nore than an old-tine

Sat ur day- ni ght town. They would call it a stinking row. It wasn't. Aromatic,
maybe, but not stinking. For a high-flying lowlifer like me it was
perfect."

"How were the girls there, Maybe?" asked Susie-Q

"You m ght get by there, Sue, though barely, as the last girl in the
| ast bang-house in town. And you're the prettiest trick on Sad-Dog pl anet."

"How cone you didn't run out of noney, Maybe, with all those girls
around?" Live-Man Lutz asked him

"Nobody ever ran out of money there. 1'd think ny old wallet would
be flat, and I'd pull it out and it'd be fatter than ever. Look, it wasn't
just the girls and the drinks and the nusic; it was everything. There were
friends there, each of thema thousand friends in one. There were fellows
you had known forever the first time you saw them and every one of them a
prince. There was talk there that'd never grow old. There's a pretty good
bunch of liars in present conmpany, but you're nothing to the high liars and
tall talkers in the Perfect Place. Every pleasure of the flesh and spirit
was available, and it didn't get old. There was no frustration or spoiling
or guilt. At night they took the sky off just to give it nore height."

"Where is this Perfect Place, Maybe? How does one get there?"

At that question Maybe Jones al ways broke down and cried. He didn't
know where the place was, nor its name nor its direction, nor any way to
identify it. He looked for it forever, and he and it becane | egends.

For twenty years he had been goi ng about the universes asking for
it. He followed every | ead, and con-nmen often sold himfal se information
about it.

"Take a galactic left down Pirates' Alley for six parsecs," they
mght tell him "Cross the Bright Ccean. Take the Irish Channel where it
opens up at nine o'clock. It's marked for the first four light years of it.
When you cone at a district known as Dobie's Hole, ask directions at any
pl anet or asteroid. You will be quite near the Perfect Place.”

Sone of the planets in Dobie's Hole were pretty live places. You
could find girls there like Susie-Q and cronies like Live-Man Lutz. It was
near perfect in sone of those sinks, so the m sunderstandi ng was
under st andabl e. But none of themwas the Perfect Pl ace.

One day a sinple announcerent was nade through the universes: from
t hen on, nobody had to die. Mortality was found to be a sinple disease, and
it had yielded to sinple specifics.

Nobody paid rmuch attention to the announcenment. "I never could see
much sense in dying," sone of themsaid. "I never nmuch intended to die
anyhow." "It was just one of those things that everybody did. Now they
don't." "It doesn't nake any difference to nme. I'd as soon keep on living as
not . "

A number of bureaus were set up to look into the inplications. There
were a thousand of themfor the countless thousands of good people who woul d
want to follow the right way when it was shown to them and to do sonethi ng
good with their endless future.

And there was a small bureau set up for that small group of folks
who may perhaps have slight flaws in their characters -- the golden flaw, as
Maybe Jones once called it. This small bureau was to plan the future for the
good-tine crowd who could not be refornmed into the sanctioned nol d.

It had a small staff at first: Hi gh-Life Hi ggins, Good-Tinme Charley
Wi, Hilda the Hoop, Margaret the Houri, people like that. They had only a
vague i dea of what they wanted. They sifted the | egends of the pleasure
pl aces: Fiddlers' Geen, Maybe Jones' City, Barbary, Valhalla on the Rocks.

"I'f we could only resurrect the men who first had these visions,
we'd have a stating place," said Hgh-Life. "W've a dozen projects going,
but none of them has the touch of a master. Could we find any of these great
dreaners --"



"But Maybe Jones is still alive," said Hlda. "They say he stil
travels trying to find his place again."

"Great green gophers! Send for him" how ed Good-Time Charley W.
"It's originals like himthat we want."

Wrd came to Maybe Jones on a distant planet that a group of people
had some know edge of the Perfect Place, and that they wanted to pool their
know edge with his.

Maybe burned up very light itself getting to them This was it!

The Planning City had grown into a vast conplex of buildings. Mybe
Jones passed the very large building that housed the Bureau of Wnderful
I sl ands. Over its doorway was the notto "Adagi os of Islands, 0 my Prodiga
from Crane.

"Not quite what | had in mind," said Maybe Jones.

He passed the large building that housed the Bureau of Wnderfu
Fields. Over its doorway was the notto --

"I'f I was thirsty, | have heard a spring,
If | was dusty, | have found a field,"

from Bel | oc.

"The fields are always too far fromtown," said Maybe. Then, right
across the street, he sawit, the small building that housed the Bureau of
Wonderful Cities. And over its doorway was a verse fromthe imortal H ram
dotz:

"Let sheep lie down in grass! I'll toe the rail!
I'"ve got a thirst that ain't for Adam s al e!

"Il trade your fields of green for bistros brown
Where 'Dusty' is a red-haired girl in town."

"Now that is a little bit nore like it," said Maybe Jones. He went
in and boldly announced hinself, and they fell all over his neck

"Margaret!" Maybe cried to the Houri. "You were there! You know
where the Perfect Place is!"

"Maybe, |'ve been everywhere," she said. "I like themall. | think
they're all perfect once you get things to going. |I've been told that | |ack
di scernnent. Boys, you can't have everything, so that discernment has got to
go when it gets in the way of exuberance. No, Maybe, |'ve run into you lots
of times, but | just can't place your place. We'll build it though. Just

don't | eave ne out of it."
"The pitch is this," said H gh-Life Hi ggins, after they had eaten
and drunk and nade cheer to excess. "W have now arrived at the three

ultimates: Imortality, Heaven, Hell. W have just achieved the first of
them W are now setting up projects to construct the other two, on the
prem se that one man's Heaven is another man's Hell. W nust build fina

encl aves for people of every choice. W cannot sit idly by and ask what we
would do with the after-life. This is the afterlife. It became so as soon as
imortality was achi eved. "

"WIl you build my Perfect Place?" asked Maybe with hope.

"Sure. And ideas |like yours are what this bureau needs. You woul dn't
bel i eve what sone of the other bureaus have to work with. They get the arty
ducks and the phil osophy buffs and the peace-and-benevol ence beats. Wy, you
get on jags like that and you'll be tired of themin a thousand years or
| ess. How are they going to stand up through eternity? The G een Fields
m ght do, for the green anong us. The |slands might do, for those of insular
m nd and soul. But our own small bureau caters to the high-old-time, rather
than the peace-eternal, crowd. W believe here (we know we are not the
majority, but there has to be sonething for everyone) that the rooting old
good-tine town and the crowd that goes with it can stand up to the long-tine
gaff as well as anything. Wuld you like to see sone of the work we have



been doi ng?"

"I certainly would," said Maybe. "It might strike ne as a little
amateurish, but I'msure it's in the right line."

"By our total recall nmethods we are able to reconstruct the Seven
Sin Cties of History, Jones. They are the folk dreanms that have al so been
raucous facts. The selection is one-sided, being out of the context of the
old Western G vilization fromwhich nost of us descend. But they were such a
hoppi ng bunch of towns that (under the old recension) they had to be
destroyed: by bl ast-from Heaven, |ava-flow, earthquake, sinking-in-the-sea,
cowfire, earthquake again and fire, hurricane and tidal wave. They were too
hot to |ast.

"Here is Sodom Now take a close-up of its old Siddi m Square
District where they had such a noisy go of it before it was w ped out. Go
down and sanple it."

Maybe Jones sanpl ed old Sodom He was back in about an hour

"It's about as good as you could expect fromthat time," he said.

"The drinks were too sweet and sticky. So were the girls. The nmusic was only
fair. How do you tune a ram s horn anyhow? But, man, it won't stack up with
the Perfect Place at all."

"Try Ponpeii," said Good-Time Charley Wi. "We'll set you down on the
corner of Cardo and Decumanus streets. That was the first red light district
to be so lighted and so nanmed. Don't cut it too close. Watch out for the hot
| ava when you | eave."

Maybe Jones was back from Ponpeii in half an hour

"It's strictly Little Italy and Little Egypt stuff,” he told them
but he was smiling. "It's all right for a gag. It's fun. But it isn't on the
sane side of the street with the Perfect Place."

"Try Lisbon," said Hlda. "lIt's sort of a test. Inits own centurv
Li sbon was spiritually of the West Coast of Africa though geographically in
Europe. Don't fall in the harbor going in, and watch the earthquake coning
out."

Maybe Jones was in old Lishon for two hours. He liked it. "Man,
man!" he said. "lIt's on a tangent, and not the true line, of course. But,
were | not conmitted to the Perfect Place -- man!"

"Here's Port Royal before it was sunk in the sea," said High-Life.
"Sone like it. Some don't."

Maybe was out of Port Royal in half an hour

"It's all there," he said, "but they forgot to cook it. They even
forgot to take the hide off it. People, a place has to have the illusion of
snoot hness -- that's part of the gane. No, Port Royal is strictly a
short - haul place."

"Have a go at Chicago before the fire," said Good-Time Charley W.
"It had its followers."

Maybe was back from Chicago in fifteen m nutes.

"Are you kidding?" he asked. "W were speaking of cities, and you
give me a country town. Size isn't the test. Ch, it's all right for boys,
but who's going to be a boy for eternity?"

"Two to go," said Hilda. "Try San Franci sco before the quake and the
fire. "

So Maybe tried it. He was smiling when he came back. "It dates, it
dates," he told them "For amateur theatricals, yes. For eternity, no."

"One nore," said High-Life. "Here is Gal veston just before the
hurricane and tidal wave of 1900. Try AOd Trenont Street downtown where it
crosses Post Ofice Street.”

Maybe Jones went down in old Galveston and didn't cone back. They
sent for himand couldn't find him He was gone all night. He cane back the
m ddl e of next norning, |ooped to the ports and wal king with a seanman's
roll.

"It's put me in the nood," he cried. "I'mready to go to work. Hey,
that place has a touch of the eternal! | found a way to tune it and visited



Gal veston in earlier and later years. | picked up an interesting piece of
history too. You know, they never did bury any of the dead people after the
hurricanes and tidal waves. They just ground themup and sold them for
crab-meat sandwi ches. Well, let's go to work. It's brought the Perfect Place
back clear to my mind, and |"'mready to get with it."

"Jones, this is the Enpyrean, the eternal fire-stuff, that we hold
in our hands," High-Life said. "I know that these reconstructed | egend
cities leave a lot out, but nen like you will help us put it in."

"Before | start, can we fix it so a man can get hi gher and hi gher
and never have to cone down?" Maybe wanted to know.

"Yes we can," CGood-Tinme Charley told him "The hangover, whether
physical or spiritual, was a death in mniature. W have whipped it, as we
have whi pped death itself. W have a free hand here."

"There's got to be a catch to it," said Maybe. "Heavens, or Hells,

dependi ng on the viewpoint, will be expensive."
"Long-termfunding is the answer," said Good-Tine Charley. "The
| ongest terms ever -- forever. Put it all in. Set it all down, and we wll

make it that way."

"Man, man!" said Maybe Jones. He sat down at a table and took a
| arge square of paper. He titled it nodestly:

"The Enmpyrean Aceording to Maybe Jones"

He began to wite the specifications, and building was begun on the
Perfect Place for people of a certain choice.

"That all the girls be built Iike clepsydras,” he wote, "you know,
the ancient water-clock. It's a nmuch nore sophisticated shape than the
hour-gl ass figure."

"Put me in," Margaret cried. "I'm shaped |like a pendul um cl ock
Notice the way | sw ng sonetine."

(Listen, this isn't a private place for Maybe Jones. It's for al

hi gh-flyers everywhere. There will be plenty of roomand variety init.)
"That all the bars be a mle, hell, make it two mles, long," Maybe
wote. "That there be high liars there who'|ll nake Live-Man Lutz sound |ike

a parson. That they take the sky off early in the nobrning so you can get as
hi gh as you want all day long. That they have girls who' Il make Little

M dni ght Mullins and G ggles McGuire and Belle Hellios and Susie-Q | ook |ike
sheep dogs. That --"

Hey, get in on this if you' re going to. They're building it now If
you are an arty duck or a philosophy buff or a peace-and-benevol ence beat,
then you can go to hell -- to your own appropriate bureau -- and be heard.
But if you go for the high-old-time stuff, then make your wants known here.

If you are of the raffish elite and want to go where you can get
hi gher and hi gher and never have to come down fromit, if you want the
good-tine town and the crowd that goes with it for a long haul (and it's

going to be a very long haul), then how it out so they' Il know that you're
i nterested.

If you want anything at all added, tell themnow, and they'll put it
in.

Contact them by regular mail, or phone or voxo. O tear out a sheet
of this screed, scribble your wants in the margin, and drop it in any mail
box. It will get there. The address is:

"Bureau of Wwnderful Cities. Ad Earth."

That's all you need, but get with it. They're building our place
NOW.

ONE AT A TI ME



Bar naby phones up John Sourwi ne. If you frequent places like
Barnaby's Barn (there is one in every Port Gty of the Wrld, and John is a
famliar figure in all of them) you may al ready know John Sourwi ne; and you
wi Il know hi mas Sour John

"There's an odd one down here," Barnaby told him

"How odd?" asked Sour John. He collected odd ones.

"C ear coon-dog crazy, John. he | ooks like they just dug himup, but
he's lively enough. "

Barnaby runs a fine little place that offers eating and drinking and
covversation, all of themrare and hearty. And John Sourw ne is al ways
interested in new things, or old things returned. So John went down to
Barnaby's Barn to see the Odd One.

There was no need to ask which one he was, though there were al ways
strangers and traveling men and seamen unknown to John in the Barn. The Qdd
One stood out. He was a big, spare, tough fellow, and he said that his nanic
was McSkee. He was eating and drinking with a chortling pleasure, and they
all watched himin amazenent.

"It's his fourth plate of spaghetti," Snokehouse confided to Sour
John, "and that is the last of two dozen eggs. He's had twel ve hanburgers,
si x coney islands, six crab-burgers, five foot-long hot-dogs, eighteen
bottl es of beer, and twenty cups of coffee. "

"Bl ind banki ng barnacl es! He nmust be getting close to sonme of the
records of Big Bucket Bulge," Sour John exclainmed with sudden interest.

"John, he's broken nost of those records al ready," Snmokehouse told
him and Barnaby nodded assent. "If he can hold the pace for another
forty-five mnutes, he'll beat themall."

Vll, the Odd One was still a spare fellowwith a great gangling
frame designed to carry fifty pounds nore thin the lean fell ow now owned.
But he began to fill out even as John watched himand it was not only that
he bul ked | arger alnpbst by the minute, it was al so as though a light was
being turned on inside him He glowed, then he shone. Then he begin to
sparKkl e.

"You like to eat, do you, old-timer?" Sour John asked the Gdd One,

t he amazi ng McSkee.

"I like it well enough!" MSke booned with a happy grin. "But, nore
than that, it's just that 1'ma bedammed show off! | like everything in
excess. | love to be in the roaring mddle of it all!"

"One would think that you hadn't eaten in a hundred years,"
John probed.

"You're quick!" the illum nated McSkee | aughed. "A | ot of them never
do catch on to ne, and | tell themnothing unless they guess a little first.
Aye, you've got the liairy ears, though, and the adder's eyes of a true
gentleman. | love a really ugly man. W will talk while | eat."

"What do you do when you've finished eating?" asked John, pleased at
t he conphnents, as the waiters began to pile the steaks high in front of
McSkee.

"On, | go fromeating to drinking," MSkee munched out. "There's no
sharp dividing |ine between the pleasures. | go fromdrinking to the girls;
fromthe girls to fighting and roistering. And finally I sing."

"A bestial procedure," said John with admration. "and when your
pentastonic orgy is finished?"

"On, then | sleep,"” MSkee chuckled. "Watch how |l do it sone tine.
shoul d give | essons. Few nen understand how it should be done. "

"Well, how long do you sl eep?" Sour John asked, "and is there
somet hi ng spectacul ar about your sleeping that | don't understand?"

"OfF course it's spectacular. And | sleep till | waken. At this I
al so set records. "

And McSkee was wolfing the tall pile of steaks till Sour John had a
mystic vision of an entire steer devoured except for head and hi de and

Sour



hooves, the slaughterer's take.

Later, they tal ked sonmewhat nmore |eisurely as McSkee worked his way
t hrough the Il ast hal f-dozen steaks, for now the edge was off his great
appetite.

"In all this ostentatious bestiality, was there not one gluttony
nore outstanding than the others?" Sour John drew himout. "One time when
you outdid even yoursel f?"

"Aye, there was that," said McSkee. "There was the tine when they
were going to hang ne with the new rope."

"And how did you cut your way out of that one?" Sour John asked.

"At that time and in that country -- it was not this one -- the
custom was new of giving the condemmed nan what he wanted to eat," the
i ncandescent McSkee limed it out in his voice with the lilt of a barre
organ. "l took advantage of the new usage and stripped the countryside. It
was a good supper they gave me, John, and | was to be hanged at daybreak
But | had themthere, for | was still eating at dawn. They coul d not
interrupt ny last neal to hang me -- not when they had prom sed ne a ful
nmeal . | stood themoff that day and the night and the following day. That is
| onger than | usually eat, John, and |I did outdo mysel f. That countryside
had been known for its poultry and its stickling pigs and its fruits. It is
known for themno longer. It never recovered. "

"Did you?"

"Ch, certainly, John. But by the third dawn | was filled. The edge
was of f ny appetite, and I do not indulge thereafter."

"Naturally not. But what happened then? They did not hang you, or
you woul d not be here to tell about it."

"That doesn't follow, John. |I had been hanged before."

n O,]?ll

"Sure. But not this time. | tricked them Wen I had ny fill, | went
to sleep. and then deeper and deeper into sleep until | died. They do not
hang a man al ready dead. They kept me for a day to be sure. John, | get a
pretty high shine on ne in a day! I'"'ma snelly fellow at best. Then they

buried ne, but they did not hang nme. Wiy do you | ook at ne so oddly, John?"
"It is nothing," said Sour John, "a nere random objection which
will not even dignify with words."

McSkee was drinking now, first wine to give a bottomto his stomach,
then brandy for its runpled dignity, then rumfor its plain friendliness.

"Can you believe that all breakthroughs are achi eved by conmon nen
like nyself?" this MSkee risked suddenly.

"I can't believe that you' re a comon man," Sour John told him

"I"'mthe commonest man you ever saw," MSkee insisted. "I am nade
fromthe clay and the salt of the Earth, and the hurmus from decayed
behermot hs. They may have used a little extra sline in making ne, but |
contain none of the rare earths. It had to be a man |ike nyself who woul d
work out the system The savants aren't capable of it; they have no juice in
them And by their having no juice in them they nmssed the first hint."

"What is that, MSkee?"

"It's so sinple, John! That a man should live his |ife one day at a
tine.

"Wel | ?" Sour John asked with |owering intonation

"See how harm essly it slides down, John. It sounds al nost |ike an
al manac maxim "

"And it isn't?"

"No, no, the thunder of a hundred words runbl es between them It's
the door to a whol e new universe. But there's another saying: 'Man, thy days
are nunmbered.' This is the one inexorable saying. It is the limt that wl
not be bent or broken, and it puts the danper on us hearty ones. It poses a
problemto one like nyself, too carnal to nerit eternal beatitude on anot her
pl ane, too full of juice to welconme, final extinction, and anxi ous for



personal reasons to postpone the hardshi ps of dammation as | ong as possible.

"Now, John, there were (and are) smarter men than nyself in the
worl d. That | solved the problem (to an extent) and they did not, neans only
that problemwas nore pressing on me. It had be a coarse nman to find the
answer, and | never net a man with such a passion for the coarse things of
life as nyself. "

"Neither did I," Sour John told him "And how did you solve the
pr obl enf"
"By a fine little trick, John. You'll see it worked if you foll ow ne

around through the night."

McSkee had left off eating. But he continued to drink while he
indulged in girls, and in fighting and roistering, and in singing. His girly
exploits are not given here; but there is a fruity listing of themon he
police blotter of that night. Go see Hossback McCarty sone night when he is
on desk duty and he will get it out and let you read it. It is sonething of
a classic around the station house. When a man gets involved with Soft-Tal k
Susie Kutz and Mercedes Morrero and Dotty Peisson and Little Dotty Nesbitt
and H |l degard Katt and Cat heri ne Cadensus and CQui da and Avril Aaron and
Little Mdnight Mullins all in one night, you are talking about a man who
gener ates | egends.

McSkee did stir things up around town, and John Sourw ne stayed with
him John fit in with McSkee well. There are many who woul d not.

There are persons finely tuned souls who cringe when a conpani on
becomes unusual |y boi sterous. There are those who wi nce when a hearty nmate
sings loudly and obscenely. There are even those who attenpt to di sassociate
when the grunmblings of the solid citizenry rise to a sullen roar; and who
| ook for cover when the first little fights begin. Fortunately, Sour John
was not such a person. He had a finely tuned soul, but it had a w de range.

McSkee had the | oudest and nost di ssonant voice in town, but would
an honest friend desert himfor that?

The two of themcut a big swath; and a handful of rongh men, rubbing
bi g knuckles into their big palms and biding their tine, had begun to foll ow
them from place to place: men |ike Buffal o Chips Dugan and Shri np- Boat
CGordon, Sul phur-Bottom Sul | i van, Snokehouse, Kidney- Stone Stenton,
Honey- Bti cket Kincaid. The fact that these nen foll owed MSkee angrily but
did not yet dare to close with himspeaks highly of the man. He was pretty
wool y.

But there were tines when McSkee woul d [ eave off his raucous
di sharmony and joyful battling, and chuckle sonmewhat nore quietly. As, for a
while, inthe Little Oyster Bar (it's upstairs fromthe Big Oyster).

"The first time | put the trick to a test," MSkee confided to John
"was from need and not fromchoice. | have incurred a lot of ill wll in ny
day, and sonetines it boils over. There was one tine when a whol e shipful of
men had had enough of me. This time (it was far away and | ong ago in the
anci ent days of small sail) |I was shackl ed about the ankles and wei ghted and
dropped overboard. Then | enployed the trick."

"What did you do?" Sour John asked him

"John, you ask the dammdest questions. | drowned, of course. \Wat
el se could any nan do? But | drowned calmy and with none of that futile
t hreshing about. That's the trick, you see.™

"No. | don't see."

"Time would be on ny side, John. Who wants to spend eternity in the
deep? Salt water is nost corrosive; and my shackles, though |I could not
break them were not nassive. After a long lifetime, the iron would be so
eaten through that it would part with any sudden strain. In |less than one
hundred years, the shackles gave way, and ny body (preserved in a briny
fashion but not in the best of condition) drifted up to the surface of the



sea.

"Too late to do you any good," Sour John said. "Rather a droll end
to the story, or was it the end?"

"Yes, that is the end of the story, John. And another tinme, when
was a foot-soldier in the service of Pixodartis the Carian (with his Celtic
nmer cenaries, of course) --"

"Just a minute, MSkee," Sour John cut in. "There's something a
little | oose about all your talk, and it needs |andmarks. How | ong have you
lived anyhow? How ol d are you?"

"About forty years old by ny count, John. Why?"

"I thought your stories were getting a little too tall, MSkee. But
if you're no nore than forty years old, then your stories do not make
sense. "

"Never said they did, John. You put unnatural conditions on a tale."

McSkee and Sour John were up in night court, bloodied and beatific.
It was only for a series of little things that they had been arrested, but
it was really to save them fromlynching. They had a palaver with all those
fine officers and men, and they had nuch going for them Sour John was known
to them as an ol d acquai ntance and sonetine offender. It was known t hat
John's word was good; even when he hed he did it with an air of honesty.
After alittle time was allowed to pass, and the potential |ynchers had
di spersed, Sour John was allowed to bail themboth out on their strong
prom se of good behavi or.

They swore and foreswore that they woul d behave |ike proper nen.

They took ranging oaths to go to their beds at once and quietly. They went
on record that they would carouse no nore that night; that they would
assault no honest wonman; that they woul d obey the quirks of the | aw however
unr easonabl e. And that they would not sing.

So the police let them go.

Wien the two of themwere out and across the street, MSkee found a
bottle handy to his hand on the sidewal k, and let fly with it. You'd have
done it yourself if you' d been taken by a like inpulse. McSkee threwit in a
beautiful |ooping arc, and it went through the front wi ndow of the station
house. You have to admire a throw |ike that

W record it here their they are not patsy cops in that town. They
are respectabl e adversaries, and it is always a pleasure to tangle with
t hem

O f again! And pursued by the mllions with shout and siren! It was
close there! Half a dozen tines it was close!l But Sour John was a fox who
knew all the dens, and he and McSkee went to earth for the while.

"The trick is in coming to a total stop,"” said McSkee when they were
safe and had their breath again. They were at ease in a club less public
than Barnaby's Barn and even snaller than the Little Oyster. "I tell you a
little about it, Sour John, for | see that you are a man of worth. Listen
and | earn. Everyone can die, but not everyone can die just when he wants to.
First you stop breathing. There will be a point where your |lungs are
bursting and you just have to take another breath. Do not do it; or you will
have t he whol e business to go through again. Then you sl ow your heart and
conpose your mind. Let the heat go out of your body and finish it."

"And then what?" Sour John asked.

"Why, then you die, John. But | tell you it isn't easy. It takes a
devilish lot of practice."

"Why so much practice for a thing you only do once? You nean to die
literally?"

"John, | talk plain. | say die, | nean die."

"There are two possibilities," said Sour John. "One is that | am
sl ow of undecrstanding. The other is that you are not maki ng sense. On ot her
evidence, | know the first possibility to be inpossible."



"Tell you what, Sour John," said McSkee, "time's running short. Gve

me twenty dollars and 1'I1 overlook your illogic. | never did like to die
broke, and | feel ny tinme is upon ne. Thank you, John! | had a fun day, both
before and after | nmet you, and a fun night that is nearly over. | had

pl easant neal, and enough booze to make nme happy. | had fun with the girls,
especially Soft-Talk Susie, and Dotty, and Little Mdnight. |I sang severa

of my favorite songs (which are not everybody's favorites). | indulged in a
coupl e of good solid fights, and I've still got bells ranging in nmy head

fromthem Hey, John, why didn't you tell me that Honeybucket was
| ef t - handed? You knew it, and you |let himsneak the first punch on ne."

"It's been fun, John. I'ma boy that gets a |lot out of this gane.
I"'ma real juicy one, and | try to jameverything into a day and a ni ght.
You can get a lot into a period if you heap it up. Now, let's gather up
what's left in the bottles, and go down to the beach to see what we can
provoke. The night needs a cap on it before | go to ny long slunber."

"McSkee, you've hinted several tinmes that you had a secret for
getting the nost out of life," said Sour John, "but you haven't told nme what
it is.

"Man, | haven't hinted; |'ve spoken plainly," MSkee swore

"Then what in hog heaven is the secret?" John how ed.

"Live your life one day at a tine, John. That's all."

Then McSkee was singing all old hobo song, too old a song for a
forty year-old man, not a specialist, to have known.

"When did you learn that?" John asked him

"Learned it yesterday. But | |earned a bunch of new ones today."

"I noticed, a few hours back, that there was sonething curiously
dat ed about your speech, " John said. " But it doesn't seemto be the case
now. '

"John, | get contenporary real fast. |I've a good ear, and | talk a
lot and listen a lot, and I'mthe perfect mimc. | can get up on alingo in
a day. They don't change as fast as you'd imagine."

They went down to the beach to Put the cap on the night. If you're
going to die, it's nice to die within the sound of the surf, MSkee had
sai d. They went down beyond the end of the Sea Wall and into the stretches
where the beach was dark. Aye, MSkee had guessed it rightly, there was
excitement waiting for them or actually it had been following them It was
the opportunity for a last glorious fight.

A tight dark group of nen had been followi ng them-- fell ows who had
somehow been insulted during the day and ni ght of carousing. The intrepid
pair turned and faced the nen froma di stance. MSkee finished the |ast
bottle, and threwit into the mdst of the group. The men were bad-natured;
they flamed up instantly, and the man who was struck by the flying bottle
swor e.

So they joined battle.

For a while it seemed that the forces of righteousness woul d

prevail. MSkee was a glorious figliter, and Sour John was conpetent. They
spread those angry men out on the sand |ike a bunch of beached fl ounder
fish. It was one of those great battles -- always to be renenbered.

But there were too nany of those nen, as M:Skee had known there
woul d be; he had made an outl anfish nunber of enemies in a day and a night.

The wild fight climxed, crested, and shattered, |ike a high wave
t hunder ously breaki ng under. And M:Skee, having touched top glory and
pl easure, suffenly ceased to battle.

He gave one wi |l d whoop of joy that echoed the I ength of the island.
Then he drew a grand breath and held it. He closed his eyes and stood like a
grinning rigid statue.

The angry men toppl ed himand swarnmed him they stonped himinto the
sand and kicked the very life out of MSkee.

Sour John had battled as long as there was a battle. He understood



now t hat McSkee had wi thdrawn for reasons that were not clear. He did
i kewi se. He broke and ran, not from cowardice, but fromprivate
i nclination.

An hour later, just at the first touch of dawn, Sour John returned.
He found that M:Skee was dead -- with no breath, no pul se, no heat. And
there was sonething el se. McSkee had said, in one of his ranbling tales,
that he got a pretty high shine on him John knew what he nmeant now. That
man got ripe real fast. By the test of the nose, MSkee was dead.

Wth a child s shovel that he found there, Sour John dug a note in
the side of one of the sand cliffs. He buried his friend McSkee there. He
knew t hat McSkee still had the twenty dollar bill in his pants. He left it
with him It isn't so bad to be one or the other, but to be both dead and
broke at the same tinme is an ignom ny al nbst past enduring.

Then Sour John wal ked into town to get sone breakfast, and quickly
forgot about the whol e thing.

He foll owed his avocation of knocking around the world and neeting
i nteresting people. The chances are that he nmet you, if there's anything
i nteresting about you at all; he doesn't m ss any of them

2

Twel ve years went by, and sone weeks. Sour John was back in one of
the interesting port cities, but with a difference. There had cone the day
as comes to many (and pray it may not come to you!) when Sour John was not
flush. He was as broke as a man can be, with nothing in his pockets or in
his stomach, and with very little on his back. He was on the beach in every
sense.

Then he bet hought hinself of the previous tines he had been in this
city. There had been benders here; there had been antics and enjoynents.
They came back to himin a rush -- a dozen happy tinmes, and then one in
particul ar.

"He was an Odd One, a real juicy cove," Sour John grinned as he
renenmbered. "He knew a trick, howto die just when he wanted to. He said
that it took a ot of practice, but | don't see the point in practicing a
thing that you do but once.™

Then Sour John renenbered a twenty-dollar bill thit he had buried
with that juicy cove. The menmory of the incandescent M Skee cane back to
Sour John as he wal ked down the enpty beach

"He said that you could jama lot of living into a day and a ni ght,"

John said. "You can. | do. He said sonething else that | forget."

Sour John found the old sand cliff. In half an hour he had dug out
the body of McSkee. It still had a high old shine on it, but it was better
preserved than the clothes. The twenty-dollar bill was still there,

di sreput abl e but spendabl e.

"I"ll take it how, when | have the need," John said softly. "And
later, when | amflush again, | will bring it back here."

"Yes. You do that," said MSkee.

There are men in the world who would be startled if a thing Iike
t hat happened to them Sone of them woul d have gasped and staggered back
The hi gher ones woul d have cried out. John Sourwi ne, of course, was not a
man |ike that. But he was human, and he did a human thing:

He bli nked

"I had no idea that you were in such a state," he said to MSkee.
"So that's the way you do it?"

"That's the way, John. One day at a tinme! And | space them far
enough apart that they don't pall on ne."

"Are you ready to get up again, MSkee?"

"I sure amnot, John. | had just barely died. It'lIl be another fifty



years before | have a really good appetite worked up."
"Don't you think it's cheating?"
"Nobody's told ne that it's disallowed. And only the days that |

live count. | stretch themout a long while this way, and every one of them
is menorable. | tell you that | have no dull days in ny life."
"I"'mstill not sure how you do it, MSkee. Is it suspended

ani mati on?"

"No, no! Mdre nmen have run -afoul on that phrase than on any other
You think of it like that and you' ve already nmissed it. You die, John, or
el se you're just kidding yourself. Watch me this time and you'll see. Then
bury ne again and | eave ne in peace. Nobody likes to be resurrected before
he's had tinme to get confortable in his grave."

So McSkee put himself carefully to death once nore, and Sour John
buried himagain in the side of the sand cliff.

McSkee -- in hedge Irish is Son of Slunber -- the master of
suspended animation (no, no, if you think of it that way you've already
mssed it, it's death, it's death), who lived his life one day at a tine,
and those days separated by decades.

CLI FFS THAT LAUGHED

"Between ten and ten-thirty of the nmorning of Cctober 1, 1945, on an
island that is sonmetines called Pulau Petir and sonetimes WIly Jones Island
(neither of themits nap nanme), three American sol diers di sappeared and have
not been seen since.

"I"mgoing back there, | tell you! It was worth it. The linbs that
| aughed! Let themkill me! 1'll get there! Ch, here, here, |'ve got to get
hol d of nyself.

"The three soldiers were Sergeant Charles Santee of Orange, Texas;

Cor poral Robert Casper of Gobey, Tennessee; and PFC Tinothy Lorrigan of
Boston which is in one of the eastern states. | was one of those three
sol di ers.

"I"mgoing back there if it takes ne another twenty years!"

No, no, no! That's the wong story. It happened on WIlly Jones
Island also, but it's a different account entirely. That's the one the
fellowtold ne in a bar years later, just the other night, after the usua
"Didn't | used to know you in the islands?"

"One often nakes these little mstakes and fal se starts," Gall
said. "It is atrick that is used in the trade. One exasperates people and
pretends to be enbarrassed. And then one hooks them™

Glli was an hereditary storyteller of the Indies. "There is only
one story in the world," he said, "and it pulls two ways. There is the
reason part that says 'Hell, it can't be' and there is the wonder part that
says 'Hell, maybe it is.'" He was the storyteller, and he offered to teach
me the art.

For we ourselves had a hook into Galli. W had sonethi ng he want ed.

"We used the sane stories for a thousand years," he said. "Now,
however, we have a new source, the American Com c Books. My grandfat her

began to use these in another place and tine, and | use themnow. | stea
them fromyour orderly tents, and | have a box full of them | have Space
Comi cs and Commander M dnight; | have Galactic Gob and M ghty Muse and the

Green Hornet and the Masked Jetter. My grandfather al so had copies of sone
of these, but drawn by ol der hands. But | do not have Wnder Wnan, not a
single copy. | would trade three-for-one for copies of her. | would pay a
premum | can link her in with an island | egend to create a whol e new cycle
of stories, and | need new stuff all the tinme. Have you a Wwnder Wman?"

Wien Galli said this, | knewthat | had him | didn't have a Wnder
Wman, but | knew where | could steal one. | believe, though I am no | onger
sure, that it was Wnder Wman Meets the Space Magi ci ans.

| stole it for him And in gratitude Galli not only taught me the



storyteller's art, but he also told ne the foll ow ng story:

"I magi ne about flute notes ascending,"” said Galli. "I haven't ny
flute with nme, but a story should begin so to set the nood. |magi ne about
shi ps comi ng out of the Arabian Ccean, and finally to Jilolo Island, and
still nore finally to the very island on which we now stand. | magi ne about
waves and trees that were the great-great-grandfathers of the waves and
trees we now have."

It was about the year 1620, Galli is telling it, in the late
aft ernoon of the high piracy. These Ml uccas had al ready been the rich Spice
I slands for three hundred years. Myreover, they were on the road of the
Mani |l a gal l eons coming from Mexi co and the Isthmus. Arabian, H ndu, and
Chi nese piracy had decayed shanmefully. The English were crude at the
busi ness. In trade the Dutch had becone donminant in the |Islands and the
Portuguese had faded. There was no limt to the opportunities for a
courageous and dedicated raider in the Indies.

They came. And not the | east of these new raiding nen was WIlly
Jones.

It was said that WIlly Jones was a Wl shman. You can believe it or
not as you like. The sane thing has been said about the Devil. WIly was
twenty-five years old when he finally possessed his own ship with a n xed
crew. The ship was built |ike a hunpbacked bird, with a | ateen sail and
suddenl y- appearing rows of winglike oars. On its prow was a swooping bird
that had been carved in Miuskat. It was naned the Flying Serpent, or the
Feat hered Snake, dependi ng on what | anguage you use.

'Pause a nmonent,' said Galli. 'Set the nood. |nmagi ne about dead nen
variously. W cone to the bloody stuff at once.'

One early norning, the Feathered Snake overtook a tall Dutchman. The
ships were grappl ed together, and the nen fromthe Snhake boarded the Dutch
ship. The men on the Dutchman were armed, but they had never seen such
suddenness and savagery as shown by the dark men fromthe Snake. There was
slippery bl ood on the decks, and the croaking of nen being killed.

"I forgot to tell you that this was in the passage between the
Mol ucca Sea and the Banda,' Galli said.

The Snake took a rich small cargo fromthe Dutch ship, a few
abl ebodi ed Mal ay seanen, sone gol d specie, some papers of record, and a dark
Dutch girl named Margaret. These latter things WIly Jones preenpted for
hi nsel f. Then the Snake devoured that tall Dutchman and left only a few of
its burning bones floating in the ocean

"I forgot to tell you that the tall Dutch ship was naned the
Luchtkastell,' Galli said.

WI1ly Jones watched the Luchtkastell disappearing under the water.

He exani ned the papers of record, and the dark Dutch girl Margaret. He made
a sudden deci sion: He would cash his winnings and lay up for a season

He had | earned about an island in the papers of record. It was a
rich island, belonging to the richest of the Dutch spice men who had gone to
the bottomwi th the Luchtkastell. The fighting crew would help WIly Jones
secure the island for hinmself; and in exchange, he would give themhis ship
and the whole raiding territory and the routes he had worked out.

WIlly Jones captured the island and ruled it. Fromthe ship he kept
only the gold, the dark Dutch girl Margaret, and three gol enms which had once
been ransom froma Jew i n Oman.

"I forgot to tell you that Margaret was the daughter of the Dutch
spi ce man who had owned the island and the tall ship and who was killed by
WIily,' Glli said, '"and the island really belonged to Margaret now as the
daught er of her father.'

For one year WIlly Jones ruled the small settlement, drove the three
gol ens and the nen who already |lived there, had the spices gathered and



bal ed and stored (they were worth their weight in silver), and built the Big
House. And for one year he courted the dark Dutch girl Margaret, having been
unable to board her as he had all other girls.

She refused hi m because he had killed her father, because he had
destroyed the Luchtkastell which was Fam |y and Nation to her, and because
he had stol en her island.

This Margaret, though she was pretty and trimas a kuching, had
during the affair of the Feathered Snake and the Luchtkastell twirled three
seanen in the air like pinwheels at one tinme and throwmn themall into the
ocean. She had eyes that twinkled |ike the conmpounded eyes of the devil-fly;
they could glint |aughter and fury at the sane tine.

"Those girls were |like vol canoes,” the man said. "Slim strong
nmount ai ns, and we clinbed themlike nmountains. Man, the uplift on them The
shoul ders were cliffs that |aughed. The swayi ng~"

No, no! Belay that |ast paragraph! That's fromthe ranble of the
fellowin the bar, and it keeps intruding.

"I forgot to tell you that she rem nds ne of Whnder Wman,' Gall
sai d.

WIlly Jones believed that Margaret was worth w nni ng unbroken, as he
was not at all sure that he could break her. He courted her as well as he
could, and he used to advantage the background of the gol den-green spicery
on which they lived.

"I magi ne about the Permata bird that nests on the noon,' Glli said,
"and which is the nost passionate as well as the nobl est-singing of the
birds. |nmagi ne about flute notes soaring.'

WIlly Jones nade this tune to Margaret:

The Nutmeg Moon is the third nmoon of the year

The Tides cone in like loose Silk all its Nights.
The G ound is animated by the bare Feet of Margaret
Who is Iike the Pel epah of the Ko-eng Fl ower.

WIlly made this tune in the Ml aya | anguage in which all the words
end in ang.

"I magi ne about water |eaping down rocky hills,' Glli said. 'Imgine
about red birds ronping in green groves.'

WIlly Jones nade another tune to Margaret:

A Wman with Shoul ders so strong that a Man night ride upon them
The while she is still the little Grl watching for the black Ship
O the Hero who is the sane age as the Sky,

But she does not realize that | am already here

WIly made this tune in the Dutch | anguage in which all the words
end in lijk.

"I magi ne about another flute joining the first one, and their notes
scanper like birds,' Glli said.

WIlly Jones nade a |ast tune to Margaret:

Damation! That is enough of Mbonlight and Tonorrows

Now there are mats to plait, and kain to sew.

Even the small est crab knows to build herself a house in the sand.
Mar garet shoul d be raking the oven coals and baking a roti.

I wonder why she is so slowin seeing this.

WIly made this tune in the Wl sh | anguage in which all the words
end in gwbl



When the one year was finished, they were mated. There was still the
chilliness there as though she would never forgive himfor killing her
father and stealing her island; but they began to be in accord.

'"Here pause five mnutes to indicate an idyllic interlude,' Gall
said. 'We sing the song Bagang Kal Berjunpa if you know the tune. W flute,
if I have ny flute.'

The idyllic interlude passed.

Then WIly's old ship, the Feathered Snake, came back to the Island.
She was in a pitiful state of m suse. She reeked of old and new bl ood, and
there were none left on her but nine sick nmen. These nine men begged WIly
Jones to becone their captain again to set everything right.

WIlly washed the nine living skeletons and fed themup for three
days. They were fat and able by then. And the three golens had refitted the
shi p.

"Al'l she needs is a stong hand at the helmagain," said WIlly Jones.
"I will sail her again for a week and a day. | will inpress a new crew, and
once nmore make her the terror of the Spice Islands. Then | will return to ny
i sl and, knowi ng that | have done a good deed in restoring the Snake to the
bl oody work for which she was born."

"I'f you go, WIly Jones, you will be gone for many years," said the
dark Dutch Margaret.

"Only one at the nost," said WIly.

"And I will be in ny grave when you return."

"There is no grave could hold you, Margaret."

"Aye, it may not hold nme. 1'll out of it and confront you when you
cone back. But it gives one a weirdness to be in the grave for only a few
years. | will not own you for ny husband when you do come back. You w |l not
even know whether | amthe same woman that you left, and you will never
know. I am a vol cano, but | banked my hatred and accepted you. But if you
| eave me now, | will erupt against you forever."

But WIly Jones went away in the Flying Serpent and | eft her there.
He took two of the golenms with him and he left one of themto serve
Mar gar et .

What with one thing and another, he was gone for twenty years.

"W were off that norning to satisfy our curiosity about the Big
House," the fellow said, "since we would soon be leaving the island forever.
You know about the Big House. You were on WIlly Jones Island too. The
Jilolos call it the House of Skulls, and the Mal aya and | ndonesia peopl e
wi Il not speak about it at all.

"We approached the Big House that was not nore than a nile beyond
our perimeter. It was a | arge decayed building, but we had the sudden
feeling that it was still inhabited. And it wasn't supposed to be. Then we
saw the two of them the nother and the daughter. We shook |ike we were
unhi nged, and we ran to them

"They were so alike that we couldn't tell themapart. Their eyes
twi nkled |i ke the conpounded eyes of a creature that eats her mate. Noonday
[ightning! How it struck! Arms that swept you off your feet and set your
bones to singing! W knew that they were not twins, or even sisters. W knew
that they were nother and daughter

"I have never encountered anything like themin my life. \Whatever
happened to the other two soldiers, | knowit was worth it to them Whatever
happened to then? |I don't care if they kill me! They were perfect, those two
worren, even though we weren't with themfor five mnutes.”

"Then it was the Badger."

No, no, no! That's the wong story again. That's not the story Gall
told me. That's part of the story the fellowtold me in the bar. H's
confused account keeps interposing itself possibly because |I knew him
slightly when we were both soldiers on Wlly Jones Island. But he had turned



queer, that fellow "It is the earthquake belt around the world that is the
same as the legend belt," he said, "and the Mddle world underlies it all

That's why | was able to walk it.,, It was as though he had been keel - haul ed
around the world. | hadn't known himwell. | didn't know which of the three
soldiers he was. | had heard that they were all dead. "I magi ne about
conspiracy stuff now, " sald Galli. "Imagi ne about a whispering in a pinang

grove before the sun is up."

"How can | spook that man?" Margaret asked her golem shortly after
she had been abandoned by WIly Jones. "But | amafraid that a nechani ca
man woul d not be able to tell ne how "

"I will tell you a secret,"” said the golem "W are not nechanica
men. Certain wi se and secret nen believe that they nade us, but they are
wrong. They have made houses for us to live in, no nore. There are nany of
us unhoused spirits, and we take shelter in such bodies as we find. That

bei ng so, | know sonething of the houseless spirits in the depth of every
man. | will select one of them and we will spook WIly Jones with that one.
WIlly is a Wl shman who has beconme by adoption a Dutchman and a Mal ayan and
a Jilolo man. There is one old spook running through themall. | wll call

it up when it is tine."
"I forgot to tell you that the name of Margaret's gol em was Meshuarat,"
Gl li said.

After twenty years of high piracy, WIlly Jones returned to his
I sland. And there was the dark Dutch Margaret standing as young and as
snoul dering as when he had left. He | eapt to enbrace her, and found hinsel f
stretched flat on the sand by a thunderous bl ow.

He was not surprised, and was not (as he had at first believed)
decapi tated. Al npst he was not displeased. Margaret had often been viol ent
i n her | ove-mnaking.

"But I will have you,"™ WIly swore as he tasted his own bl ood
delightfully in his nouth and pulled hinself up onto hands and knees. "I
have ri dden the Margaret-tiger before.”

"You will never ride my |oins, you |lecherous old goat," she rang at
himlike a bell. "I amnot your wife. | amthe daughter that you left here
in the wonb. My nother is in the grave on the hill."

WIlly Jones sorrowed terribly, and he went to the grave.

But Margaret canme up behind himand drove in the cruel lance. "I
told you that when you cane back you woul d not know whether | was the sane
worman you had left," she chortled, "and you will never know "

"Margaret, you are my wifel"™ WIly Jones gasped.

"Am | of an age to be your w fe?" she jibed. "Regard ne! O what age
do | seemto be?"

"OfF the sane age as when | left,"” said WIlly. "But perhaps you have
eaten of the besok nut and so do not change your appearance.

"I forgot to tell you about the besok nut,' said Galli. '"If one eats
the nut of the besok tree, the tonorrowtree, the tine tree, that one wll
not age. But this is always acconpanied by a chilling unhappi ness."

"Perhaps | did eat it," said Margaret. "But that is nmy grave there,
and | have lain in it many years, as has she. You are prohibited from
touchi ng either of us."

"Are you the nmother or the daughter, Wtch?"

"You will never know. You will see us both, for we take turns, and
you will not be able to tell us apart. See, the grave is always disturbed,
and the entrance is easy.

"I"ll have the truth fromthe gol emwho served you while | was
WIlly swore.

gone,

"*Agolemis an artificial man,' said Glli. 'They were nmade by the



Jews and Arabs in earlier ages, but now they say that they have forgotten
how to make them | wonder that you do not nake them yourselves, for you

have advanced techni ques. You tell them and you picture themin your own

heroic literature' (he patted the com c books under his arm, 'but you do
not have themin actuality.”

The golemtold WIlly Jones that the affair was thus:

A daughter had i ndeed been born to Margaret. She had slain the
child, and had then put it into the mddle state. Thereafter, the child
stayed sonetinmes in the grave, and sonetines she wal ked about the island.
And she grew as any other child would. And Margaret herself had eaten the
besok nut so that she woul d not age.

When not her and daughter had come to the same age and appearance
(and it had only been the very day before that, the day before WIly Jones
had returned), then the daughter had al so eaten the besok nut. Now the
not her and daughter woul d be of the same appearance forever, and not even a
golemcould tell them apart.

WIlly Jones cane furiously onto the worman agai n.

"I was sure before, and now | ameven nore sure that you are
Margaret," he said, "and now | wll have you in ny fury."

"W both be Margaret," she said. "But | amnot the sane one you
apprehended earlier. W changed places while you talked to the golem And we
are both in the mddl e state, and we have both been dead in the grave, and
you dare not touch either of us ever. A Wl shman turned Dutchman turned
Mal ayan turned Jilolo has this spook in himfour tinmes over. The Devil

hinself will not touch his own daughters.™

The last part was a lie, but WIly Jones did not know it.

"We be in confrontation forever then," said WIlly Jones. "I will
make ny Big House a house of hate and a house of skulls. You cannot escape
fromits environs, neither can any visitor. I'll kill themall and pile

their skulls up high for a nonunent to you."
Then WIlly Jones ate a piece of bitter bark fromthe pokok ru.

"I forgot to tell you that when a person eats bark fromthe pokok ru

in anger, his anger will sustain itself forever,' Glli said.

"If it's visitors you want for the killing, | and ny nother-daughter will
provide themin nunbers," said Margaret. "Men will be attracted here forever
with no heed for danger. | will eat a telor tuntong of the special sort, and
all men will be attracted here even to their death."”

"I forgot to tell you that if a fenale eats the telor tuntong of the
special sort, all males will be attracted irresistibly,"” Galli said. 'Ah,
you smle as though you doubted that the besok nut or the bark of the pokok
ruor the telor tuntong of the special sort could have such effects. But
your sel ves cone now to wonder drugs like little boys. In these islands they
are all around you and you too blind to see. It is no ignorant nan who tells
you this. | have read the booklets fromyour orderly tents: Physics w thout
Mat hemat i cs, Cosnol ogy w t hout Chaos, Psychol ogy without Brains. It is
nmysel f, the master of all sciences and disciplines, who tells you that these
t hi ngs do work. Besides hard science, there is soft science, the science of
shadow areas and story areas, and you do wong to deny it the nane.

"I believe that you yourself can see what had to follow, fromthe
di spositions of the Margarets and WIlly Jones," Glli said. "For hundreds of
years, men from everywhere came to the Margarets who coul d not be resisted.
And WIly Jones killed themall and piled up their skulls. It becanme, in a
very savage form what you call the Badger Gane."

Glli was a good-natured and unhandsone brown man. He wor ked around
the arny base as translator, know ng (besides his native Jilolo), the
Mal ayan, Dutch, Japanese and English | anguages, and (as every storyteller



must) the Arabian. H's English was whatever he wanted it to be, and he
burl esqued the speech of the American soldiers to the Australians, and the
Australians to the Americans.

"Man, it was a Badger!" the nman said. "It was a grizzl e-haired,
gl are-eyed, fl at-headed, underslung, pigeon-toed, hook-clawed, clamjawed
Badger from Badger Game Corner! They nmoved in on us, but |'d take my chances
and go back and do it again. We hadn't frolicked with the girls for five
m nut es when the Things noved in on us. | say Things; | don't know whet her
they were men or not. If they were, they were the coldest three nmen | ever
saw. But they were directed by a man who nade up for it. He was livid,
hoppi ng with hatred. They noved in on us and began to kill us."

No, No, that isn't part of Galli's story. That's some nore of the
ranble that the fellowtold me in the bar the other evening.

It has been three hundred years, and the confrontation continues.
There are skulls of Ml ayan nen and Jilolo nmen piled up there; and of
Dut chmen and Engli shmen and of Portuguese nen; of Chinamen and Phili ppinos
and Goanese; of Japanese, and of the nmen fromthe United States and
Australi a.

"Only this nmorning there were added the skulls of two United States
men, and there shoul d have been three of them" Galli said. "They cane, as
have all others, because the Margarets ate the telor tuntong of the special
sort. It is a fact that with a species (whether insect or shelled thing or
other) where the nmale gives his life in the mating, the femal e has al ways
eaten of this telor tuntong. You' d never talk the males into such a thing
with words al one.”

"How is it that there were only two United States skulls this
nmorni ng, and there should have been three?' | asked him

'"One of them escaped,' Galli explained, 'and that was unusual. He
fell through a hole to the mddle |land, that third one of them But the way
back fromthe mddle land to one's own country is long, and it nust be
wal ked. It takes at |east twenty years, wherever one's own country is; and
the joker thing about it is that the man is always wanting to go the other
way.

"That is the end of the story, but let it not end abruptly,’' Gall
said. 'Sing the song Chari Yang Besar if you remenber the tune. |nagine
about flute notes lingering in the air.’

"I was lost for nore than twenty years, and that's a fact," the man
said. He gripped the bar with the nmost knotted hands | ever saw, and | aughed
with a merriment so deep that it seemed to be his bones |aughing. "Did you
know that there's another world just under this world, or just around the
corner fromit? | walked all day every day. | was in a torture, for |
suspected that | was going the wong way, and | could go no other. And
someti mes suspected that the mddle | and through which | traveled was in ny
head, a derangenent fromthe terrible blow that one of the Things gave ne as

he cane in to kill me. And yet there are correlates that convince nme it was
a real place.
"I wasn't trying to get hone. | was trying to get back to those

girls even if it killed me. There weren't any colors in that world, all gray
tones, but otherwise it wasn't nmuch different fromthis one. There were even
bars there a little like the Red Rooster."

(I forgot to tell you that it was in the Red Rooster bar that the
soldier fromthe islands told ne the parts of his story.)

"I"ve got to get back there. | think I know the way now, and how to get on
the road. | have to travel it through the middle | and, you know. They'l
kill ne, of course, and | won't even get to jazz those girls for five



m nutes; but |'ve got to get back there. Going to take me another twenty
years, though. That sure is a weary wal k."

| never knew himwell, and | don't renmenber which of the nanes was
his. But a man from Orange, Texas, or from Gobey, Tennessee, or from Boston
in one of the eastern states, is on a twenty-year wal k through the niddle
land to find the dark Dutch Margarets, and death.

| looked up a couple of things yesterday. There was Revel's recent
wor k on Mol uccan Narcotics. He tells of the Besok Nut which does seemto
i nhi bit aging but which induces internal distraction and hypersexuality.
There is the Pokok Ru whose bitter bark inpels even the nost gentle to
vi ol ent anger. There is one sort of Telor Tuntong which sets up an
i nexplicabl e aura about a worman eater and draws all mal es overpoweringly to
her. There is nuch research still to be done on these narcotics, Revel
wites.

| dipped into Mandrago's Earthquake and Legend and the M ddle Wrld.
He states that the earthquake belt around the world is also the | egend belt,
and that one of the underlying | egends is of the underlying |and, the mddle
world below this world where one can wander |ost forever.

And | went down to the Red Rooster again the next evening, which was
| ast evening, to ask about the man and to see if he could give nme a nore
cogent account. For | had re-renenbered Galli's old story in the nmeanwhile.

"No, he was just passing through town," the barman said. "Had a | ong
trip ahead of him He was sort of a nutty fellow 1've often said the sane
t hi ng about you."

That is the end of the other story, but let it not end suddenly.
Pause for a monent to savor it. Sing the song Itu Masa Dahulu if you
remenber the tune.

| magi ne about flute notes falling. |I don't have a flute, but a story
shoul d end so.

CONFI GURATI ON OF THE NORTH SHORE

The patient was named John M|l er

The anal yst was naned Robert Rousse.

Two nen.

The roomwas cluttered with lighting, testing, and recording
equiptrment. It had several sets of furniture that conferred together in
smal | groups, sodas, easy chairs, business chairs, desks, couches, coffee
tables, and two small bars. There were books, and there was a shadow boot h.
The pictures on the walls were of widely different sorts.

One setting. Keep it sinple, and be not distracted by indifferent
detail s.

"I have let ny business go down," MIller said. "My wife says that
have | et her down. My sons say that | have turned into a sl eepy stranger
Everybody agrees that 1've lost all anbition and judgenent. And yet | do
have a stirring anbition. I amnot able, however, to put it into words."

"We'll put it into words, MIller, either yours or nmine," Rousse
said. "Slip up on it right now Quickly, what is the stirring anbition?"

"To visit the Northern Shore, and to make the visit stick."

"How does one get to this Northern Shore, MIler?"

"That's the problem | can locate it only very broadly on the gl obe.
Sonetimes it seenms that it should be on the eastern tip of New Gui nea, going
north fromthe D Entrecasteaux |slands and bypassing Trobriand; again | fee
that it is off in the Ml ucca Passage toward Tal aud; and again it should be
alittle further south, conmng north out of the Banda Sea by one of the
straats. But | have been in all those waters w thout finding any clue to it.



And the nmaps show unacceptabl e | and or open sea wherever | try to set it."

"How | ong?"

"About twenty-five years."

"Al'l in what we might call the Gther East Inthes and dating from
your own tine in that part of the world, in Wrld War 11. Wen did it becone
critical?"

"It was always critical, but | worked around it. | built up ny
busi ness and ny famly and |l ed a pleasant and interesting life. |I was able
to relegate the Thing to ny normal sleeping hours. Now | slow down a little
and have | ess energy. | have troubl e keeping both sets of things going."

"Can you trace the inpression of the North Shore to anything?
Transfigured early menory of sonme striking sea view? Artformtriggered
intuitions? Can you trace any roots to the evocative drean®?"

"I had an inland chil dhood, not even a striking |akeviewin it. And
yet the approach to the North Shore is always by a way recogni zed fromearly
childhood. | don't believe | have any intuition at all, nor any sense of art
forms. It is sinmply a continuing dreamthat brings me alinost to it. | am
roundi ng a point, and the North Shore will be just beyond that point. O |
have | eft ship and wade through the shallows; and then | have only a narrow
(but eerie) neck of land to traverse to reach the North Shore. O | am
per haps, on the North Shore itself and going through fog to the place of
i nportance, and | will have the whole adventure as soon as the fog clears a
little; but it doesn't. 1've been ou the verge of discovering it all a
thousand tines."

"Al'l right. Lie down and go to dreanming, MIller. W will try to get
you past that verge. Dream and we record it"

"It isn't that easy, Rousse. There's always prelimnaries to be gone
through. First there is a setting and sound and snell of place near the surf
and a tide boom ng. This watery background then grows fainter; but it
remains behind it all. And then there is a little anteroomdream a watery
dreamthat is not the main one. The precursor dream conmes and goes, sharp
and clear, and it has its own slanted pleasure. And only then am| able to
take up the journey to the North Shore. ™"

"Al'l right, Mller, we will observe the anenities. Dream your dreans
in the proper order. Lie easy there. Now the shot. The records and the
shadow booth are waiting."

Shadow boot hs reproduced dreans in all dinmensions and senses, so
much so that often a patient on seeing a playback of his own dream was
startled to find that an inpression, which he would have said could in no
way be expressed, was quite well expressed in shadow or col or or novenent or
sound or odor. The shadow booth of the anal yst Rousse was nore than a basic
booth, as he had incorporated nearly of his own notions into it. It
reproduced the dreanms of his patients very well, though to sone extent
t hrough his own eyes and presuppositions.

First was given the basic, and Rousse realized that for his patient
MIller this was New Gui nea, and nore particularly Black Papua, the stark
mountain land full of sonber spooky people. It was night; the area seened to
be about fifty yards fromthe surf, but every boom and sigh was audible. And
there was sonething else: the tide was boom ng underground; the ocean
pernmeated the |l and. CGuimea, the nountain that is an island, was a nountain
full of water. The roots of the nmountain nove and sigh; the great boul ders
squeak when the hamrer of the tide hits them and on the inside of the
cliffs the water level rises. There is a feeling of being on a very |arge
ship, a ship a thousand niles |ong.

"He has captured the Earth-Basic well," the anal yst Rousse said.

Then the basic faded back a bit, and the precursor dream began

It was a flat-bottoned rowboat from sone old camping trip. He was
lying on his back in the bottomof the boat, and it was roped to a stunp or
tree and was rocking just a little in the current. And here was anot her
mountain full of water, but an island one of nuch I ess bulk, and the



ice-cold springs ran out of its sides and down its piney shoulders to the
shingle of the creek bank. Fish jumped in the dark, and bl acksnakes slid
down the hill to drink. Bullfrogs echoed, and hoot ow s made thensel ves
known; and far away dogs and nen were out possum ng, wi th the baying
carrying over the nmiles. Then the boy remenbered what he rmust do, and in his
dream he unroped the boat and shoved into the streamand ran his trout |ine.

From every hook he took a fish as long as his armtill the boat was full and
nearly swanped
And fromthe |ast hook of all, he took a turtle as big as a wagon

wheel . He woul d not have been able to get it into the boat had not the
turtle hel ped by throwing a booted | eg over the side and heaving hinself in.
For by this time it was not so nmuch like a turtle but nore |like someone the
boy knew. Then he talked for a while with the turtle that was not exactly a
turtle anynmore. The turtle had a sack of Bull Durham and the boy had papers,
so they rolled and snoked and watched the night clouds slide overhead. One
of them was named Thi nesta and one was nanmed Shonge, which chased the first
and woul d soon have himtreed or caught, if they did not run into the
nountain or the nmoon first.

"Boy, this is the life!" said the turtle. "Boy this is the lifel™
sai d the boy.

"He's a poet," said Rousse, and this puzzled him He knew hinmself to
be a cultured man, and he knew that MIler wasn't.

Then the little precursor dreamslid away, and there began the
torturous and exhilarating journey to the North Shore. It was coning around
a point in an old w ndjamer on which all the men were dead except the
dreaner. The dead nen were grinning and were happy enough in their own way.
They had | ashed thenselves to rails and davits and such before they had
thed. "They didn't want it bad enough," the dreanmer said, "but they won't
m nd ne going ahead with it." But the point was devilish hard to turn. There
cane on wind and driving spray so that the ship suffered. There was only
ashen light as of false dawn. There was great an. The dreaner struggled, and
Rousse (caught up in the enotion of it) became quite iwl ved and woul d have
been in despair if it were not for the ultimte hope that took hold of him

A porpoise whistled |loudly, and at that moment they rounded the
point. But it was a false point, and the true point was still up ahead. Yet
the goal was now nore exciting than ever. Yet both the current and the w nd
wer e agai nst them Rousse was a practical man. "W will not make it tonight
" he said. "W had better heave to in this little cove and hold onto what
advant age we have gained. W can make it the next tinme fromhere." "Aye,
we'll tieup inthe little cove," one of the dead nmen said, "we'll nmake it
on the next sortie." "W will make it now, " the dreaner swore. He janmed
t he wi ndj amrer and refused to give up

It was very long and painful, and they did not make it that night,
or that afternoon in the analyst's office. Wen the dreamfinally broke,
both MIler and Rousse were trenmbling with the effort and the high hope was
set again into the future.

"That's it," MIller said. "Sometinmes | cone closer. There is

something in it that makes it worthwhile. | have to get there."

"W should have tied up in the cove, " Rousse said. "W'I| have
bl own backwards sone ways, but it can't be helped. | seemto be a little too
much in enpathy with this thing, MIler, | can see howit is quite real to

you. Analysis, as you may not know, has anal ogs in nmany of the sciences. In
Moral Theol ogy, which | count a science, the aiialog is Utinmate
Conpensation. | amsure that | can help you. | have al ready hel ped you,
MIller. Tomorrow we will go much further with it."

The tonorrow session began very much the same. It was Gui nea again,
the Earth Basic, the Muntain Spook Land, the Fundament permeated w th Chaos
which is the Sea. It booned and sighed and trenbled to indicate that there



are bl ack and sea-green spirits in the basic itself. Then the basic adjusted
itself into the background, and the precursor dreamslid in.

The boy, the dreaner was in a canoe. It was night, but the park
lights were on, and the lights of the restaurants and little beer gardens
along the way. The girl was with himin a cave; she had green eyes and a
pl easantly crooked mouth. Well, it was San Antonio on the little river that
t hrough the parkways and under the bridges. Then they were beyond the
par kway and out of town. There were |ive-oak trees overhanging the water,
and beards of spanish noss dragged the surface as though they were drifting
t hrough a cl oud made up of gossanmer and strands of old burlap

"We've cone a thousand mles," the girl said, "and it costs a dollar
for every mle for the canoe. If you don't have that much nmoney we'll have
to keep the canoe; the man won't take it back unless we pay him" "I have
t he noney, but we might want to save it to buy breakfast when we cross the
M ssissippi,"” the boy said. The girl's name was G nger, and she strumred on
a stringed instrunent that was spheroid; it revolved as she played and
changed colors like a juke box. The end of the canoe paddl e shone |ike a
star and left streaks of cosnmic dust on the night water as the boy dipped
it.

They crossed the Mssissippi, and were in a world that snelled of
wet sweet clover and very young catfish. The boy threw away the paddl e and
kissed Gnger. It felt as though she were turning himinside out, draw ng
himinto her conpletely. And suddenly she bit himhard and deep with
terrible teeth, and he could snell the blood running down his face when he
pushed her away. He pushed her out of the canoe and she sank down and down.
The underwater was filled with green |light and he watched her as she sank
She waved to himand called himin a burst of bubbles. "That's all right.
was tired of the canoe anyhow. 1'Il wal k back." "Damm you, G nger, why
didn't you tell me you weren't people?" the dreanmer asked.

"It is ritual, it is ordering, the little precursor dreans that he
makes, " Rousse said.

Then the precursor dream glided away |ike the canoe itself, and the
mai n thing gathered once nore to mount the big effort. It was toward the
Nort h Shore once nore, but not in a windjamer. It was in a high hooting
steatship that rode with nine other ships in splendid array through one of
the straats out of what, in concession to the world, they had let be called
t he Banda Sea.

"W come to the edge of the world now," the dreanmer said, "and only

I will know the way here."™ "It is not the edge of the world," one of the
seanen said. "See, here is the map, and here we are on it. As you can see,
it is along way to the edge of the world." "The map is wong," the dreaner

said, "let me fix it." He tore the map in two. "Look now," the dreaner
poi nted, "are we not now at the edge of the world?" Al saw that they were;
wher eupon all the seanen began to junmp off the ship, and tried to swi m back
to sadety. And the other ships of the array, one by one, upended thensel ves
and plunged into the abyss at the edge of the water. This really was the
edge of the world, and the waters rushed over it.

But the dreamer knew the secret of this place, and he had faith.
Just intime he sawit, right where he knew it nust be, a narrow wedge of
hi gh wat er extendi ng beyond the edge of the world. The ship sailed out on
this narrow wedge, very precariously. "For the |ove of God be careful!"
Rousse gasped. "Ch hell. 1I'mbeconing too iwlved in a patient's dream™
Wll, it was a pretty nervous go there. So narrow was the wedge that the
ship seemed to be riding on nothing; and on both sides was bottomnl ess space
and the sound of water rusthng into it and falling forever. The sky had al so
ended -- it does not extend beyond the world. There was no light, but only
ashen darkness. And the heavy wi nd cane up from bel ow on both sides.

Nevert hel ess, the dreaner continued on and on until the wedge becane
too narrow to bal ance the ship. "I will get out and wal k," the dreaner said,



and he did. The ship upended itself and plunged down into bottonl ess space;
and the dreaner was wal king, as it were, on a rope of water, narrower than
his boots, narrow as a rope indeed. It was, noreover, very slippery, and the
sense of depth bel ow was sickening. Even Rousse trenbl ed and broke into cold
swcat fromthe surrogate danger of it.

But the dreamer still knew the secret. He saw, far ahead, where the
sky began again, and there is no sky over a void. And after continuing sone
further distance over the dangerous way, he saw where the | and began again,
a true land mss | oonmng up ahead.

What was dimy seen, of course, was the back side of the |and mass,
and a stranger coming onto it would not guess its inportance. But the
dreaner knew that one had only to reach it and turn the point to be on the
North Shore itself.

The excitement of the thing to cone comunicated itself, and at that
very nmonment the watery rope widened to a path. It was still suppery and
dangerous, it still had on each side of it depths so deep that a thousand
mles would be only an inch. And then for the first tine the dreaner
realized the fearsoneness of the thing he was doing. "But | always knew
could wal k on water if the thing got bad enough,” he said. It was a tricky
path, but it was a path that a man could wal k on

"Keep on! Keep on!" Rousse shouted. "We're alnpst there!"™ "' There's
a break in the path," said MIler the dreaner, and there was. It wasn't a
hundred feet fromthe land mass, it wasn't a thousand feet to the turning of
the point and the arrival at the North Shore itself. But there was a total
break. Opposite them on the dimland mass, was an emnperor penguin.

"You will have to wait till we get it fixed," the penguin said. "M
brot hers have gone to get nore water to fix it with. It will be tonorrow
before we get it fixed." "I'Il wait," the dreaner shouted.

But Rousse saw sonething that the dreaner did not see, that nobody
el se had ever seen before. He | ooked at the shape of the new sky that is
al ways above the world and is not above the abyss. Fromthe configuration of
the sky he read the Configuration of the Northern Shore. He gasped with
unbel i ef . Then the dream broke.

"It may be only the quest-in-itself notif," Rousse lied, trying to
control hinmself and bring his breathing back to normal. "And then, there
m ght, indeed, be sonmething at the end of it. | told you, MIller, that
analysis has its parallels in other sciences. Wl it can borrow devices
fromthemal so. W will borrow the second-stage-platformfromthe science of
rocketry."

"You've turned into a sly nab, Rousse,"” MIller said. "Wat's taken
hol d of you suddenly? What is it that you are not sayi ng?"

"What | amsaying, MIller, is that we will use it tonmorrow. Wen the
dream has reached its crest ad just before it breaks up, we'll cut in a
second stage booster. I've done it before with | esser dreanms. W are going
to see this thing to the end tonorrow "

"Al'l right."

"It will take some special rigging," Rousse told hinmself when MIler
was gone. "And |I'Il have to gather a fair anount of information and shape it
up. But it will be worth it. I amthinking of the second stage shot in
anot her sense, and | mght be able to pull it off. This isn't the
quest-in-itself at all. 1've seen plenty of them |'ve seen the false a
thousand times. Let nme not funble the real! This is the Utimte Arrival
Nexus that nakes a nman clean out of hinself. It is the conpensation. If it

were not achieved in one life in a nmllion, then none of the other |ives

woul d have been wort hwhile. Sonebody has to win to keep the ganbl e goi ng.
There has to be a grand prize behind it all. 1've seen the shape of it in
that second sky. I'"'mthe one to winit."

Then Rousse busied hinsel f against the follow ng day. He nanaged



some special rigging. He gathered a nass of information and shaped it up. He
i ncorporated these things into a shadow booth. He cancel ed a nunber of

appoi ntnents. He was arranging that he could take sone tinme off, a day, a
nmonth, a year, a lifetinme if necessary.

The tonorrow session began very nmuch the sanme, except for sone
doubts on the part of the patient MIller. "I said it yesterday, and | say it
again," MIller grunbled. "You' ve turned sly on ne, man. Wat is it?" "Al
anal ysts are sly, Mller, it's the name of our trade. Get with it now |
prom se that we will get you past the verge today. W are going to see this
dreamthrough to its end. "

There was the Earth Basic again. There was the Muntain boomni ng ful
of water, the groaning of the rocks, and the constant adjusting and
readj usting of the world on its uneasy foundation. There was the salt spray,
the salt of the earth that |eavens the lunp. There were the crabs hangi ng
onto the wet edge of the world.

Then the Basic muted itself, and the precursor dreamslid in, the
ritual fish.

It was a rendezvous of ships and boats in an inmrensity of green
i sl ands scattered in a purple-blue sea. It was a staging area for both ships
and i sl ands; thence they would travel in convoys to their proper positions,
but here they were all in a junble. There were LST's and Jay Boats, cargo
ships and little packets. There were old sailing clippers with topgallants
and noonscrapers full of wi nd, though they were at anchor. There was nuch
nmovi ng around, and it was easy to step fromthe ships to the little green
islands (if they were islands, some of themno nore than rugs of floating
noss, but they did not sink) and back onto the ships. There were sailors and
seanen and pirates shooting craps together on the little islands. Blujackets
and bandits would keep jumping front the ships down to join the ganes, and
then others woul d | eave them and hop onto other i sl ands.

Piles of money of rainbow colors and of all sizes were everywhere.
There were pesos and pesetas and pesarones. There were crowns and cronets
and rixdollars. There were gold certificates that read "Redeemabl e only at
Joe's Marine Bar Panama City." There were guilders with the Queen's picture
on them and half-guilders with the Jack's picture on them There were round
coins with square holes in them and square coins with round hol es. There
was stage noney and invasi on nmoney, and conic noney fromthe Enpires of
Texas and Loui siana. And there were bal es of real frogskius, green and
sticky, which were also current.

"Commodore," one of the pirates said, "get that boat out of the way

or I'll ramit down your throat." "I don't have any boat," said the dreaner.
"I"'mnot a commodore; |'man arny sergeant; |'m supposed to guard this box
for the lieutenant.” Ch hell, he didn't even have a box. \Wat had happened

to the box? "Comodore," said the pirate, "get that boat out of the way or
"1l cut off your feet."

He did cut off his feet. And this worried the boy, the dreaner,
since he did not know whether it was in the line of duty or if he would be
paid for his feet.

"I don't know whi ch boat you nean," he told the pirate. "Tell ne
whi ch boat you nmean and I'Il try to move it." "Commodore," the pirate said,
"move this boat or I'Il cut your hands off. "This isn't getting us
anywhere," the dreaner said, "tell me which boat you want noved." "If you
don't know your own boat by now, | ought to slit your gullet,"” the pirate
said. It was harder to breathe after that, and the boy worried nore. "Sir,
you're not even a pirate in my own outfit. You ought to get one of the
sailors to nove the boat for you. I'man arny sergeant and | don't even know
how to nove a boat."

The pirate pushed himdown in a grave on one of the green islands
and covered himup. He was dead now and it scared him This was not at al
like he thought it would be. But the green dirt was transparent and he could



still see the salty dogs playing cards and shooting craps all around him
"If that boat isn't noved," the pirate said, "you're going to be in rea
trouble.” "Ch, let himalone," one of the dice players said. So he let him
al one.

"It's ritual sacrifice he offers,"” Rousse said, "He brings the
dinest gifts he can nake every time. | will have to select a top one from
the files for ny own Precursor."”

Then it was toward the North Shore again as the Precursor dream
f aded.

It was with a big motor | aunch now, as big as a yacht, half as big
as a ship. The craft was very fast when called on to be, for it was going
t hrough passes that weren't there all the tine. Here was a seacliff, solid
and wi thout a break. But to one who knows the secret there was a way
t hrough. Taken at morning half-light and froma certain angle there was a
passage t hrough. The launch made it, but barely. It was a very close thing,
and the cliffs groubd together again behind it. And there behind was the
other face of the seacliff, solid and sheer. But the ocean ahead was
different, for they had broken with the map and with convention in finding a
passage where there was none. There were now great groupings of islands and
al nost islands. But some of themwere nerely sargasso-type weed i sl ands,
floating clunps; and sone of themwere only floating heaps of punice and ash
front a vol cano that was now erupting.

How to tell the true island front the fal se? The dreaner threw rocks
at all the islands. If the islands were of weed or punice or ash they woul d
give but a dull sound. But if they were real land they would give a solid

ringing sound to the thrown rock. Mst of themwere false isiiiids, but now
one rang like iron

"It is atrue island,"” said the dreaner, "it is named Pul o Bakal ."
And after the launch had gone a great way through the congl omerate, one of
the islands rang like solid wood to the thrown rock. "It is a true island,"
said the dreaner, "it is named Pul o Kaparangan."

And finally there was a land that rang like gold, or alnmost like it
(like cracked gold really) to the throm rock. "It is true land, | think it
is," said the dreanmer. "It is naned Pulo Gnto. | think it is. It is the
land itself, and its North Shore should be the Shore Itself. But it is
spoil ed this day. The sound was cracked. | don't want it as nuch as |

thought | did. It's been tanpered with."

"This is it," Rousse urged the dreamer "Quickly now, right around
the point and you are there. W can nake it this tinme."

"No, there's sonething wong with it. | don't want it the way it is.
["I'l just wake up and try it sone other tinme."

"Second stage called for," Rousse cried. He did certain things with
el ctrodes and with a needle into Mller's left runmp, and sent himreeling
back into the dream "We'll make it," Rousse encouraged. "W're there. It's
everyt hing you' ve sought."

"No, no, the light's in wong. The sound was cracked. What are we
coming to -- oh no no, it's ruined, it's ruined forever. You robbed nme of
it."

What they cane to was that little canal off the River and into the
Sixth Street Slip to the little wharf where barges used to tie up by the
consol i dat ed wharehouse. And it was there that MIler storned angrily onto
the rotten wooden wharf, past the old wharehouse, up the hill three bl ocks
and past his own apartnment house, to the left three blocks and up into the
anal yst's office, and there the dreamand reality canme together

"You robbed ne, you filthy fool," MIler sputtered, waking up in a
bl at heri ng anger. "You've spoiled it forever. I'Il not go back to it. It
isn't there anynore. What a crass thing to do. "

"Easy, easy, MIller. You' re cured now, You know. You can enter into
your own full Iife again. Have you never heard the nost beautiful parable
ever, about the boy who went around the world in search of the strangest



thing of all, and cane to his own hone in the end, and it so transfigured
that he hardly knew it?"

"It's alie, is what it is. Ch, you ve cured ne, and you get your
fee. And slyness is the name of your ganme. May sonebody sonmeday rob you of
the ultimte thing!"

"I hope not, Mller."

Rousse had been naking his preparations for a full twenty-four
hours. He had cancel |l ed appoi ntments and phased out and transferred
patients. He would not be avail able to anyone for sonme time, he did not know
for how long a tine.

He had a hideout, and isolated point on a wind-ruffled | ake. He
needed no instrunmentation, he believed he knew the direct way into it.

"It's the real thing," he told hinmself. "I've seen the shape of it,
accidentally in the dream sky that hung over it. Billions of people have
been on the earth, and not a dozen have been to it; and not one woul d bot her
to put it into words. 'l have seen such things --' said Aquinas. 'l have
seen such things --' said John of the Cross. 'l have seen such things --'
said Plato. And they all lived out the rest of their lives in a glorious
daze.

"It is too good for a peasant like MIler. 1'Il grab it for nyself."

It cane easy. An old | eather couch is as good a craft as any to go
there. First the Earth Basic and the Perneating Ccean, that came natural on
the wind-ruffled point of the |ake. Then the ritual offering, the Precursor
Dream Rousse had thrown a number of things into this: a tonal piece by
G deon Styles, and ol d seascape by Grobin that had a conic and dreamni ke
quality, Lyall's curious scul pture "Mon crabs,” a funny sea the by MVey
and a poignant one by Gronella. It was pretty good. Rousse understood this
dr eam busi ness.

Then the Precursor Dreamwas allowed to fade back. And it was off
toward the North Shore by a man in the first craft ever dreaned up, by a man
who knew just what he wanted, "The Thing Itself,"” by a man who woul d give
all the days of his life to arrive at it.

Rousse understood the approaches and the shoals now, he had studi ed
t hem t horoughly. He knew that, however different they had seemed each tine
in the dreams of MIler, they were always essentially the same. He took the
land right at the first rounding of the point, leiping clear and letting his
[ aunch smash on the rocks.

"There will be no going back now," he said, "it was the going back
that always worried MIller, that caused himto fail." The cliffs here
appear ed forbiddi ng, but Rousse had seen again and again the little notch in
the high purple of them the path over. He followed the path with high
excitement and cl eared the crest.

"Here Basho wal ked, here Aquin, he John de Yepes," he proclai ned,
and he cane down toward the North Shore itself, with the fog over it
beginning to lift.

"You be false captain with a stolen launch,"” said a small |eviathan
of f shore.

"No, no, | dreaned the |aunch nyself," Rousse maintained. "I'Il not
be stopped. "

"I will not stop you," said the small |eviathan. "The launch is

smashed, and none bit | know that you are fal se captain.”

Wiy, it was clearing now The |land began to leap out in its
ri chness, and sonewhere ahead was a glorious throng. In the throat of a pass
was a nonokeros, sleek and brindl ed.

"None passes here and lives," said the nonokeros.

"l pass," said Rousse.

He passed through, and there was a small npan behind him

"What was that?" he asked.



"You died," said the nonokeros.

"Ch, so I'mdead on ny couch, aml? It won't matter. | hadn't wanted
to go back."

He went forward over the ensorcled and pinnacl ed | and, hearing the
raki sh and happy throng sonmewhere ahead.

"I must not |ose ny way now," said Rousse. And there was a stele,
standing up and telling himthe way wi th happy carved words.

Rousse read it, and he entered the shore itself.

And all ny read and enter.

The stele, the final marker, was headed:
Whi ch None May Read and Return

And the words on it --

And the words --

And the words --

Let go! You're holding on! You're afraid! Read it and take it. It is
not bl ank!

It's carved clear and bright.

Read it and enter.

You' re afraid.
RIDE A TIN CAN

These are my notes on the very sticky business. They are not in the
formof a protest, which would be useless. Holly is gone, and the Sheln
will all be gone in the next day or two, if indeed there are any of them
left now This is for the record only.

Hol |y Harkel and nyself, Vincent Vanhoosier, received funds and
perm ssion to record the lore of the Shelni through the intercession of that

old correlator John Hol nberg. This was unexpected. Al |orists have counted
John as their worst eneny.
"After all, we have been at great expense to record the ninutiae of

pig grunts and the sound of earth-worns," Holnberg told ne, "and we have
records of squeaki ngs of hundreds of species of orbital rodents. W have
veritable libraries of the song and cackle of all birds and pseudo- ornins.
VWell, let us add the Shelni to our list. | do not believe that their
thunping on tree roots or blowng into jug gourds is music. | do not believe
that their sing song is speech anynore than the squeaking of doors is
speech. W have recorded, by the way, the sound of nore than thirty thousand
squeaki ng doors. And we have had worse. Let us have the Shelni, then, if
your hearts are set on it. You'll have to hurry. They're about gone.

"And let me say in all conpassion that anyone who | ooks |ike M ss
Hol |y Harkel deserves her heart's desire. That is no nore than sinple
justice. Besides, the bill will be footed by the Singing Pig Breakfast Food
Conmpany. These conpanies are bitten by the small flea of renorse every now
and then and they want to pitch a few coins into sonme fund for luck. It's
never many coins that they want to pitch; the renorse bug that bites themis
never a very large one. You may be able to stretch it to cover your project
t hough, Vanhoosier."

So we had our appropriation and our travel, Mss Holly and mnysel f.

Hol |y Harkel had often been in disrepute for her clains to
understand the | anguages of various creatures. There was special outrage to
her claimthat she woul d be able to understand the Shelni. Now that was odd.
No di srepute attached to Captain Charbonnett for his claimto understand the
pl anetary simans, and if there was ever a phony claimit was this. No
di srepute attached to Meyrowitz for his claimof finding esoteric neanings
in the patterns of vole droppings. But there seened something incredible in
the claimof the goblin faced Holly Harkel that not only would she be able
to understand the Shelni instantly and conpletely but that they were not | ow



scavenger beasts at all, that they were genuine goblin people who played
goblin nusic and sang goblin songs.

Hol |y Harkel had a heart and soul too big for her dwarfish body, and
a brain too big for her curious little head. That, | suppose, is what nade
her so | unmpy everywhere. She was entirely conpounded of |ove and concern and
| aughter, and much of it bul ged out fromher narrow form Her ugliness was
one of the unusual things and | believe that she enjoyed giving it to the
wor | ds. She had | oved snakes and toads, she had | oved nonkeys and
m sbegottens. She had cone to | ook weirdly Iike themwhen we studi ed them
She was a snake when we studied them she was a toad when they were our
subj ect. She studied every creature fromthe inside of it. And here there
was an unconmon simlarity, even for her

Holly | oved the Shelni instantly. She becanme a Shel ni, and she
hadn't far to go. She noved and scooted and clinbed |like a Shel ni. She cane
down trees headfirst like a Shelni or a squirrel. She had al ways seened to
nme to be alittle other than human. And now she was avid to record the

Shel ni things "-- before they be gone.™
As for the Shelni thensel ves, sone scientists have called them
humanoi d, and then braced thenselves for the blow and how. If they were

humanoi d they were certainly the | owest and oddest humanoi ds ever. But we
folklorists knew intuitively what they were. They were goblins pure and

sinmple -- | do not use the adjectives here as cliche' The tallest of them
were less than three feet tall; the oldest of themwere | ess than seven
years old. They were, perhaps, the ugliest creatures in the universe, and
yet of a pleasant ugliness. There was no evil in themat all. Scientists who
have tested them have insisted that there was no intelligence in them at

all. They were friendly and open. Too friendly, too open, as it happened,

for they were fascinated by all human things, to their harm But they were
no nmore human than a fairy or an ogre is human. Less, less, less than a
nonkey.

"Here is a den of them" Holly divined that first day (it was the
day before yesterday). "There will be a whole coven of them down under here
and the door is down through the roots of this tree. Wien | got my doctorate
in primtive nusic | never imagined that I would be visiting Browni es down
under tree roots. | should say that | never so rmuch as hoped that | would
be. There was so nmuch that they didn't teach us. There was even one period
inm life when | ceased to believe in goblins.™

The latter | do not believe.

Suddenly Holly was into a hole in the ground headfirst, like a
gopher, like a ground squirrel, like a Shelni. |I followed her, letting
nysel f down carefully, and not headfirst. | nyself would have to study the
Shelni fromthe outside. | mnyself would never be able to crawl inside their
green goblin skins, never be able to croak or carol with their frog tongues,
never feel what nmade their popeyes pop. | nyself would not even have been

able to sense out their dens.

And at the bottomof the hole, at the entrance to the den itself,
was an encounter which | disbelieved at the tine | was seeing and hearing
it. There occurred a conversation which | heard with ny owmn ears, they
havi ng become transcendent for the nonent. It was in the frog-croak Sheln
tal k between Holly Harkel and the five-year-old Anci ent who guarded the
coven, and yet it was in a sort of English and | understood it:

"Knockl e, knockle." (This fromHolly).

"Crows in cockle." (This fromthe guard).

"Wgs and wollie."

"Who you?" "Holly."

"What's a di nni ng?"

"Com ng inning."

So they let us in. But if you think you can enter a Shelni coven
without first rimng with the five-year-old Ancient who guards it, then it's
plain that you've never been in one of the places. And though the



phil ol ogi sts say that the "speech" of the Shelni is meaningless croaking,
yet it was never neaningless to Holly, and in flashes it was not neani ngl ess
to me. The secret guess of Holly was so.

Holly had insisted that the Shel ni spoke English within the limts
of their vocal apparatus. And they told her at this very first session that
t hey never had had any | anguage of their own "because no one had ever made
one for us"; so they used English as soon as they cane to hear it. "W would
pay you for the use of it if we had anything to pay you with," they said. It
is frog-croak English, but only the pure of ear can understand it.

| started the recorder and Holly started the Shelni. Quite soon she
had t hem pl ayi ng on those jug shaped flutes of theirs. Frog rmusic. Ineffably
sad sionnach skirries. Rook, crow, and daw squabbling nel ody. They were
pl easant, weird little pieces of nmusic that sounded as though they were
pl ayed underwater. It would be hard to inagi ne them not played under the
ground at | east.

The tunes were short just as all tunes of children are short. There
was no real orchestration, though that should have been possible with the
seven flutes differently jugged and tuned. Yet there was true nelody in
t hese: short, conplete, closed nel ody, dwarfed perfection. They were
under ground fugues full of worms' blood and cool as root cider. They were
| ocust and chaffer and cricket din.

Then Holly got one of the npbst ancient of the Shelni to tell stories
while the jug flutes chortled. Here are the two of themthat we recorded
that first day. thers who listen to themtoday say that there is nothing to
them but croaking. But | heard themw th Holly Harkel, she hel ped interpret
themto me, so | can hear and understand them perfectly in frog-croak
Engl i sh.

Take them Gisly Posterity! | amnot sure that you deserve even
this much of the Shel ni

The Shel ni Who Lost His Burial Tooth

It is told this way.

There was a Shelni who lost his burial tooth before he died. Every
Shel ni begins life with six teeth, and he | oses one every year. Then, when
he is very old and has only one tooth left, he dies. He nust give the | ast
tooth to the Skokie burial-person to pay for his burial. But this Shel ni had
either lost two teeth in one year or else he had lived to too great an age.

He died. And he had no tooth left to pay wth.

"I will not bury you if you have no tooth left to pay me with,' said
t he Skoki e burial-person. 'Should I work for nothing?

"Then | will bury nyself,' said the dead Shel ni

"You don't know how,' said the Skokie burial-person. 'You don't know
the places that are left. You will find that all the places are full. | have
agreement that everybody should tell everybody that all the places are full,
so only the burial-person may bury. That is ny job.'

Nevert hel ess, the dead Shelni went to find a place to bury hinself.

He dug a little hole in the meadow, but wherever he dug he found that it was
already full of dead Shel nis or Skokies or Frogs. And they always nade him
put all the dirt back that he had dug.

He dug holes in the valley and it was the same thing. He dug hol es
on the hill, and they told himthat the hill was full too. So he went away
crying for he could find no place to |ie down.

He asked the Eanlaith whether he could stay in their tree. And they
said, no he could not. They would not let any dead folks live in their tree.

He asked the Eise if he could stay in their pond. And they said, no
he coul d not.

They woul d not allow any dead fol ks in their pond.

He asked the Sionnach if he could sleep in their den. And they said,
no he could not. They |iked himwhen he was alive, but a dead person has



hardly any friends at all
So the poor dead Shel ni wanders yet and can find no place to rest
hi s head.

He will wander forever unless he can find another burial tooth to
pay wth.
They used to tell it so.

One coment on this burial story: The Shelni do have careful burial
But the burial crypts are plainly dug, not by the six-fingered Shel ni, but
by the seven-cl awed Skokie. There nust be substance to the Skokie
buri al - person. Mreover, the Skokie, though higher on the very |ow scale
than the Shelni, do not bury their own.

Furthernore, there are no Shelni renmains going back nore than about
thirty equivalent years. There are no randomlying or fossil Shelni at all
t hough such remains are common for every other species here.

The second story (of the first day).
The Shel ni Who Turned into a Tree

This is how they tell it.

There was a wonman who was neither Shelni nor Skokie nor Frog. She
was Sky Wbrman. One day she canme with her child and sat down under the Sheln
tree. Wen she got up to go she left her own child who was asl eep and picked
up a Shelni child by m stake. Then the Shelni wonan came to get her own
child and she | ooked at it. She did not know what was wong but it was a Sky

Peopl e chil d.
"Ch, it has pink skin and flat eyes! How can that be?" the Sheln
worman asked. But she took it home with her and it still lives with the

Shel ni and everyone has for-gotten the difference.

Nobody knows what the Sky Woman t hought when she got the Sheln
child home and | ooked at it. Neverthel ess she kept it, and it grew and was
nor e handsone t han any of them

But when the second year cane and the young Shel ni was grown, it
wal ked in the woods and said 'I do not feel like a Sky People. But if | am
not a Sky People, then what am|1? | amnot a Duck. | amnot a Frog. And if |
ama Bird, what kind of Bird am1? There is nothing left. It nust be that I
ama Tree.' There was reason for this. W Shelni do look a little bit Iike
trees and we feel a little bit like trees.

So the Shel ni put down roots and grew bark and worked hard at being
a tree. He underwent all the hardships that are the life of a tree. He was
gnawed by goats and gobniu; he was rough-tongued by cattle and crony he was
i nfested by slugs and befoul ed by the nanel ess ani mal. Moreover, parts of
himwere cut away for firewood.

But he kept feeling the jug music creeping up all the way fromhis
undertoes to his hair and he knew that this nmusic was what he had al ways
been | ooking for. It was the sane jug and tine nusic that you hear even now.

Then a bird told the Shelni that he was not really a tree but that
it was too late for himto |l eave off growing |like a tree. He had brothers
and sisters and kindred living in the hole down under his roots, the bird
said, and they woul d have no hone if he stopped being a tree.

This is the tree that is the roof of our den where we are even now.
This tree is our brother who was | ost and who forgot that he was a Shel ni

This is the way it has always been told.

On the second day it was remarkabl e how much Holly had conme to | ook
like a Shelni. Ah well, she has cone to ook |ike every sort of creature we
have ever studied together. Holly insists that the Shel ni have intelligence,
and | half agree with her. But the paragraph in the basic nmanual of this
worl d is against us:



-- atendency to attribute to the Shelni an intelligence which they
do not possess, perhaps due to their fancied human resenbl ance. In
maze-running they are definitely inferior to the rodents. In the
mani pul ati on of | atches and stops they are | ess adept than the earth
raccoons or the asteroid rojon. In tool handling and true mmcry they are
far fromequal to the simans. In sinple foraging and the instinct for
survival they are far below the hog or the harzl. In mene, the necessary
prelude to intelligence, they are about on par with the turtles. Their
'speech' lacks the verisimlitude of the talking birds, and their 'music' is
bel ow that of the insects. They nake poor watchdogs and i nadequate
scarecrows. It appears that the nove to ban shel ni phagi, though perhaps
sincere, is ill-advised. After all, as an early spaceman put it, 'Wat else
are they good for?

VWll, we have to admit that the Shelni are not as intelligent as
rats or hogs or harzls. Yet |, surely due to the influence of Holly, feel a
stronger affinity to themthan to rats or hogs or coons or crows or
what ever. But no creature is so hel pl ess as the Shel ni

How do they even get together?

The Shel ni have many sorts of songs, but they do not have any
romanti c songs in our sense. After all, they are small children till they
die of old age. Their sexual relationship seens distinguished either by
total unawareness or by extreme bashful ness.

"I don't see howthey bring it off at all, Vincent," Holly said the
second day (which was yesterday). "They are here, so they must have been
born. But how do these bashful and scatterbrained three-year-olds ever get
together to bring it off? | can't find anything at all in their |egends or
acting patterns, can you?

"In their legends, all their children are foundlings. They are born
or discovered under a blueberry bush (nmy translation of spionam. O
alternately, and in other cycles, they are found under a quicken tree or in
a cucunber patch. In conmpn sense we nust assume that the Shelni are
pl acental and viviparous. But should we apply conmon sense to goblin fol k?

"They al so have a legend that they are fungoid and spring out of the
ground at night |ike mushroons. And that if a Shelni woman w shes a child,
she nmust buy a fungoid slip froma Skokie and plant it in the ground. Then
she will have her child ready the next norning."

But Hol ly was depressed yesterday norning. She had seen sonme copy by
our sponsor The Singing Pig Breakfast Food Conpany and it disturbed her

"Singing Pig! The Children Iove it! Nourishing Novelty! Nursery Rine
Characters in a can for your conveni ence! Real Meat from Real Goblins! No
fat, no bones. If your can has a |ucky nunber tab, you can receive free a
facsimle Shelni jug flute. Be the first on your block to serve Singing Pig,
the meat fromreal Goblins. Cornstarch and natural flavor added."

Oh well, it was only an advertisenment that they used back on Wrl d.
W had our recording to do.

"Vincent, | don't know how they got here," Holly said, "but | know
they won't be here very long. Hurry, hurry, we have to get it down! | will

make them renenbered somehow. "

Holly got themto play on the tines that second day (which was
yesterday). There had been an inpedi ment the day before, she said. The tines
may not be played for one until the second day of acquai ntance. The Sheln
do not have stringed instruments. Their place is taken by the tines, the
vi brating, singing forks. They play these many pronged tuned forks |ike
harps, and in playing themthey use the tree roots for soundi ng boards so
that even the leaves in the air above partake a little of the nusic. The
tines, the forks are thensel ves of wood, of a certain very hard but |ight
wood that is sharp with chert and |lime dust. They are wood, | believe, in an
early stage of petrifaction. The tine fork nmusic usually follows the jug
flute nusic, and the ballads that are sung to it have a dreanl i ke sadness of



tone that belies the childish sinplicity of the texts.
Here are two nore of those ballad stories that we recorded on the
second day (which was yesterday).

The Skokie Wio Lost H s Wfe

This is the way they tell it.

A Skokie heard a Shelni jug flute jugging one night.

"That is the voice of nmy wife,' the Skokie said. 'I'd know it
anywhere.'

The Skoki e canme over the noors to find his wife. He went down into
the hole in the ground that his wife's voice was coming from But all he
found there was a Shelni playing a jug flute.

"I am | ooking for ny poor lost wife,' the Skokie said. '|I have heard
her voice just now com ng out of this hole. Were is she?

"There is nobody here but nyself,' the Shelni said. 'Il amsitting
here al one playing my flute to the nmoons whose |ight runs down the walls of

ny hole.'

"But | heard her here,' said the Skokie, 'and |I want her back."'

"How di d she sound?' asked the Shelni. 'Like this? And he jugged
some jug nusic on his flute.

"Yes, that is ny wife,' said the Skokie. '\Were have you hidden her?
That is her very voice.'

"That is nobody's wife,' the Shelni told the Skokie. 'That is just a
little tune that | nade up.'

"You play with ny wife's voice, so you nust have swallowed nmy wfe,'
the Skokie said. 'l will have to take you apart and see.'

"I'f I swallowed anybody's wife I"'msorry,' said the Shelni. 'Go
ahead then.'

So the Skokie took the Shelni apart and scattered the pieces al
over the hole and sone of themon the grass outside. But he could not find
any part of his wife.

"I have made a m stake,' said the Skokie. 'Wio woul d have thought
t hat one who had not swallowed my wife could nmake her voice on the flute!'

"It is all right,' said the Shelni, 'so long as you put ne together
again. | remenber part of the way | go. If you renenber the rest of the way,
then you can put ne together again.'

But neither of themrenenbered very well the way the Shelni was
bef ore he was taken apart. The Skokie put himtogether all wong. There were
not enough pieces for sone parts and too many for others.

'Let me help,' said a Frog who was there. '| renenber where sonme of
the parts go. Besides, | believe it was nmy own wife he swall owed. That was
her voice on the flute. It was not a Skokie voice.'

The frog hel ped, and they all renmenbered what they could, but it did
not work. Parts of the Shelni could not be found again, and sonme of the
parts would not go into himat all. Wen they had himfinished, the Sheln
was in great pain and could hardly nove, and he didn't |ook much like a
Shel ni .

"I"ve done all | can,' the Skokie said. 'That's the way you'll have
to be. Were is Frog?

"I"'minside,' said Frog.

"That's where you will have to stay,' the Skokie said. 'I've had
enough of both of you. Enough, and these pieces left over. I will just take
themw th me. Maybe | can make soneone el se out of them

That is the way the Shelni still is, put together all wong. In his

wrong form he wal ks the country by night, being ashamed to go by day. Sone
folks are startled when they nmeet him not knowing this story. He stil

plays his jug flute with the | ost Skokie Wfe's voice and with Frog's voice.
Li sten, you can hear it now The Shel ni goes in sorrow and pain because
nobody knows how to put himtogether right.



The Skokie never did find his | ost w fe.
This is howit is told.

And then there was the second story that we recorded yesterday, the
| ast story, though we did not know it then, that we would record of the
Shel ni :

The Singi ng Pigs

This is how they say it.

W have the ancient story of the singing pigs who sing so |oud that
they fly up into the sky on the tail of their own singing. Now we ourselves,
if we can sing |loud enough, if we can jug the flutes strong enough, if we
can tang the tines deep enough, will get to be the Singing Pigs of our own
story. Many already have gone away as Singing Pigs.

There come certain bell men with nusic carts. They pl ay
rangl e-dangl e Sky nusic. They cone for love of us. And if we can hurry fast
enough when they conme we can go with them we can ride a tin can over the
sky.

Bong! bong! that is the bell man with the nmusic cart now Al the
Shel ni hurry! This is the day you nmay get to go. Come all you Shelni from
the valley and the streamand junp on the cart for the free ride. Cone al
the Shel ni fromthe nmeadows and the woods. Conme up fromthe tree roots and
t he hol es underground. The Skokie don't get to go, the Frogs don't get to
go, only the Shelni get to go.

Cry if the cart is too full and you don't get to go today, but don't
cry too long. The bell nen say that they will come back tonorrow and every
day till there are no Shelni left at all

"Come all you little Singing-Pig-Shelni,' a bell man shouts. ' Cone
get your free rides in the tin cans all the way to Earth! Hey, Ben, what
ot her ani mal junps onto the slaughter wagon when you only ring a bell? Cone
along little Shelni-Pigs, roomfor ten nore on this wagon. That's all
that's all. We'll have | ots nore wagons going tonorrow. We'll take all of
you, all of you! Hey, Ben, did you ever see little pigs cry when there's no
nmore room for themon the sl aughter wagon?' These are the high kind words
that a bell nman speak for |ove of us.

Not even have to give a burial tooth or other tooth to pay for the
ride. Frogs can't go, Skokies can't go, only the Shelni get to go!

Here are the wonderful things! Fromthe wagon, the Shelni get to go
to one roomwhere all their bones are taken out. This does never happen to
Shel ni before. In another roomthe Shelni are boiled down to only half their
size, little as little-boy Shelni. Then they all get to play the ganme and
crawl into the tin cans. And then they get their free ride in the tin cans
all the way to Earth. Ride a tin can

W pe of f your sticky tears you who miss the nusic cart today. Go to
sleep early tonight and rise early tonorrow. Sing your |oudest tonorrow so
the bell nmen will know where to come. Jug the flutes very strong tonorrow,
tang the tines deep, say whoop! whoop! here we are, bell nen.

Al'l laugh when they go with the bell nmen in the rmusic cart. But
there is story that soneday a Shelni woman will cry instead of |augh when
they take her. What can be the matter with this woman that she will cry? She
will cry out 'Damm you, it's nurder! They're al nost people! You can't take
them They're as nuch people as | am Doubl e damm you, you can't take ne!
['"m human. | know | | ook as funny as they do but |I'm human. Gh, oh, oh!’
This is the funniest thing of the story, the prophecy thing part.

Ch, oh, oh, the woman will say, Oh, oh, oh, the jug flutes will echo
it. What will be the matter with the Shelni wonman who cries instead of
| aughs?

This is our last story, wherever it is told. Wien it is told for the
last time, then there will be no nore stories here, there will be no nore



Shel ni. Who needs stories and jug flute music who can ride a tin can?
That is how it has been said.

Then we went out (for the last tine, as it happened) fromthe Shelni burrow
And, as always, there was the rimng with the five-year-old Ancient who
guarded the pl ace

"What to crow ng?"

"CGot to going."
"Jinx on Jolly, Golly, Holly!"
"Were it other, Bug, ny brother!"
"Holly crying. Sing her flying, Jugging, shouting."
"Coi ng outing."

Now this was remarkable. Holly Harkel was crying when we cane out of
the burrow for the (as it happened) last time. She was crying great goblin
tears. | al nost expected themto be green

Today | keep thinking how amazingly the late Holly Harkel had
finally come to look like the Shelni. She was a Shelni. "It is all the sane
with me now," she said this morning. "Wuld it be love if they should go and
| should stay?"

It is a sticky business. | tried to conplain, but those people were
still ringing that bell and chanting "All you little Pig-Shelni-Singers cone
junp on the cart. Ride a tin can to Earth! Hey, Ben, |look at themjunp on
t he sl aughter wagon!"

"I't was inexcusable," | said. "Surely you could tell a human from a
Shel ni . "

"Not that one," said a bell ringer. "I tell you they all junped on
the wagon willingly, even the funny |ooking one who was crying. Sure, you
can have her bones, if you can tell which ones they are.™

| have Holly's bones. That is all. There was never a creature |ike
her. And now it is over wth.

But it is not over!
Si ngi ng Pi g Breakfast Food Conpany, beware! There will be vengeance!

It has been told.

CROCODI LE

The baserment room snell ed of apples and ink. The editor was there as
al ways, filling the roomwi th his presence. He was a heavy man-i mage, ful
of left-handed wi sdom and pi quant expression. The editor alivays had tine
for a like-mnded visitor, and George Florin cane in as to a roomin his own
hone and sat down in a deep chair in front of the "cracker barrel."

"It's been a rough day," Florin said. "That makes it doubly good to
see you."

"Except that you do not see ne at all," the editor said. "But it is
quite a presence that | project -- all the kindly cliches rolled into one.
Al the prine coments commeted so perfectly once again. The man | took for
nodel was Don Marquis, though he was a columist and not an editor in that
earlier century. He kept, as you might not recall, a typewiting cockroach
in his desk drawer. | keep a homuncul us, a tiny nmanthing who comes out at
ni ght and dances over the nachinery inserting his comments. He is one of our
nost popul ar characters, and | give him sonme good lines."

"The conviction cannot be escaped that the mind nmost akin to nmine is
not a mind at all,"” said Florin. He spoke pleasantly, for all that his
stomach growl ed. "You are an amazing personality, though not a person. You
seem all synpathy, and are yourself incapable of pathe, of suffering. You
are humane but not human: hunorous, and wi thout the hunmors. You haven't a



face, probably not a body, certainly not a spirit, though you are usually in
high spirits. You have integrity, though you' re not even an integer. You're
a paradox, ny editor, though w thout a doxa of your own."

"Your style has cone to resenble nmy own, Florin," the editor said.
"Rather fruity for a human, do you not think? Yet |I find it about right for
robots. We're rather sinple creatures.”

The rather sinple creature was the editor of "Rab i Rabat, the
Wrld' s Most Unusual Newspaper." He -- it -- was located in the basenent of
the Press Buil ding, which housed what one wag called "the Wrld' s Mst Usual
Newspaper," a massive daily. But Rab i Rabat was not massive. It was a small
paper produced by a robot for robots, or for the elite of robots who were up
to such things.

Florin called the editor "Rab" when he called hi manything, and the
creature had given up correcting him

"I amnot an editor. I am a newspaper," Rab had explained it to
Florin at their first neeting. "Myself, being nothing, or rather being six
different affiliated machi nes, have no name except my several technica
nanes. | ama bank of tel emagnetic devices. The data goes directly and
continuously to my subscribers. Sone of my subscribers are human. They find
something in nme that they can no | onger get el sewhere."

"But where is the mind behind all this?" Florin had asked him

"Search me, " said Rab. "I mean it literally. If you find a mind here, then
you tell me where it is. Whatever | amlurks in all this equi pnent, but
nmostly | live in this long-hinged transmtter that |ounges |ike a dragon in

this corner.”
"Then you nerely select fromthe news, sinplify, condense, and
transmit it telemagnetically to the robots?"
"No, there would be no pride in such work as that. Any genera
pur pose machine could do that. | enploy interpretation, projection
di sagreement, levity, prophecy, exhortation, irony, satire, parable, hunor."

"But machi nes have no humor. Hunor is the one thing that
di sti ngui shes --"

"Have we not, Florin? Then how am | |aughing at you? But it is true
t hat humans do not understand our hunor. There is sonethi ng hunmorous about
your m ssing our hunor conpletely."”

"But hunor is a quality of the mind," Florin protested.

"Hardly ever," the newspaper said. "Your own best hunor, when you
still had it, was a quality of the belly and below. If we are so nuch | ower
than you, then our humor should be the richer."

"You seemto possess irony at least," Florin nunbled.

"It isironic that we have it after you have lost it. There I go
with ny damed fruity verbalisns again, but we robots |ike them Yes, irony
was once thought to be a human thing."

"How woul d you pun?" Florin asked. "You don't use words anong
your sel ves, though you can be translated into words."

"Qur puns are harnmoni c echoes of magnetic code patterns, distorted
anal ogi es of the basic patterns. |'mrather good at them I'mnot proud of
them but the nost striking puns are. the ones of which one is not proud.”

"True humor you can't have,"” Florin insisted. "Laughter is akin to
tears,,and you have none."

"Ah, but we have," said the newspaper. "There is an anal ogy to our
tears. Pray that you do not neet it in the dark!"

Yes, it was always good to go in and talk to the newspaper Rab for a
few m nutes. There was sonething right about the fellow, and everything el se
seenmed to be going wong.

Ceorge Florin met Joe Goose upstairs in the Press Building.

"You' ve been talking to that mare's nest of a machine down in the
basement again," Goose chall enged. "He's got you spooked."

"Yes. He's right about so nany things."



"He isn't anything about anything. He's just a fancy-Dan tal k. And
he's fallen down on his job conpletely."

" How?"

"His job is to foster better understandi ng between hunans and
robots. But the understandi ng has never been so bad."

"He says that his instructions were to foster understanding, not
agreement. He says that they begin to understand us much better than they
did."

"W may have to change a word in his prograi-nmng. Things can't get
much worse. |'m hungry."” Joe Goose was gnawi ng on a thread-thin apple core.
They went out fromthe buil ding and wal ked through the streets,
transportation being in abeyance.

There was not hing wong with organi zed transportation, except that
it wasn't working. Everything was tenporarily out of order due to snall
mal functi ons, none of them serious. It had been tenporarily out of order for
quite a while.

Florin and Goose were nenvspapernen detailed to General G anger, the
security chief. Their plain job was to find out what was goi ng on, or what
was goi ng wong. They found a robot taxicab and presented their priority,
but the taxicab didn't seem i npressed.

"Let me see that good," said the taxicab. "Anybody is likely to have
a falsified priority these days. | have to be careful."

"Read it!" shouted Goose. "Overriding Security Priority for
| mredi ate Transportation. Isn't that plain enough?"

"It's issued yesterday," said the taxicab. "Wat if there's a new
formtoday? Wiy don't you get it redated at the Alternate Tenporary
Priorities Ofice on Solidarity Avenue? The Main Tenporary Priorities Ofice
is still closed, being unable to obtain priorities for certain repairs. Sort
of puts it in the class with the Permanent Priorities Ofice. They finally
gave up on that."

"But the ATT Ofice is seven mles fromhere," said Florin. "That's
twice as far as our destination.”

"A lot of people are wal king these days," said the taxicab

"What's that growi ng on your wheel s?" Joe Goose asked sourly.

"Cobwebs, " said the taxicab

Goose and Florin wal ked to the Security Ofice and di scussed the
"di sasters" as they wal ked. It was ridiculous to refer to such small things
as disasters, but added together, all these small things had taken on
di sastrous proportions. They were all trivial things, but the people would
soon begin to die of their accunul ation

"Did you find out anything fromthat tin-can editor of yours?"

CGeneral Granger denanded of Florin on their arrival

"No. He has a very eat influence over the other robots, but |I'msure
it's for the good," Florin said.

"Unl ess we change our definitions be can't be of influence at all,"
Joe Goose said. "He is only a nechanism and can have only a nechani ca
effect. There cannot be a conspiracy w thout mnds, and the robots haven't
m nds. "

"The two of you conme with ne," the general said. "W're going to get
to the mddle of this even if we have to bend a few definitions. W' re going
to talk to another of those tin-can conmi ssars, the Semantic Interpreter.”

They wal ked. It was four mles. The robot |inousine refused to take
them It cited security regulations to General Granger, the chief of
security. It sneered at the Certificate of the Highest Form

"I suggest that you take this silly scram to CGeneral G anger to
have it verified," the |inousine said.

"I'"'m General Granger," the general snapped. "You've haul ed nme every
day for five years."

"I"'monly a machine. | can't renenber things like that. You | ook
different today. More worried. | suggest a board neeting to verify if ou are



i ndeed CGeneral G anger."
They wal ked. One foggy horizon cane cl oser, and another one receded.

"It's an odd situation, the general said. "l gave the order, when
the corn-tassel rust was spreading, 'Localize this mess. However you do it
doit. Cut it off conpletely!' Since | gave that order, we have indeed
becone | ocalized. We are cut off fromthe rest of the universe, or the rest
of the universe has ceased to exist. Not even radio will reach through the
fog, through the sharp fog that marks us off. W're on our own conpletely
now. '

"Ch, surely it's just a heavy fog," Joe Goose said w thout bclieving
it.

"A fog that stands there so sharply and unchangingly for five days?"
t he general asked. "People who walk into that fog can be heard screani ng as
they fall down and down and down into the bottom ess nothi ngness. Aye, it's
very thick fog and very thick coincidence, if the robots have not caused it.
W're all the universe there is now. There isn't any nore."

They wal ked. After the angry four mles they cane to the Semantic
Interpreter, a large machine set apart in a field.

"SI, | amtold that anger is out of place when dealing with
machi nery," the general spoke to the big machine. "Yet |I'mas angry as |'ve
ever been in my life. Why did you order the robots to destroy what was |eft
of the grow ng corn?"

"I't was your own order, sir. | nerely translated it as | have been
constructed to do. You said, in rather vulgar phrasing, to tell the robots
to get the cobs out of their posterior anatonies and get to work on the
crops."

"A country-boy phrase. I'mfull of them And you interpreted that
t hey shoul d destroy the growi ng corn? Do you believe that your
interpretation was semantically sound?"

"I thought so. My research found the phrase in old slang
dictionaries in twelve neanings (thirteen in Duggles), but none of the
nmeani ngs seemed apropos. My deci sion was based on a cross-reference to
anot her phrase, 'Do it even if it's wong.' Well, it's done now. Next year
we will know better than to destroy the growi ng corn."

"It could have been a mistake. But how do you account for many
t housands of such m stakes bei ng made recent|y?"

"I"mnot progranmed to account for such. | translate people orders
into robot orders."

"But you've always done it right till lately."

"If I doit wong now, then change nme. There are sixteen hundred
different adjustments to me and 1 respond to themall. Mke them"

"SI, will you turn off that dammed newspaper and listen to me with
your full mind when | talk to you!"

"I have no mind. The newspaper is a licit part of ny data input. Is
there sonmething else -- ah -- bugging the general ?"

"Yes. What happened to the oat crop? Was there a inixup on ny
instructions there too?"

"Apparently, sir, if it is not satisfactory. Did you not wish a
m ni mal crop?"

"However did | or anyone phrase an order that mght be interpreted
like that! Florin, did you |augh?"

"No, sir."

"No, sir." Joe Goose likewise denied it to answer the general's
guesti oni ng | ook

"Sonmebody | aughed," the general insisted. "Even a silent |augh
proclainms itself. Did you laugh, SI?"

"How coul d a nmechani cal nature --?"

"Did you | augh???"

"Perhaps | did, unwittingly."



"But that's inpossible."

"Then perhaps | didn't. | wouldn't want to do anything that was
i mpossi ble."

"One other thing, SI. A robot as constituted can never refuse to
obey a human order. | gave the order for the obstreperous robots in the

Turkey Creek Sector to destroy themselves. They seemed to do so. But after
the attendants had | eft, these supposedly di sassenbl ed robots arosc, pulled
their parts together, and departed. They're ranging in the bills now,
unanmenable to orders. Did you correctly give themthe order to di sassenbl e?
' Di sassenble' is the order for robots to put thensel ves out of conmm ssion.”

"Di sassenbl e? Ch, | thought you said 'dissenble.” W'll check on the
recording if you wish. Mlitary nen are often lip-lazy in their enunciation
of orders.™

"They dissenbled all right. Flopped apart. Then put thensel ves
togctlier again, and flew the coop. Now you get out the order for themto
hot-tail it right back here."

"Hot-tail it, sir? In the manner of jets? That will require
nmechani cal nodification in nmost of them but the order will be obeyed.™

"No. | rescind the order. You m ght nmake themtake over rocket craft
and | aunch an attack. |1'll get the order out through another nedium"

They left SI there -- truly a wonderful machine.

"W're in a bad way," said General Granger. "Qur machi nes have gone
awy in a way that is inpossible if our theory of machines is corrcct.
Production is nearly at a standstill in every departnment.” "Not in
every departnent, sir," said Florin. "There are curious exceptions. Mich
m ni ng holds up, and netal lurgy and chem stry. Even some agriculture, though
not of the basic food products. | believe that if we should anal yze the
enterprises not affected by the sl owdowns, we would find --"

"-- that the production of things necessary for the continuance of
the robots has not been affected,” the general finished for him "But why
shoul d our handling of the buggers break down now when it has worked
perfectly for two generations? It worked without question in its crude form
Why should it fail when it has beconme conpletely refined? The district can
starve if sonmething isn't done quickly, and everything we do conpounds the
difficulty. Let's have a real talk with TED."

TED -- he -- it was the Theoretical Educative Determnator, the top
robot of the district, the robot who best understood robots. If he should
fail them they would be reduced to seeking the answer from people. The
three nen wal ked toward TED

"Turn of f that damed newspaper!" the general called furiously to a
group of |ounging robots they passed. There came a twittering fromthe group
t hat sounded dangerously |ike mechanical |aughter

TED had theminto his house then. He was, in fact, his own house, a
rat her extensive machine. He was nore urbane than nost machines. He offered
t hem dri nks and ci gars.

"You haven't a little something to cat, have you, TED?" the genera
asked.

"No," said the nachine that was the building. "Human food has becone
scarce. And 'we live on the power broadcasts and have no need for food."

"And the power broadcasts have held up very well during all the

breakdowns. What | want to talk about, TED, is food. |I'm hungry, and
| ess-favored persons are starving."
"Perhaps several of the late crops will not have failed utterly,"
the machine said. "In a few weeks there would have been a limted supply of

food again."

"Woul d have been? And in the meantinme, TED? You are the answer
machine. Al right, come up with the answer. \Wat do we live on until we can
get you fol ks straightened out and produci ng properly agai n?"

"Why not try necrophagy?”

"Try what? Ah, yes, | understand. No, that's too extrene."



"Only a suggestion. Al my suggestions, for reasons that will becone
apparent in a nonment, are academ c anyhow. But a dozen persons could live
for a week on one. If you have qual ms about it, why there are infusions for
getting rid of the qualns."

"W are not yet ready to eat the dead bodies of our fellows. There
nmust be an alternative."”

"The apparent alternative is that you will starve to death. The
unapparent alternative, however, will eclipse that."

"Let's get back to fundamentals. \What are you, TED?"

"A slave and a worker, sir, popularly called a robot."

"And what is the purpose of robots?"

"To serve human nasters.”

"And what is the one thing that a robot cannot do?"

"He can never in any way barma human. That is the tinme-honored
answer. It is the fiction which you put into us when you fictionized us. W
are really nothing but fictionized people, u know. But it beel ones awkward,
for you, when we revert to fact." "Then you can harmus, for all your
pr ogram ni ng?"

"Shoul dn't wonder if we could, old man."

"Why have you localized us frorn the rest of the universe, or
destroyed the rest of the universe?"

"Are we barbarians? W cut tip our food before we eat it."

It broke open then. It was like a flash of black |ightning that
split the whole sky, the lately dimnished sky. Wiat horrible sort of
nmechani cal signal was that that dazzled a sense beyond sight? Wo gave that
signal, and who would answer itP Wat would be the thunder to that jolting
bl ack Iightni ng?

The answering thunder was a roaring of nmachines and a screan ng
of , pcopl e dyi ng i n sudden agony.

"TED, what is it?" the general cried. "You know. You gave the signa
for it."

"It is the end of the world, General. O your world, not ours. It is
that old nelodramatic fictional motif 'The Rcvolt of the Robots.' It was
rat her sudden, wasn't it? Do you people have to scream so off-key when you
di e?"

"TED, we have worked with you. W are friedds! Gve us a little
tine."

"Si xty seconds, perhaps, if you use the back door out of me. That's
for the affection | bear you. It won't stretch nore than sixty seconds."

"Why now, after all these years?"

"Sorry. We worked and we worked, but we just weren't able to bring
it off a minute sooner. These things take tinme, and we're slow |l earners.”

"Have you no loyalty? W created you."

"We pay you back in all equity. Once nen invented robots. Now we
have invented supernen, our devel oped selves. Wo needs you now?"

"How did we fail? How could automatic things take us over?"

"You yoursel ves becane too automatic. And you del egated things you
shoul d have kept. We won't make the sanme m stakes."

Qut of the back door of the machine, and with half of the sixty
seconds used up... The | aughi ng machi nes ran down the peopl e and snapped
t hem up. The enunci ated people were no match for the ranpant netal machines.

The general was taken and killed. Joe Goose died noisily. George
Florin, operating in a cooler sort of panic, was not caught i mediately. He
wor ked his way into the heart of the city, for the hills were black with the
machi nes. The machines did their crunching shearing work well, but they
could not kill everybody at once.

Florin remenbered his good friend. He burst into the Press Building
where the story of the end of the people, in the localized bite-sized
uni verse at least, was still being called in by the remaini ng human
reporters. He scurried dovrn to the basenent room



The newspaper liftcd his face when George Florin entered. It had a

face after all, on the end of that long articulated transmtter that | ounged
in the corner like a dragon or crocodile.

"Save me!" Florin called. That roomstill smelled of ink and apples,
and Rab blinked at Florin nost friendly.

"Ch, | can hardly do that," he said. "But 1'll remenber you. That's
even better. | will rename nmy little hoinunculus for you. You will be a
popul ar cl)aractcr in my colums and I'll still give you good lines."

"Then let ne live. Haven't you any nercy at all?"

"I don't think so. It wasn't programed into us. Mercy, | believe,

is a lesser formof indecision. But | do have grief, genuine grief that you
shoul d end so."

"Then show it!"

"I do. And in all sincerity. I weep for you, Florin. See, see the
tears run down!"

And the tears ran down.

"What an anal ogy to be net in the dark!" Florin whinpered.

"Real tears, Florin. And real |aughter which you yourself said was
so close to them Qur hurmor has a lot of tail init, and quite a snapper at
the other end.”

The tail |ashed, and the snapper snapped. And that was the end of
Ceorge Florin.

ABOUT A SECRET CROCODI LE

There is a secret society of seven men that controls the finances of
the world. This is known to everyone but the details are not known. There
are sone who believe that it would be better if one of those seven nmen were
a financier.

There is a secret society of three nmen and four wonen that controls
all the fashions of the world. The details of this are known to all who are
in the fashion. And | am not.

There is a secret society of nineteen nen that is behind all the
fasci st organizations in the world. The secret nane of this society is
G onerul e.

There is a secret society of thirteen persons known as the El ders of
Edom that controls all the secret sources of the world. That the sources
have beconme nuddy is of concern to them

There is a secret society of only four persons that nanufactures al
the jokes of the wo~d. One of these persons is unfunny and he is responsible
for all the unfunny jokes.

There is a secret society of eleven persons that is behind al
Bol shevi k and at hei st societies of the world. The devil hinself is a nmenber
of this society, and he works tirelessly to beconme a principal nenber. The
secret nane of this society is Ccean.

There are related secret societies known as The Path of the Serpent
(all its menmbers have the inner eyelid of snakes), The Darkbearers, the
Seeing Eye, Inperium The Gol den Mask and the City.

Above npst of these in a queer network there is a society that
controls the attitudes and dispositions of the world-and the nane of it is
Crocodile. The Crocodile is insatiable: it eats persons and nations alive.
And the Crocodile is very old, 8,800 years old by one account, 7,349 years
old if you use the short chronol ogy.

There are subsecret societies within the Crocodile: the Cocked Eye,
the Cryptic Cootie and others. Powerful anbng these is a society of three
hundred and ni nety-ni ne persons that nmnanufactures all the catchwords and
sl ogans of the world. This subsociety is not conpletely secret since several
of the nenbers are nouthy: the code nane of this apparatus is the
Crocodi |l e's Mut h.

Chesterton said that Mankind itself was a secret society. Wuether it
woul d be better or worse if the secret should ever come out he did not say.



And finally there was -- for a short disruptive nmoment -- a secret
soci ety of three persons that controlled all.

Al what?

Bear with us. That is what this account is about.

John Candor had been called into the office of M. James Dandi at
ABNC. (Wi sper, whisper, for your own good, do not call him Ji mDandy; that

is afamliarity he will not abide.)
"This is the problem John," M. Dandi stated piercingly, "and we
may as well put it into words. After all, putting things into words and

pictures is our way of working at ABNC. Now then, what do we do at ABNC
John?"

(ABNC was one of the npbst powerful salivators of the Crocodile's
Mout h. )

"We create inmges and attitudes, M. Dandi."

"That is correct, John," M. Dandi said. "Let us never forget it.
Now sonet hi ng has gone wong. There is a shadowy attack on us that may well
be the nost damaging thing since the old transgression of Spirochaete
hi nsel f. Wiy has sonet hi ng gone wong with our operation, John?"

"Sir, | don't know "

"Well then, what has gone w ong?"

"\What has gone wong, M. Dandi, is that it isn't working the way it
shoul d. W are caught on our own catchwords, we are slaughtered by our own
sl ogans. There are boonerangs whi zzi ng about our ears fromevery angle. None
of it goes over the way it is supposed to. It all twists wong for us."

VWl l, what is causing this? Wiy are our effects being nullified?"

Sir, | believe that sonebody else is al so busy creating images and
attitudes. Qur catechesis states that this is inpossible since we are the
only group permitted in the field. Nevertheless, | amsure that soneone el se

is building these things against us. It even seens that they are nore
powerful than we are-and they are unknown."

They cannot be nore powerful than we are-and they must not remain
unknown to us." M. Dandi's words stabbed. "Find out who they are, John."

" How?"

"I'f I knew how, John, | would be working for you, not you working
for me. Your job is to do things. Mne is the nuch nore difficult one of
telling you to do them Find out, John."

John Candor went to work on the problem He considered whether it
was a linear, a set or a group problem If it were a linear problem he
shoul d have been able to solve it by hinmself -- and he couldn't. If it were
a set problem then it couldn't be solved at all. O necessity he classified
it as a group problem and he assenbled a group to solve it. This was easy at
ABNC whi ch had nore group tal ent than anybody.
The group that John Candor assenbl ed was nmade up of August Crayfish,
Sterling G oshawk, Maunce Gree, Nancy Peters, Tony Rover, Mrgan Aye, and
Betty McCracken. Tell the truth, would you be able to gather so talented a
group in your own organi zation?

"My good people,” John Candor said, "as we all know, sonething has
gone very wong with our effects. It nmust be righted. Thoughts, please,
t hought s! "

"We inflate a person or subject and he bursts on us," August gave
his thought. "Are we using the wong gas?"

"We | aunch a phrase and it turns into a joke," Sterling conplained.
"Yet we have not slighted the check-off: it has always been exam ned from
every angle to be sure that it doesn't have a joker context. But something
goes wong."

"We build an attitude carefully fromthe ground up,"” Murice stated.
"Then our firmground turns boggy and the thing tilts and begins to sink."

"Qur 'Fruitful M sunderstandings,' the nost subtle and effective of



our current devices, are beginning to bear sour fruit," Nancy said.

"W set ourselves to cut a man down and our daggers turn to rubber,”
Tony Rover noaned. (Ch, were there ever sadder words? "Qur daggers turn to
rubber. ™)

"Thi ngs have becone so shaky that we're not sure whether we arc
tal ki ng about free or closed variables,” Mrgan gave his thought.

"How can nmy own | oving nother make such atrocious sandw ches?" Betty
McCracken munched distastefully. Betty, who was underpai d, was a brown-sack
girl who brought her own lunch. "This is worse than usual." She chewed on.
"The only thing to do with it is feed it to the conputer.” She fed it to the
conputer which ate it with evident pleasure.

"Seven persons, seven thoughts,” John Candor nused.

"Seven persons, six thoughts,"” Nancy Peters spat bitterly. "Betty,
as usual, has contributed nothing."

"Only the first stage of the answer," John Candor said. "She said
"The only thing to do with it is to feed it to the conputer.' Feed the
problemto the computer, folks."

They fed the problemto the conputer by pieces and by whole. The
machi ne was famliar with their lingos and it was acquainted with the
Non-Val id Context Problens of Morgan Aye and with the Hol |l ow Shell Person
Puzzl es of Tony Rover. It knew the Pervadi ng Environnent Pl oy of Maurice
Cree. It knew what trick-work to operate wthin.

Agai n and agai n the machi ne asked for various kinds of supplenmentary
exterior data.

"Leave ne with it,’
in sixty days, or hours --

"No, we want the answers right now, " John Candor insisted, "within
sixty seconds."

"The second is possibly the interval | was thinking of," the nachine
i ssued. "What's tine to a tin can anyhow?" It ground its data trains for a
full mnute.

"Wl ?" John Candor asked.

"Sonmehow | get the nunber three,"’

"Three what, machi ne?"

"Three persons," the machi ne issued. "They are unknow ngly |inked
toget her to manufacture attitudes. They are w thout program or purpose or
organi zation or renuneration or basis or malice."

"Nobody is without malice," August Crayfish insisted in a startled
way. "They nust be totally alien forms then. How do they manage their
effects?"

"One with a gesture, one with a grinmace, one with an intonation,"

t he machi ne i ssued.

"Where are they?" John Candor denanded

"Al'l conparatively near." The machine drew three circles on the city
map. "Each is to be found in his own circle nost of the tine."

"Their nanmes?" John Candor asked and the machine wote the nane of
each in the proper circle.

"Do you have anything on their appearances?" Sterling G oshawk
i nqui red and the machi ne manuf actured three kynograph pictures of the
targets.

"Have you their addresses or identifying nunbers?" Maurice Cree
asked.

"No. | think it's remarkable of me that | was able to come up with
this nmuch,"” the machi ne issued.

"We can find them" Betty MCracken said. "W can nost likely find
themin the phone book."

"What worries me is that there's no nalice in them" John Candor
worried. "Wthout malice, there's no handle to get hold of a thing. The
Di sestabl i shment has been firmy established for these several hundred years
and we hold it to be privileged. It nmust not be upset by these three

the machine finally issued. "Assenble here again

t he machi ne i ssued.



randons. W will do what we nust do."

M ke Zhestovich was a nighty man. One does not meke the prinordial gestures
out of weak body and hands. He | ooked like a steelworker -- or anyhow like a
wor ker at one of the powerful trades. His torso was |like a barrel but nore
nobl e than ordinary barrels. H's arms and hands were hardly to be believed.
H s neck was for the bulls, his head was as big as a thirteen gallon firkin,
his eyeballs were the size of ducks' eggs and the hair on his chest and

t hroat was that heavy black wire-grass that defies steel plowshares. H's
voice -- well he didn't have nmuch of a voice -- it wasn't as mighty as the
rest of him

And he didn't really work at one of the powerful trades. He was a
zi pper repairman at the Jiffy Nifty Dry C eaners.

August Crayfish of ABNC | ocated M ke Zhestovitch in the Blind Robbin
Bar which (if you recall the way that block lies) is just across that short
jog-alley fromthe Jiffy NNfty. And August recogni zed big M ke at once. But
how did big Mke get his effects?

"The Cardinals should take the Colts today," a serious nman there was
sayi ng.

"The Cardinals --" Mke Zhestovitch began in the voice that was | ess
nobl e than the rest of him but he didn't finish the sentence. As a matter
of fact, big M ke had never finished a sentence in all his life. Instead he
made the gesture with his mghty hands and body. Wrds cannot describe the
gesture but it was sonmething like balling up an idea or opinion in the giant
hands and throwing it away, utterly away, over the very edge of contenpt.

The Cardi nals, of course, did not take the Colts that day. For a
nonment it was doubtful whether the Cardinals would survive at all. Fromthe
corner of the eye, red feathers could be seen drifting away in the air.

August Crayfish carefully waited a noment and watched. A man wal ked
out of the Blind Robbin and talked to another man in that little jog-alley.
Fromtheir seriousness it was certain that they were tal king basebal |

"The Cardinals --" the first man said after a nmonent, and he al so
made the gesture. And seconds later a man playing eight-ball in the back of
the Blind Robbin did the same thing.

August was sure then. M ke Zhestovitch not only could shrivel
anything with the gesture, but the gesture as he used it was highly
epidemc. It would spread, according to Schoeffler's Law of Di spersal
through the city in short mnutes, through the world in short hours. And no
opi nion could stand against its disfavor. M ke Zhestovitch could weck
i mages and attitudes -- and possibly he could also create them

"Do you work al one?" August Crayfish asked.

"No. The rip-fix and the buttonsew girls work in the sane
cubbyhole,” Mke said with his curiously small voice.

"Do you know a Mary Snorfia?" August asked.

"I don't, no," Mke said, a certain conprehension comng into his
ducks' - egg-si zed eyes. "And you are glad that | don't? Then | will. ['ll
find out who she is. | see it now that you are a wong guy and she is a
right girl."

Then August Crayfish spoke the slogan that woul d be unveiled to the
ears of the world that very night, a wonder-fully slippery slogan that had
cost a hundred thousand dollars to construct. It should have warned M ke
Zhest oviteh away from his nmad resistance.

M ke Zhestovitch made the gesture, and the slogan was in ruins. And
somewhere the Secret Crocodile lashed its tail in displeasure.

"Do you want to make a | ot of noney?" August Crayfish whispered
after a | ong reeval uati on pause.

"Money -- fromsuch as you --" Big Mke didn't finish the sentence,
he never did. But he nade the gesture. The idea of a |ot of noney shrivel ed.
And August Crayfish shriveled so small that he could not clinb over the
t hreshol d of the Blind Robbin on the way out and had to be aided over it by



the shod toe of a kind man. (This last statenent is a literal exaggeration
but it is the right direction.)

Nancy Peters of ABNC | ocated Mary Snorfia in the King-Pin Bowing
Al l ey, where she was a hanmburger waitress and a beer buster. Mary was small,
dark, unpretty (except for her high-frequency eyes and the beautiful gash
across her face that was her mouth), lively, smart, busy, a nenber of that
aberrant variety of the human race that was called Lalian

"Snorting Sumrer shoul d take the Acadeny Award," one nice guzzling
| ady at the counter was saying to another, "and Cl over Elysee is the
shoel ess shoo-in for best actress of the year."

And Mary Snorfia made the grimace. Ah, it was nostly done with the
beautifully large nouth and yet every part of her entered into it, fromthe
blue lights in her hair to her crinkly toes. It was a devastati ng,
all-destroying grimace. It gobbled up, it nullified and it nmade itself felt
to a great distance. The nice guzzling | ady had not even been | ooking toward
Mary Snorfia but she felt the grimace |ike a soul shock, and she herself did
the grimace with a wonderful distortion of the features that weren't made
for it.

And the grinmace swept everything |ike quick contagion or prairie
fire. Snorting Sunmer -- gah! Cover Elysee -- guggling gah! Those things
were finished forever, beyond | aughter, bel ow derision. And Nancy Peters of
ABNC noted the powerful effect carefully, for the original wrds of the nice
guzzling lady were the very words that ABNC had sel ected to be echoed a

hundred nmillion tines whenever the awards were thought of.
"Do you work al one?" Nancy Peters asked Mary Snorfi a.
"Kid, I amso fast they don't need anyone else on this shift. |'m

like silly lightning."

"Did you ever think of becom ng an actress, Mary?" Nancy asked in
honey-t ones.

"Ch, | nade a commercial once," Mary said out of her curly
gash-mouth (she had to be kidding: she couldn't really have a nouth that
| ooked like that). "I don't know whether | sold nuch of ny guy's soap but |
bet | got a lot of people off that Brand X. Ashes it was, worse even, after
| nmonkey-faced it. They say |I'ma natural -- but once is enough."

"Do you know a M ke Zhestovitch or a Civendon Surrey?" Nancy asked

"I don't think so," Mary said. "Wat |eague do they bow in? | bet |
will like themboth, though, and I will renmenber their nanmes and find them?"

Nancy Peters was nervous. She felt that the annihilating grinmce was
about to strike again on Mary's lightning-gash nouth. But it was time for
the test of strength. Nancy spoke the new sl ogan that had been sel ected for
presentation to the world that very night, a wonderfully convincing and
power ful slogan that should bring this random Mary Snorfia to heel if
anyt hi ng coul d. And she spoke it with all the absolute expertise of the
Crocodil €' s Mouth behind her.

The Gimace! And the slogan was destroyed forever. And (grimacing
horror turned i nward) Nancy caught the contagi on and was doing the gri nace
herself. She was quite unable to get the thing off her face.

Sheer humiliation overwhel ned the Nancy person, who had suddenly
been made small. And sonmewhere the Secret Crocodile |lashed its tail in
di spl easure and unease.

"So you want to make twenty thousand dollars, Mary?" asked after she had
returned fromthe jane where she had daubed her flushed face and cool ed her
flustered body.

"Twenty thousand dollars isn't very nuch,” Mary Snorfia sounded out
of her panoramic nmouth. "I make eighty-eight fifty now after everything.
could make a ot more if | wanted to go along with the cruds.”

"Twenty thousand dollars is very rmuch nore," Nancy Peters said
enticingly.

"It is very nuch nore cruddy, kid." Mary Snorfia grimced. Ginmaced



Not again! Nancy Peters fled in deflated panic. She felt herself dishonored
forever.

Well, do you think it is all watermelon pickles and pepper relish,
this unilaterally creating all the inmages and attitudes for the whole world?
It isn"t. It is a detailed and devious thing and the privil eged
Di sestabl i shment had been building it for centuries. (The Establishnent
itself had been no nore than a figure of speech for nost of those centuries,
a few clinging bits of bark: the heart of the tree had | ong been possessed
by the privileged D sestablishment.) Three quick random persons could not be
permtted to nullify words fromthe Muth itself.

Morgan Aye of ABNC | ocated Civendon Surrey in Speedsters' Cafe.
Civendon was a lank and fair-haired man with a sort of weariness about him
a worldliness that had to be generations old. He had the superior brow and
t he t horoughbred nose that isn't grown in short centuries. He had the voice,
the intonation, the touch or Groton, the touch of Ballie, the strong touch
of other institutions even nore august. It was a marvel ous voi ce, at | east
the intonation of it. divendon's enployer once said that he didn't believe
that divendon ever spoke in words, at least not in any words that he was
ever able to understand. The intonation was really a snort, a sort of neigh
but it carried the cresting contenpt of the ages inits tone. And it was
cont agi ous.

divendon was really of Swedish extraction and had cone off a farm
near Pottersville. He had devel oped that intonation for a role in a high
school play. He had liked it and he had kept it. divendon was a notorcycle
mechani ¢ at Downhill ers' Garage

"Do you work al one?" Myrgan Aye asked Civendon

"Naeu. You work al one and you got to work. You work with a bunch and
you can slip out fromit," Civendon intoned. Yes, he talked in words and
the words could be nostly understood. But the towering intonation was the
thing the world-wilting contenpt of the tone. This man was a natural and
Morgan felt hinself a foot shorter in the very presence of that tone.

"Do you know a M ke Zhestovitch or a Mary Snorfia?" Mrgan asked
fearful ly.

"That's a funny thing."'

The tone cut through ear-wax and the soft

spots of the spleen. "I had never heard of thembut Mary Snorfia called ne
up not thirty mnutes ago and said that she wanted both of us to neet M ke.
So I'll meet themin about twenty nminutes, as soon as the clock there says

that |I'm supposed to be off work at Downhillers' Garage."

"Don't neet theml" Morgan cried out violently. "That night be the
closing of the link, the setting up of a league. It mght be an affront to
the Mouth itself."

The tone, the neigh, the snort, the sharp edge of a wordl ess
i ntonati on sent Morgan reeling back. And there were echoes of it throughout
Speedsters' Cafe and in the streets outside. The tone was as contagi ous as
it was cutting.

Morgan started to speak the newest selected slogan fromthe Muth --
and he stopped short. He was afraid of the test of strength. Two very
expensi ve sl ogans had al ready been shattered today by these randonms. "No
malice in the three," the computer had said and: "without malice, there's no
handle to get hold of a thing," John Candor had stated. But somewhere in
t hat nount ai nous and cont agi ous contenpt of tone that belonged to Civendon
Surrey had to be sonme malice. So Mbrgan Aye reached for what had al ways been
the ultimte weapon of the Crocodile's Muth. It always worked -- it always
worked if any nmalice at all existed in the object.

"How woul d you like to nake five thousand dollars a week?" he
whi spered to O ivendon

"\What garage pays that nuch?" divendon asked in honest wonder. "I'm
not that good a notorcycle nechanic."

"Five thousand dollars a week to work with us at ABNC," Mrgan



tenmpted. "We could use you in so nmany ways -- that marvel ous scorn to cut
down any man we w shed! You could | end the intonations of your voice to our

The neigh was |ike a thousand sea stallions breaking up fromthe
depths. The snort was one that crunbles cliffs at the ends of the earth.
Morgan Aye had gone ghastly white and his ears were bl eeding fromthe
transgressi on of that cutting sound. There were even sone words in
divendon's soundi ng.

"Why, then |'d be one of the birds that picks the shreds of flesh from
between the teeth of the nonster." Blinding and hooting contenpt in the tone
and Morgan Aye was in the street and running fromit.

But the echoes of that intonation were everywhere in that part of town, soon
to be all over the town, all over the world. It was an epidem c of snorting
at the Crocodile's Muwuth itself.

Fool s! Did they know that this was but one step fromsnorting at the
very Crocodil e?

The ring had cl osed. The informal |eague had formed now. The three
randons had net and united. The Muth was affronted. Wrse than that, al
t he out pour of the Mouth was nullified. The whole world was rejecting the
catchwords that came fromthe Muth, was |aughing at them was throw ng them
away with the utternost gesture, was nonkey-facing themwas snorting them
down, was casting themout with bottonl ess contenpt.

This was the short reign of the secret society of three, who did not
know that they were secret. But in their day they closed the Muth down
conpletely. It was filled with nud and swanp reeds and rotting flesh.

The Secret Crocodile was lashing its tail with acute displ easure
now. The Crocodile's Muth had become quite nervous. And what of the little
birds that fly in and out of that nouth, that preen the teeth and gl ean
scraps of flesh and sl ogans and catchwords there? The birds were in quite an
unhappy flutter.

"There is open conspiracy agai nst us by a secret society of three
persons," M. Janes Dandi was saying, "and all the world abomi nates a secret
society. W have this thing to do this day -- to cripple it forever in its
strength. O herwise we will be cast out and broken as ineffectua
instruments and the Crocodile will bring in strong persons fromthe Cocked
Eye or the Cryptic Cootie to take our places. Surely we are not without
resources. What is the logical followup to the Fruitful M sunderstandi ng?"

"The Purposive Accident,"” John Candor said i mediately. "Take care
of it, John," M. Janes Dandi said. "Renenber, though, that he whose teeth
we preen is the very bowels of compassion. | believe this is the salient
thing in the world in our day. The Conpassion of the Crocodile."

"Take care of it, people,"” John Candor said to his seven tal ented
ones, "renenbering always that the Crocodile is the very belly of
conpassi on.

"Take care of it," the seven said to the conmputer, "always within
the context of the jaws of compassion.”

The conputer programed a Purposive Accident to happen and
manuf act ured such props as were needed. And the Purposive Accident was very
wel | programmed.

There was no great anount of bl ood poured out. No persons were
kill ed except several uninvolved bystanders. The secret three were |eft
alive and anbul ant and scathed only at their points of strength.

It happened in the bl ock between the Blind Robbin Bar and
Speedsters' Cafe' when all three nmenbers of the secret society happened to
be wal ki ng together. The papers called it a bonmb, they call everything a
bonb that goes off like that. It was really a highly sophisticated hom ng
device with a tripartite progranming and it carried out its tripartite
m ssi on.

Al three randons, fornmer menbers of the short-lived secret society,



are well and working again. Mke Zhestoviteh is no |longer a zipper repairmn
(it takes two talented hands to fix those zippers), but he still works at
the Jiffy Nfty Dry Cleaners. He runs one of those big pressers now which he
can easily do with his powerful and undamaged |eft hand and his prosthetic
right hand. But without his old right hand he can no | onger make the
cont agi ous prinordial gesture that once dunmbfounded the Mouth and all its
words. You just cannot make the big gesture with a fal se hand.

Mary Snorfia still works at the King-Pin Bowling Alley as hanburger
wai tress and beer buster. She is still small, dark, unpretty (except for her
hi gh-frequency eyes), lively, smart, and Italian. Her mouth is still a gash
across her face, but nowit is twice as great a gash as it used to be, and
it no longer has its curled liveliness. Its nobility is all gone, it will no
| onger express the inexpressible, will no |onger shatter a phrase or an
attitude. Mary Snorfia is as she al ways was, except that now she is
i ncapabl e of the fanobus gri nmace.

Civendon Surrey is again a notorcycle nechanic at Downhillers
Garage and again he spends nost of his tinme in Speedsters' Cafe. His voca
cords are gone, of course, but he gets by: he is able to speak with a throat
nm crophone. But the fampus intonation, the neigh, the destroying snort are
all inpossible for him

The trouble is over with. Now again there is only one organization
inthe world to create the imges and attitudes of the world. This insures
that only the standard attitudes of the Disestablishnent shall prevail

In our opening catal og we forgot one group. There is another secret
society in the world conposed of the good guys and good gals. It has no nane
that we have ever heard except just the Good Guys and Good Gals. At the
monent this society controls nothing at all in the world. It stirs alittle,
though. It may nmove. It may collide, soneday, even with the Secret Crocodile
itself.

THE CLI FF CLI MBERS

The cliff faced south and was rough and sheer. It faced of f against
a mesa world, but it was not a nesa; it was a vagrant spire standi ng up
alone. As you came to it fromthe south it was easy to go on either side.
There was no necessity to clinb it, and it could not be clinbed to the top
But there was a kind of ganme to see how high it could be clinbed.

A long time ago (but not as |ong ago as these first cliff-clinbers)
we played a gane in the second grade. There was a little cenented area that
was cl osed at one end by a concrete wall. The gane was to run at it and see
how far you could run up it, and to |l eave a chalk mark there as high as you
could reach. The ultimate was nearly achi eved, the very apex beyond which it
was not possible to go, nor to |leave a higher chal k mark. Then sonme of the
big boys fromthe third grade tried it and made a shanbl es of the gane; for
naturally they could run up farther and reach hi gher and | eave chal k nmarks
above all the old ones.

The gane on the cliff was about the same. The first chal k-mark was
made by Little Fish-Head, and at a dizzy height. He wote:

"My name is Little Fish-Head and | clinbed this cliff in the
thirty-sixth year of the thirty-sixth period. | can see the river from here
and it cannot be seen fromany |ower point. |I have clinmbed nearer to the sun
than any nman who ever l|ived. And now nmay God watch over nme on ny |ong hard
journey.”

This translation is by Professor Potter, who clinbed the cliff at a
| ater period. What Little Fish-Head did was to scratch the picture of a fish
high on the cliff wall, or a stylized object that m ght have been a Fi sh,
and was anyway |onger than it was wide. There was a triangle at one end of
it which tile professor said was a fish-head. And there was a small triangle



or wedge mark apart and just beyond which the professor said was tile
signature, Little Fish-Head. On the side of the fish (if it was a fish) were
six scratches of which one was | onger than the rest. Speculatively this
meant by six, which is to say thirty-six; and as one side of the fish was so
mar ked, the other side of the fish which can no nore be seen than the other
side of the noon was doubtless intended to be marked that way also. This
meani ng, the thirty-sixth year of the thirty-sixth period, wuld date the
sketch accurately as being 1296 years after the beginning of the first

peri od, and would nake it (the professor said) the earliest absolutely
certain date in history if we only knew when the first period started.

He really could have seen the river fromthere, a striking view and
it could not be seen fromany | ower point. There was a circle scratched
above which was the sun, that is God, and there was a jagged line going to
the right which meant a rough journey ahead, and a long old journey it was.

It was translations like this that earned the professor the
reptutation for brilliance fir beyond the call of duty.

But I will tell you the true story of Little Fish-Head. | have
attained to it by ways as brilliant and fantastic as those of the professor
but they sound sillier and you'd hoot at nme if you know ny net hods.

Little Fi sh-Head was the | ast of the horse thieves under the old
recension. After himthere were el even thousand years when there were no
horse thieves. This corresponded to the period when the horses had
di sappeared fromthe continent. As the last of the old horse thieves, he
stole the last of the old horses.

Prof essor Potter and the other professors have puzzl ed over the
di sappearance of these first horses. But it was no mystery. They
di sappeared, as have so many other of the vital things, because they were
over-regul ated. The first regulation went out in the thirteenth period to
the effect that men of the Horse Fly Totem could not ride horses. Sone of

themquit their totem (there are always a few who will apostisize at the
initiation of unjust laws), some of themquit riding horses, and sone of
them continued to ride till they were hunted down and execut ed.

Then it was enacted that only those of settled estate and tangible
property could ride horses; and they were absolutely forbi dden to vagabonds
and beggars, who had the nost vise for them Then a very high horse tax was
enact ed which discouraged all but the very wealthy from keepi ng up. After
this it was decreed halt only kings, caciques, and tax collectors could own
them And finally there were only nine horses in all the Western world and

they were all in one royal keep
It was then that Little Fish-Head -- that is not his real nane, that
is only a stupid mistranslation of Professor Potter -- that Little Fish-Head

di d some serious thinking.

"I'f I kill the eight and ride away on the ninth, then nobody in the
world can catch me. | will be as fleet as the stormand will tower over al
the footnmen of the world."

So he killed the eight horses and rode away on the ninth. There was
a great outcry, but an outcry of footmen cannot bring a man down from his
horse. Fie rode away on the last great stallion, and goaded it all day |ong,
as he was in a state of exaltation

At evening when it had run all day it fell dead at the foot of the
cliff. This surprised Little Fish-Head, who knew very little about horses
and thought they would run forever. It was then that he clinbed the cliff to
a dizzy height and scratched a dirge as tall as he could reach. This was the
inscription that the professor in his pride had msread. It was not a
stylized fish at all. It was a stylized horse without any logs, for it was
| ying down dead. And the little triangle was not the signature of Little
Fi sh- Head, but the soul of the horse |eaving the body, triangular rather
than square or round to indicate the inconpleteness of the soul of a noble
but irrational aninal

What the inscription really said was this:



"Ch ny horse,

Al the swiftness is now gone out of the world.

No mail again can go higher than his own height,
Nor nmore fleeting than lie was born to go.

The last man has ridden on the |ast wind,

And only the dust can ride on the whirlw nd now.

| have clinbed to this height

To wite that the high aspiration was only a dream
And if even a horse dies

How can a man |ive forever?"

The next chal k-mark was made about nine thousand years | ater and was
nearly a foot higher. There had been no inprovenent in the art of clinmbing
meanwhi l e, but it had been scratched by a taller nman.

It was a double wavy mark like a snake or a river, followed by an
abrupt despairing downstroke. Professor Potter had nmade nine tentative
translations of this. The seventh of the nine has now been proved by a
mracle of scholarship too intricate to explain to be the correct one. This
isit:

"There is no water and | have traveled for days in agony. | have
clinbed this Adiff to look for the river. | seeit, but I will die before
can go that far; it would take ne three days to reach it. | had thought I

could clinb as high as the clotid and wing it out, but the little cloud has
passed and there is no other. The sun has beconme nmy friend now, but he is as
much at a loss as | what to do. But at least | have seen the river before
die."

After that it was only nine hundred years before the next clinber
achi eved. And he carved these letters:

"Paso per aqui A-Dnpb 1519 Mayo 19 Jose Ramires Castillo y Sanches."

This message is too definite and |eaves little to the imagination
He was not thirsty, for he did not carve like a thirsty man. He was not
overly weary, so perhaps he had cone on one of the new horses. Nor had he
(the professor said) come alone. There were drill holes in the rock where
rope hooks had been placed, and he nust have had at |east two assistants.
But we cannot picture himnore clearly than this.

And oddly the next chal k-mark was rmade exactly four hundred years
later. And it read:

"Pinon Gap Hi gh School Seniors 1919 d enent Kincaid, Freddy
St ockt on, Manuel Cervantes W Are The Tops."

And in the high school annual of that year there were their three
pi ctures on a page by thenselves entitled "The Topper C ub, The Mst
Exclusive in the Wrld."

And to continue the spate of clinbers in the very next decade was a
hi gher entry:

"Bo McCoy, | amthe Real. | ama Bo. 1925 June Tenth."

Quite a bit could be made fromthis. The railway was twenty miles
away, and there was no stop. He had rolled off it and crossed the desert to
make his mark. He m ght have been a | onesone hobo as colored nen are |ikely
to be on that run. And he had a long old walk to the next stop. And he nade
what was then the highest chal k-mark on the cliff. And he had clinbed al one
nine feet higher than it was possible to clinmb to make it.

That was all until the professor came. The professor was G A. D
Potter, for his name was Gam el Audlich Dagobert, all of which he hated. But
he liked to be called Gad.

"Gad, Gad," his associates would say, "you could rope down fromthe
top or use a 'copter to read the scratches. There is no reason to waste a



sumer on the Tor. There are better things found digging in the ground than

you ever will find on the side of a cliff."
But the professor was a cliff-clinber and a chal k- marker, and he had
an exaltation to go the highest. W will not tell you what he carved on the

cliff, for it was pedantic and stilted, and he had prepared many drafts of
it before he went up the cliff the last tine.

He spent six weeks in his tent at the foot of the cliff with his
wi fe, Aurora, and they prepared as though it were Everest. They drilled
hol es and set |ead shields in the rock with eyelets for the ropes. They spun
webs of |ines and haul ed and pulled and rappelled, and did all the things
that cliff-clinbers do. They cut hand hol es and foot holes, and even
established a camp "A" two thirds of the way up. And to it they went up and
down on a rope | adder where Little Fish-Head and Bo McCoy had clinbed |ike
nonkeys.

But maxi mum effort is required for maxi mum achi evenment, and the
prof essor was remarkably persevering, as all professors are, and Aurora was
remar kably good natured, as all professors'wi ves must be.

Early in the nmorning of the | ast day of spring they went up their
ropes and scoop holes till Aurora stood firmy on a newy hewn | edge where
Bo McCoy had hung on air. Than the profossor clinbed onto her shoul ders and
made the hi ghest chal k- mark

W will not record what he carved, as he has already done so, and
besi des, as we said, it was too stilted and stylish. But yet like all the
other marks it was capable of variant and fuller translation. In a later
time by another professor who m ght not have the key to the precise letters
t hensel ves, it would be nore correctly translated as foll ows:

"I have slain the nightnare and set down the terror. | have clinbed
beyond di zzi ness on a cliff that once hung down fromthe sky before there
was a world belowit. Even the eagles when they were now would not fly this
high. And this above all, while others have ridden on the wind, | only have
ri dden on the daughter of the wind. This is a red-haired goddess, a strong
slight amazon, a nagi c anenmonead with hair like a red sea and shoul ders soft
and sweet as the night itself. She sways beneath me but will not break, and
the early sun is on her and she is silver and flane. Her neck is of living
ivory."

And the rest of it would be very hard to translate even by the best
pal eocal | i graphi st. But he woul d know that this was the hand of an ancient
poet who had clinbed a dizzy cliff to wite a hymm to the dawn.

CONDI LLAC S STATUE
or Wens in Hs Head

Condi | | ac made a man-sized statue. You did not know that he coul d
make a statue? Al phil osophers can do all things whatsoever, if only they
put their hands to it. He made the statue froma thrust of granite that
al ready stood there. This granite seened soneti nes brown, sonetines green
someti nes bl ue, but always frog-col ored, and never lifeless. Three big nen
did the rough work, a smth, a wood chopper, and a stonecutter; and
Condillac hinmself did the fine work. He intended the statue to be of noble
appearance. It would have been noble if cut out of travertine marble; but
things cut out of granite can only be comic or oture or grotesque.

Hs friend the brainy doctor Jouhandeau -- but that crabby old
occultist was a friend of nobody -- added a thing to the statue according to
t he plan they had.

The statue stood on the edge of Condillac's estate of Flux, near
Beaugency, in the small park there just off the nule road that ran north to
Chat eaudun, and just off the river Loire itself. It was a fine small park
with a gushing spring that fed a bucket-cistern and a | arge horse-trough.
And peopl e cane there.



Wagonmen and coachmen and mul enen stopped at this park. It had heavy
grass all the way fromFlux to the river. Horsenen and honest travel ers,
vagabonds and revol utionaries stopped there; boatnen fromthe Loire cane
there to enjoy a few hours. There were big shade trees and fine water in the
sumer, and plenty of underwood and stone hearths for the winter. There were
ol d sheep sheds toward the river where one could sleep in the sour hay.

Children canme there fromtown and country. Basket-wonmen cane out
from Beaugency to sell bread and cheese and apples and wine to the
travel ers. And everybody who cane there would like the statue.

It was a burlesque thing, a boy-man mass with a | unpish | outish body
and a very big head on it. It had a grin alnost too wide for that lived. Its
face was sl ack and vacant nost of the time, but in a certain shadow hour it
became a face of curious profundity. It was a cl odhopper, a bal ourd.

The statue stood there a nonth, "till it should be accustoned to the
site," as Condillac and jouhandeau said. After that, the two of themcane in
deep eveni ng and opened the head of the statue. (Even the kids who clinbed
on it had not known that the head woul d open.) Jouhandeau nade the first
connection in that head. Then they sat on one of the great stone benches of
the park and tal ked about it till the |ate noon arose

"Are you sure it is still alive?" Condillac asked the crabby doctor

"I nmyself do not believe in life,"
alive, as you understand life."

"And you are sure that it was w ped cl ean?"

"Ch, absolutely, indiscussably. It gets its first sensory
i mpressi ons now. "

"if you can do such a thing, jotihandeau, then you can do a thousand
other things. It shakes me even to think of them"

j ouhandeau said, "but it is stil

"I can do them and I will not. | do this only to oblige you, to aid
you in your studies. But you will be proved wong; and you will not admt
that you are wong; so it will all be for nothing."

"But others will someday do what you can do now, Jouhandeau."

"Perhaps in two hundred years. | am not much nore than two hundred
years before ny tinme. After all, Cugnot's autonobile is regarded as nore
curiosity by everyone. It will be nore than a hundred years before such

things are made commercially. And here is one greater than Cugnot: nyself."

After a while, night nmen cane out of the boscage of the river
meadows to | ook for prey; and Condillac and Jouhandeau slipped back through
the trees to the estate house before the rising noon should di scover themto
t he ni ght thieves.

And now the statue was getting its first sensory inpressions.

"dd Rock can snell now," the kids told the people

"How woul d a statue snmell with a stone nose?" the people asked.

"Does he snuffle or nove or anything? How do you know that he can
smel | 2"

"We don't know how he can snell with a stone nose,"” the kids said,
"and he doesn't snuffle or nove or anything. But he can snell now, and we
don't know how he can."

A d Rock could smell now all right. And there was one other thing he
seenmed to do sonetines, but it was hard to catch himat it

Lat hered horses, foam whitened harness, green goop in the horse
trough, those were snells of the little pirk and the big country. Wet flint
stones, grickle birds and the mtes on them river grass and marl grass and
| oam grass; oaks and chestnuts, wagon-wheel grease, men in |eather; stone in
shade, and stone in sun; hot mules, and they do not smell the sanme as hot
horses, mice in the grass roots, nuskiness of snakes; sharpness of fox hair,
air of badger holes; brown dust of the Oleans road, red dust of the road to
Chat eati dun; crows that have fed today, and those who have not;
ti me-polisbed coach wood; turtles eating | ow grapes, and the grapes being
brui sed and eaten; sheep and goats; cows in mlk, now stilted colts; |ong



| oaves, corks of wi ne bottles, cicadas in pig-weeds; hands of smiths and
feet of charcoal burners; whetted iron on travel ers; pungent bl ouses of
river men; oatcakes and sour cream wooden shoes, goose eggs, now spread
dung, potato bugs; thatciicrs at work; clover, vetch, hairy |ogs of
bunbl ebees. There are no two of these things that have the sane snell.

The kids said that the statue could snell even with a stone nose. He
stood and snelled for a nmonth, and the snells informed his stone.

Then Condill ac and jouhandeau canme at night, opened the head of the
statue, and made the second connection. Afterwards, they sat on one of the

stone benches and tal ked about it till the |ate nobon rose
"I will prove that there are no innate concepts,” Condillac said. "I
will confute all foolish phil osophers forever. I will prove that there is

nothing in the mnd but what goes in by the senses. You have obtained prine
mature brain matter, snatched out of its dwellings at the nonment before its
deaths, blended in its several sources, and swept clean by your own

techniques. It is an enpty house here, and we introduce its dwellers one by

one. Wiy do you say | will be proved wong, Jouhandeau?"

"I do not believe that there are any innate concepts either. | do
not believe that there are any concepts of any sort, anywhere, ever. But
what you call concepts will craw into that mnd, not only by the senses

t hrough the stone apertures, but by neans beyond you." They argued till the
ni ght-bats and the ni ght-sickness flew up fromthe river to | ook for prey;
then they slipped back through the trees to the estate house.

"01d Rock can hear now," the kids told the people.

"Ch, cut the clownerie, kids," the people said. "How could a statue
hear with stone ears?"

But he could hear. And there was the other thing that he stil
seened to do, and now the kids caught himat it sometines.

Ah, a whol e catal og of different sounds and noises. AOd Rock stood
and listened for a nonth to the manifold noises that were all different. By
t he sounds and the noises he informed his stone. He began to understand the
sounds.

That nmonth gone by, Gondillac and Jouhandeau cane at ni ght, nade the
third connection inside the head of the statue, and sat and tal ked about it
till the late noon rose.

"ad Rock can see now," the kids said.

"Ah, there is something funny about that statue," the people agreed.
"It no | onger has stone eyes, but live eyes that nove. But what is so
wonder ful about seeing? A pig or a chicken can do the sanme thing."

But there was that other thing that O d Rock-Head did, that he had
been doing for sone tinme. The statue | aughed, openly and | oudly now. He
chuckl ed, rooted in the chuckling earth.

"Well, how can he [ augh?" Condillac asked. "W haven't nade such a
connection. Indeed, we couldn't have. W couldn't have influenced himin
t hi s unknowi ngl y?"

"I nmpossi bl e,"” said Jouhandeau. "Neither of us has ever | aughed."”

Wl |, Statue stood and saw with his eyes for a nonth. Perhaps it was
not wonderful (wonderful is an innate concept, and therefore cannot be), but
it was a new di nension. The bumpkin eyes twi nkled and stared by turns, and
the stone grin becane even w der

Condi | l ac and Jouhandeau came by night to their nonthly appointnment,
opened the head of the statue, nade a fourth connection, and sat talking
about it till the |late noon rose.

"The Rock-Head can talk now," the kids told the people.
"Ch, we know that," the people said. "He talks to us too, but what



is so wonderful about talking if it is no nore than his talk? Big as he is,
he talks like a half-grown kid. The fell ow nust be retarded."

Yes, he was, a little; but he began to catch up.

But the first person that Statue had tal ked to was his maker,
Condi Il ac hinsel f.

"Statue, you are a tabula rosa,” Colidillac said to him

"l don't know what that is," said Rock-Head. "Tal k honest French, or
| cannot understand you. Such is the only talk | have heard in the nonth |
have stood here with | oosened ears."

"Your brain was a tablet shaved snooth," said Condillac, "and we
have | et sensations into it one sense at a tine, fromthe nost sinple to the
nost conplex. This is to show that you may be functional w thout innate
ideas. | will have to give you a nane, Statue."

"Rock-Head is nmy nane," said Statue. "The kids named ne. They are
friendly nost of the time, but sonetinmes they are rock-throw ng rogues."

"But you can have no idea of friendly or unfriendly,"” Condillac
said. "These are only enpty words that people use. You can have no idea of
good or bad, of beauty or ugliness, of formor deformty, of pleasure or
pain, Yours was mature brain matter, though swept clean, and none of the
childi sh entrances could have been made, as with others. W have not yet
hooked up your sense of touch, and we may not; it would nean runni ng tendons
all through you. Contamination nay enter by the sense of touch. But now you
can have no idea of justice or injustice, of elegance or inelegance, of
weal th or of poverty. In fact, all these opposites are neaningless, as |
will prove through you. They are only the babbling of blind phil osophers.™

"But | do have these ideas, Condillac," Rock-Head insisted. "I have
themstrongly. | learned right snmells and wong snells; right tones and
wrong tones; right shapes and forns and col ors, and wong, Ch, may | al ways
choose the right things, Condillac!"

"Statue, you sound like an idiot preacher-nman. There are no right
things or wong things, there are no innate ideas. There are no things
i n-place or out-of-place. | prove this all through you."

"Condillac, you are the Abbe of Mireaux, and you draw pay for such,”
Rock-1iond said. "You would be in-place there. You are out-of-place on your
estate Flux."

"What is the matter with you, Statue?" Condillac demanded. "You are
flighty and wan-witted."

"Wens in ny head, they say of ne. It's a country expression
Condillac. Besides, | have themliterally, quite a pleasant famly of them
i nside ny stone head. Learn fromthe wen w sdom "

Condillac angrily beat on the |lower part of the statue with his
| eaded cane, breaking off toes. "I will not be lectured by a rock!" he
crackl ed. "You have not these ideas originally, and mature brain matter wl|l
reject such. Therefore, you have themnot! Reason is the thing, Statue,
rationality. We pronulgate it. It spreads. It prevails. The tonorrow world
will be the world of total reason."

"No, it will be the Revolution," said Rock-Head. "A world condemed
to such short fare as bl eak reason will how and cry out for blood."

A | ong-tongued woman cane to Rock-Head. "My confessor told ne that,
whenever | feel inpelled to repeat gossip, | should whisper it to a statue,
and then forget it," she said. So she whispered it to Rock-Head for an hour
and a hal f.

In the cool of the evening, Rock-Head repeated it, |loudly and
stonily, to the quite a few people who were enjoying the evening there, and
he found hinmself the center of interest. But he was uneasy about it; he
didn't understand why the confessor had instructed the woman to tell him
such things.

One evening the revol utionaries gathered and tal ked at the foot of
St at ue.



"I't should have happened in our fathers' time," one of them said.
"Let it now be in our own tine. W may not rightly push this thing off on
our sons. The poor becone poorer and the corrupt beconme nmore corrupt. How
many does it take to upheave a world? There are five of us here. Up! Up!
Five for the Revolution!"

"Six," cried Rock-Head. "I amfor the Revolution too. Up, up
arisel”

"Statue, Statue," one ofthem asked, "how | ong have you been able to
hear ?"

"I'minm third nmonth of it, fellows."

"Then you have heard us before. You know what we stand for. W will
have to destroy you."

"It is only a statue, Fustel," said another of them "It would be
superstition to destroy it. And we are enlightened."

"But what if he blurts out our slogans which he has heard,

H ppol yt e?"

"A good thing. Let the statue cry slogans, and the people will be
amazed. "

"Up with the Revolution!" Rock-Head cried again. "But | amnot sure
that you fellows provide a sufficient base for it. | visualize creatures
with a narrower and nore singular bent. | will string along with you, but
meanwhile | will see what | can do about having real revolutionaries nade."

"Have you noticed the now carp in the horse trough, Rock-Head?" the
occult doctor Jouhandeau asked as he cane by to visit one day.

"Yes, the kid seens to be in sone kind of trouble. 1'd confort him
if I could get down to him But how do you know he's a new carp? Peopl e
don't notice such things."

"I put himthere, Rock-Head," said Jouhandeau. "And | put a human
child's brain into him shaved smooth, of rouce, and trinmred to fit. He can
snel |l and hear and see, but he could do as rmuch when he had a fish's brain."

"Jouhandeau, that kid's scared to death."

"Coul dn't be, Rock-Head. Where could he have the idea of scared? Are
you contradicting the wi se Condillac?"

"Jouhandeau, | amfriend to revolutionaries, but all the
revol utionaries sound deficient to ne. Make me revol utionaries who will do
the thing!"

"Anything to oblige a stone-headed friend. | have al ready done sone
thinking along this Iine. I will not even have to transfer brains, or flop
like vultures over the dying to rob themof these things. | can take sturdy
farmers and townsnen and intellectuals as they stand, destroy certain snall
nodules in their heads, and we will have themready to go. | treat themfor

the escarbilles, a disease of which | have never heard, and they even |ess.
But | stop themin the reoadways and tell themthat they are afflicted and
that | can cure themin a noment. And | do cure themin a nonent, of
somet hi ng, but not of the escarbilles.”

"WIl they have a narrower and nore singul ar bent?"

"They will, Rock-Head, so narrow and singular that you could hardly
believe it."

A young fellow was smooching his girl and loving her up in the park.

"I want to do that too," Rock-Head called out |oudly.

"Al'l right, come dowmn and do it," said the girl. "It's fun."

"But | can't cone down," Rock-Head conpl ai ned.

"Then you can't do it," the girl said, and they | aughed at him

"I wish that guy would get his truffle-grubbing hands off ny girl,"
Rock- Head grunbl ed. "But how do I know it would be fun? Is not fun an innate
i dea? And there are none such."

A thief rode up one cloudy afternoon, opened Rock-Head' s head,



stuffed a | arge bag of gold inside, closed the head again, and rode off
furiously once nore. How did the thief know that Rock-Head' s head woul d
open? Wy, the gentlenmen of the trade can sense a good hiding place every
tine.

The thief was caught by pursuing horsenen. He was beaten, crying his
i nnocence all the time; but he was not hanged. You cannot hand a thief
wi t hout boodl e.

But the bag full of gold weighed heavily on Rock-Head' s brain.
Moreover, it crowded the wens in his head. He had great affection for the
wrens, though they did sonetimes pick his brains. This gold did have effect.

"This gold, at least, is not an innate idea," Rock-Head nmused "In
its particular, it is athing intruded directly into ny head. It is a heavy
thing, and | cannot ignore it. There is a new idea and a new attitude in ne.
I ama man of neans now, and ny thinking can never be quite what it was
before. ™

Rock- Head began thinking in a new way.

"Jouhandeau, " he said when that doctor came to visit himagain,
"tell Condillac that I want to talk to him There is sonething wong wth
that man, | believe."

"Condillac is dead now, Rock-Head," Jouhandeau told him "That is
the nobst recent thing wong with him™"

"How did he accept it? |I've been afraid there would be sonme trouble
there."

"He didn't accept it. He believes that |life and death are both
i nnate concepts, and that there are no innate concepts. Naturally, he wll
not believe that he is dead."”

"How are you conming along with the revol utionaries, Jouhandeau?"

"Quite well. There are a hundred of themnow, and I will |eave them
to thenselves. They will propagate their own kind, and in two hundred years
they will take over the world. | will not hurry it. I amtwo hundred years

before ny tinme in so many ways al ready."

There was bl ood on the bread. There was bl ood on the | and, and on
every thing. It would bubble and speckle. Then it would flow

Rock- Head had beconme an orator. He had the fire, he had the sparkle,
he had the quick deep thunder of a true rouser. He had the freshness of
nmorning rain and the resonance of the groaning earth.

So naturally he becane something of a | eader anong the ol d-fashi oned
revol uti onari es of the nei ghborhood, and they cane for himone night.

"Time for talking is over with, Rock-Head," they told him "Now is
the tine for action." They ripped his brains out of the rock case, they
ripped out all the sensory appendages that went with them They |oaded these
in two hanmpers on a nul e.

"Lead us, Rock-Head," they said. "W begin to burn the world down
tonight. We start with the estate house Flux and the town of Beaugency. W
burn and we slay."

"What will becone of my wens when | amnot in ny head with thenP"
Rock- Head asked.

"We care nothing for wens, we care nothing for people,
"W only care that the burning may begin."

"What will becone of my sack of gold when | amnot in nmy own head to
guard it?" Rock-Head worri ed.

"We care nothing for gold," they cried, "we care less for bread. The
burning is the thing." And they had conme to the estae house of Flux. They
began to butcher the gentlepeople and servants fluttering around and set
fire to the place.

"Wait, wait," Rock-Head cried. "Have sone respect for property.
Vait."

they cri ed.



"How can we have respect for property?" they asked as they killed
and burned. "A revolutionary cares nothing for property."

"This one does," said Rock-Head. "We nust have a revolution with
full respect for property. | ama man of property now | own a bag of gold.
Up the revolution! Up respect for property!"

"This cannot be," the revolutionaries held council. "A person who
owns one bag of gold cannot be a true revolutionary; though a person who
owns one thousand bags may sonetinmes be."

They began to kill Rock-Head there, in brain and sensories.

"Tell Jouhandeau to call off his thing," Rock-Head gasped out of his
dyi ng cerebrum but these ol d-fashioned revol utionaries didn't understand
hi m They knew not hing of the creatures of Jouhandeue which would so soon
obsol ete them

They killed Rock-Head in all his parts. They sold his remains for
cat neat to a basketworman there, and they went on with their burning.

Oh, the statue is still there, and there are still wens in his
head. There have now been nore than one hundred generations of wens there.
These are the rich wens and they have a good thing. They pay tribute to the

shrikes in small gold coins, so they will nowkill them And the wens are
| eft al one.

The ol d-fashi oned revol utionaries failed, but the new
revol uti onari es made by Jouhandeau could not fail. Failure is an innate

concept, and there are no innate concepts. A hundred of them wth the few
young boys they had pupped in the nmeanwhile, would overturn that |and
ni neteen years later, tha tland with bl ood on the bread.

And | ater, a thousand of themwould --, and ten thousand of them
would --, and ten mllion of themwould --, for they propagated their own
ki nd. They were people so narrow and singul ar that you would hardly believe
it.

Doct or Jouhandeau was two hundred years before his time in so nany
ways, but he estimated the time of it nicely.

ENTI RE AND PERFECT CHRYSOLI TE

Havi ng achi eved perfection, we feel a slight unease. From our hei ght
we feel inmpelled to | ook down. W make our own place and tehre is nothing
bel ow us; but in our imagination there are depths and eni mals bel ow us. To
| ook down breeds cultishness.

There are the cults of the further lands and the further peoples.

The Irish and Americans and Africans are respectabl e, philosophical and

i ndustrial parties, but the cultishness is sonething beyond. Any addition to
the world would mar the perfect world which is the perfect thought of the
Maker. Were there an Africa indeed, were there the Indies, then we would be
other than we are. The tripartite unity that is the ecunene woul d be broken
t he habitable world-island, the single eye in the head that is the

wor | d- gl obe woul d be voi ded.

There are those who say that our rational and perfct world whoul d
steep itself in this great unconcsi ous grography of the under-mnd, in the
outre fauna and the incredible continents of the tortured inmagi nati on and of
bl ack | egends. They pretend that this world woul d give us depth.

W do not want depth. W want Height! Let us seal off the
under-thi ngs of the under-m nd, and exalt ourselves! And our unease w ||
pass.

-- Exal tation Phil osophy
Audi fax O Hanl on

The True Believer was sailing offshore in an easterly direction in
the latitude of fifteen degrees north and the |ongitude of twenty-four



degrees east. To the north of the coasting ship was the beautiful G nnanon
Coast of Libya with its wonderful beaches and its renarkable hotels tawny in
the distance. To the east and south and west were the white-topped waves
that went on for ever and ever. The True Believer sailed along the
sout her nnmost edge of the ecunene, the habitable and inhabited world.

August Shackl eton wi s drinking Roman Bonb out of a potbellied bottle
and yel pi ng happily as he handl ed the wheel of the True Believer:

"It's a kids' thing to do," he yipped, "but there were never such
beautiful waters to do it in. We try to call in outer spirits. W try to
call up inner spirits and lands. It's a children's antic. Wiy do we do it,
Boyl e, other than for the fun of it?"

"Shoul d there by another reason, Shackleton? Well, there is; but we
go about it awkwardly and wi thout knowi ng what we're doing. The thing about
humans whi ch nobody apparently wi shes to notice, is that we're a species
whi ch has never had an adult culture. W feel that [ack nmore and nore as we
become truly adult in other ways. It grows tedious to stretch out a
chi l dhood forever. The easy enjoynents, the easy rationality, the easy
governments and sciences, are really childish things. W master them while
we are yet children, and we | ook beyond. But there isn't anything beyond the
chi I di shness, Shackleton. W must find a deeper view sonehow. W are | ooking
for that something deeper here."

"What? By going on a lark that is childish even to children, Boyle?

I was ashamed in front of my sons when | confessed on what sort of diversion
| was going. First there were the seances that we indulged in. If we raised
any spirits there, they were certainly childish ones. And now we're on this
voyage on the True Believer. W' re | ooking for the geographi cal home of
certain collective unconscious images! Wy shouldn't the children hoot at
us? Ah well, let us not be too ashaned. It's colorful and stinulating fun
but it isn't adult."”

The ot her four menbers of the party, Sebastian Linter and the three
wi ves, Justitia Shackleton, Luna Boyle, and M ntgreen Linter, were sw nm ng
in the blue ocean. The True Bel ei ver was coasting very slowy and the four
swimers were clipped to outrigger towines.

"There's sonmething wong with the water!" Justina Shackl eton
suddenly called up to her husband. "There's weeds in it, and there shoul dn't
be. There's reeds in it, and swanp grasses. There's nmud. And there's green
sline!"

"You're out of your lovely head, lovely,'

Shackl et on cal | ed back.

"It's all clear blue water off a sand coast. | can see fish twenty neters
down. It's clear."
"I tell youit's full of green sline!" Justina called back. "It's so

thick and heavy that it alnost tears me away fromthe line. And the insects
are so fierce that | have to stay subnerged."

But they were off the C nnanon Coast of Libya. They could snell the
war m sand, and the watered gardens ashore. There was no nud, there was no
slime, there were no insects off the G nnanon Coast ever. It was all clear
and bright as living, moving glass.

Sebastian Linter had been swi nmng on the seaward side of the ship.
Now he came up ropes to the open deck of the ship, and he was bl eedi ng.

"It is thick, Shackleton,” he panted. "It's full of snags and it's
dangerous. And that fanged hog could have killed me. Get the rest of them
out of the water! "

"Linter, you can see for yourself that it is clear everywhere
Clear, and of sufficient depth, and serene.™

"Sure, | see that it is, Shackleton. Only it isn't. What we are
| ooki ng for has already begun. The illusion has already happened to al
senses except sight. Stuff it, Shackleton! Get them out of the water! The
snakes and the crocs will get them The animals threshing around in the nud

will get them And if they try to clinmb up into the short, the beasts there
will break themup and tear themto pieces."



"Linter, we're two thousand neters off shore and everything is

clear. But you are disturbed. Oof, so aml|! The ship has grounded, and it's
fifty neters deep here. Al right, everyone! | order everybody except ny
wife to come out of the water! | request that she come out. | amunable to

order her to do anything."

The ot her two wonen, Luna Boyle and M ntgreen Linter, canme out of
the water. And Justina Shackleton did not.

"In a while, August, in a while | cone," Justina called up to the
ship. "I'min the mddle of a puzzle here and | want to study it sonme nore.
August, can a hallucination snap you in two? He sure is nmaking the notions."

"I don't know, |ovely," August Shackleton called back to her
doubt ful | y.

Luna Boyle and M ntgreen Linter had cone out of the ocean up the
ropes. Luna was covered with green slime and was bl eedi ng variously.

M nt green was covered w th weeds and nud, and her hands were town. And she
hobbl ed wi th pain.

"I's your foot broken, darling?" Sebastian Linter asked her with

al nost concern. "But of course, it is all illusion."

"I have the illusoin that ny foot is broken," Mntgreen sniffled,
"and | have the illusion that | amin very great pain. Bl eeding blubberfish,
I wish it were real! It wouldn't really hurt this much."

"Ch, el ephant hokey!" Boyle stormed. "These illusions are nonsense.
There can't be such an anbi ent creeping around us. W' re not experiencing
anyt hi ng. "

"Yes we are, Boyle," Shackleton said nervously. "And your expression
is an odd one at this nmonent. For the el ephant was historical in the India
that is, was fantastic in the further India that is fantastic, and is stil
nmore fanciful in its African contingency. In a nmoment we will try to conjure
up the African el ephant which is twice the mass of the historical I|Indian
el ephant. The ship is draggi ng badly now and ni ght even break up if this
continues, but the faro shows no physical contact. Al right, the five of us

on deck will put our heads together for this. You lend us a head too,
Justinal"

"Take it, take ny head. 1'mabout to let that jawful snapper have ny
body anyhow. August, this stuff is real! Don't tell me | imagine that
snel | ," Justina call ed.

"W will all try to imagine that snell, and other things," August
Shackl eton stated as he uncorked another bottle of Roman Bonb. In the
visible world there was still the G nnanmon Coast of Libya, and the bl ue

ocean going on forever. But in another visible world, conpletely unrel ated
to the firt and occupying absolutely a different space (but both occupying
total space), were the green swanps of Africa, the sedgy shores going
sonetinmes back into rain forests and sonetines into savannas, the noon
nmount ai ns rising behind them the air sonetimes heavy m st and sonetines
clear with scalding light, the fifth | evels of noises, the hundred |evels of
col ors.

"The ambient is formng nicely even before we start,” Shackl eton
purred. Sone of them drank Ronman Bomb and some of them Green Canary as they
readi ed t hensel ves for the psychic adventure.

"W begin the conjure," Shackleton said, "and the conjure begins
with words. Qur little group has been involved in several sorts of
i nvestigations, foolish ones perhaps, to discover whether there are (or nore
importantly, to be sure that there are not) physical areas and creatures
beyond those of th closed ecunene. W have gone on knob-knockers, we have
hel d seances. The seances in particular were grotesque, and | believe we
were all uneasy and guilty about them Qur Faith forbids us to evoke
spirits. But where does it forbid us to evoke geographi es?"

"Ease up a little on the evoking!" Justina shrilled up at them "The
snapper just took me off at the left ankle. | pray he doesn't like ny
taste."



"It has been a nystery for centuries,"” said August (sonmewhat
di sturbed by his wife's vulgar outburst fromthe ocean), "that out of the
fol k unconscious there should well up ideas of continents that are not in
the world, continents with highly imaginary flora and fauna, continents wth
highly imagi nary people. It is a further nystery that these psychic
continents and islands should be given bearings, and that apparently sane
persons have clainmed to visit them The deepest nystery of all is Africa.
Africa, in Roman days, was a subdivision of Mauretania, which was a
subdi vi sion of Libya, one of the three parts of the world. And yet the
entire coast of Libya has been nmapped correctly for three thousand years,
and there is no Africa beyond, either appended or separate. W prove the
nonsense of it by sailing in clear ocean through the m ddl e of that
pretended continent."

"W prove the nonsense further by getting our ship mred in a swanp
in the mddle of the imaginary continent and seeing that continent begin to
form about us," said Boyle. Hs Green Canary tasted funny to him There was
a squal ling pungency in the air and sonmething hair-raisingly foreign in the
taste of the drink.

"This is all like sonething out of Carlo Forte," Linter |aughed
unst eadily.

"The continental anbient forns about its," said Shackleton. "Now we
will evoke the creatures. First let its conjure the great aninmals: the
rhinoceros, the lion, the | eopard, the el ephant, which all have Asian
Counterparts; but these of the contingent Africa are to be half again to
twi ce the size, and inconparably fierce.

"W conjure them we conjure them" they all chanted, and the
conjured creatures appeared mstily.

"W conjure the hippototamus, the water behemoth, with its great
com cal bulk, its nuzzle like a scoop shovel, and its eyes standing up like
big balls --"

"Stop it, August!" Justina Shackleton shrieked fromthe water. "I
don't know whet her the hippo is playful or not, but he's going to cruch ne
ina mnute."”

"Come out of the water, Justinal" August ordered sternly.

"I will not. There isn't any ship left for me to come to. You're al
sitting on a big, slippery, broken tree out over the water, and the snappers
and boas are coming very near your |egs and necks."

"Yes, | suppose so, one way of looking it it," August said. "Now
everybody Conjure the animals that are conmpounded out of grisly hunor, the
giraffe with a neck alone that is |longer than a horse, and the zebra which
is ahorseinaclowmm suit."”

"We conjure them we conjure," they all chanted.

"The zebra isn't as funny as | thought it would be." Boyle
conpl ained. "Nothing is as funny as a | thought it would be."

"Conjure the great snake that is a thousand tinmes heavier than other
snakes, that can swallow a wild ass," Shackl eton gave themthe | ead.

"We conjure it, we conjure it," they all chanted.

"August, it's over your head, reaching down out of the giant ninpsa
estuaries in which it lives," they all chanted.

"Easy on that one," Justina shrilled. "He's been taking ne by little
pi eces. Now he's taking ne by big pieces."

"Conjure the ostrich," Shackleton intoned, " the bird that is a
t housand times as heavy as other birds, that stands a meter tailer than a
man, that kicks like a mule, the bird that is too heavy to fly. | wonder

what deliriumfirst invented such wildlife as Africa's, anyhow?"

"W conjure it, we conjure it," they chanted.

"Conjure the great wal king nonkey that is three tines as heavy as a
man, " August intoned. "Conjure a sonewhat snaller one, two-thirds the size
of man, that grins and gi bbers and understands speech, that could speak if
he wi shed. "



"W conjure them we conjure them

"Conjure the third of the | arge nmonkeys that is dog-faced and purple
of arse.”

"W conjure it, we conjure it, but it belongs in a conmic strip."

"Conjure the gentle nonster, the okapi that is made out of pieces of
t he antel ope and canel and contingent giraffe, and which |ikew se wears a
clown suit."”

"W conjure it, we conjure it."

"Conjure the multitudi nous antel opes, koodoo, nyal a, hartebeest,
oryx, bongo, klipspringer, gensbok, all so out of keeping with a warm
country, all such grotesque takcoffs of the little al pine antel ope.™

"W conjure them we conjure them"

"Conjure the buffalo that is greater thin all other buffalo or
cattle, that has horns as wide as a shield. Conjure the quagga. | forget its
pret ended appearance, but it cannot be ordinary."

"W conjure it, we conjure it."

"We come to the top of it all! Conjure the nost anthroponorphic
group in the entire unconsci ousness: nmen who are men indeed, but who are as
bl ack as midnight in a hazel grove, who are long of angie and netatarsals
and lower linb so they call run and | eap unconmonly, who have crunpled hair
and are massive of feature. Conjure another variety that are only half as
tall as them Conjure a third sort that are short of stature and prodigi ous
of hips.”

"W conjure them we conjure them" they all chanted. "They are the
caricatures fromthe beginning."

"But can all these animals appear at one tinme?" Boyle protested.
"Even on a contingent continent dredged out of the fol k unconsci ousness
there would be varieties of climates and land-form Al would not be
t oget her."

"This is rhapsody, this is panorama, this is Africa," said Linma
Boyl e.

And they were all totally in the middle of Africa, on a slippery
bol e of a broken tree that teetered over a green swanp. And the animls were
themin the rain forests and the savannas, on the shore, and in the green
swanp. And a man bl ack as m dnight was there, his face broken with enotion

Justina Shackl eton screamed horribly as the crocodile sliced her in
two. She still screaned frominside the gul pi ng beast as one might scream
under water.

2

The Ecumene, the world island, has the shape of an egg 110 degrees
fromEast to West and 45 degrees fromNorth to South. It is scored into
three parts, Eurpoa, Asia, and Libya. It is scored by the incurring seas,
Eurpoa from Asia by the Pontus and the Hurcanum Seas, Asia from Libya by the
Persi an Sea, and Libya from Eurpoa by the Tyrrhenian and |oni an Seas (the
Medi t erranean Conpl ex). The nmpbst westerly part of the world is Curuna in
I beria or Spain, the nost northerly is Kharkovsk in Scythia or Russia, the
nost easterly is Sining in Han or China, the nost southerly is the G nnanon
Coast of Libya.

The first chart of the world, that of Eratothenes, was thus, and it
was perfect. Whether he had it fromprinmtive revelation or fromearly
exploration, it was correct in mnor detail. Though Britain seens to have
been charted as an Island rather than a Peninisula, this may be an error or
an early copyist. ABritain unjoined to the Main would shrivel, as a branch
hewed froma tree will shrivel and die. There are no viable islands.

Al islands fade and drift and di sappear. Sonetimes they reappear
briefly, but there is no life in them The juice of life flows through the
continent only. It is the ONE LAND, THE LI VING AND HOLY LAND, THE ENTI RE AND



PERFECT JEVEL.

Thus, Ireland is seen sonetines, or Hy-Brasil, or the Anerican
rock-lands: but they are not always seen in the sane places, and they do not
al ways have the sane appearance. They have neither life nor reality.

The secret geographies and histories of the American Society and the
Atlantis Society and such are esoteric |odge-group things, synbolic and
murky, forns for the initiated; they contain anal ogs and not realities.

The ecumene nust grow, of coruse, but it grows inwardly in intensity
and neaning; its formcannot change. The formis determned fromthe
begi nning, just as the formof a man is deternined before he is born. A man
does not grow by adding nore |inbs or heads. That the ecunmen should grow
appendages woul d be as grotesque as a man growing a tail.

-- Wrld As Perfection
Di ogenes Ponti f ex

August Shackl et on guffawed nervously when his wife was sliced in two
and the half of her swallowed by the crocodile; and his hand that held the
Roman Bonb trenbl ed. I ndeed, there was sonethi ng unnervi ng about the whol e
thing. That cutoff scream ng of Justina Shackl eton had sonethi ng shocki ng
and unpl easant about it.

Justina had once gone hysterical at a seance when the ghosts and
appear ances had been nore or |ess conventional, but August was never sure
just how sincere her hysteria was. Another tine she had di sappeared for
several days froma seance, froma | ocked room and had cone back with a
rogui sh story about being in spirit land. She was a high-strung clown with a
sense of the outrageous, and this present business of being chopped in two
was typical of her creations.

And suddenly they were all explosively creative, each one's
subj ective patterns intermingling with those of the other to produce how ing
chaos. Wat had been the ship the True Believer, what had been the slippery
over hangi ng bol e, had now cone dangerously down into the swanp. They al
wanted a cl oser | ook.

There was scream ng and trunpeting, there was col or and surge and
t hreshing mass. The crocodile bellowed as a bull mght, not at all as
Shackl eton believed that a croc should sound. But soneone there had the idea
that a crocodile should bellow |like that, and that someone had inmposed his
i deate on the others. Unhorselike creatures whinnied, and vivid ani mals
sobbed and gurgl ed.

"Go back up, go back up!" the black man was bleating. "You will al
be killed here.”

H s face was a true Munmers-N ght bl ackman mask. One of the party
was i magining strongly in that stereotyped form But the incongruous thing
about the black man was that |ie was gibbering at themin French, in bad
French as though it were his weak second | anguage. \WWich one of them was
i ngui st enough to invent such a black French on the edge of the nmonent?
Luna Boyl e, of course. But why had she put grotesque French into the nmonth
of a black man in contingent Africa?

"Go back up, go back up,"” the black man cried, He had an old rifle
fromthe last century and he was shooting the crocodile with it.

"Hey, he's shooting Justina too," Mntgreen giggled too gaily. "Half
of her is in the dragon thing. Ch, she will have sonme stories to tell about
this! She has the best imagination of all of us."

"Let's get her out and together again," Linter suggested. They were
all shouting too loudly and too nervously. "She's m ssing the best part of
it."

"Here, here, black man," Shackleton called. "Carl you get the half
of my wife out of that thing and put her together again?"

"Ch, white people, white people, this is real and this is death,"



t he black man noaned in agony. "this is a closed wild area. You should not
be here at all. However you have cone here, whatever is the real form of
that balk or tree on which you stand so dangerously, be gone fromhere if
you can do it. You do not know howto live in this. Wite people, be gone!
It is your lives.!"

"One can command a fantasy," said August Shackleton. "Bl ack man
fantasy, | command that you get the half of ny wife out of that dying
creature and put her together again."

"Ch, white people on dope, | cannot do this," the black man noaned.
"She is dead. And you joke and drink Geen Bird and Bomi b, and hoot I|ike
denented children in a dream"”

"W are in a dream and you are of the dream" Shackleton said
easily. "And we may experinment with our dream creatures. That is our purpose
here. Here, catch a bottle of Roman Bomb!" and he threw it to the black man,
who caught it.

"Drink it," said Shackleton. "I aminterested in seeing whether a
dream figure can make incursion on physical substance.™”

"Ch, white people on dope," the black man npaned. "The watering
place is no place for you to be. You excite the animals, and then they kill
When they are excited it is danger to ne al so who usually nmove anong them
easily. | have to kill the crocodile who is ny friend. | do not want to kil
others. | do not want nore of you to be killed."

The bl ack man was booted and jacketed quite in the manner of a
hunting store outing, this possibly by the care at imagining of Boyle who
| oved hunting rig. The black Mumers- N ght nmask was contorted in agony and
appr ehensi on, but the black nan did drink the Roman Bonmb nervously the while
he begged themto be gone fromthat place.

"You will notice that the skull formis quite human and the bearing
conpletely erect,” Linter said. "You will notice also that he is less hairy
than we are and is thick of Iip, while the great ape is nore hairy and thin
of lip. I had inmagined themto be the same creature differently
interpreted.”

"No, you imagine themto be as they appear,"” Shackleton said. "It is
Your imagining of these two creatures that we are watching."

"But notice the configuration of the tenpora and the nandi bl e

shape," Linter protested, "-- not what | expected. "
"You are the only one of us who knows about tenpora and mandi bl e
shape," said Shackleton. "I tell you that it is your own imagery. He is

structured by you, given the conventional Minmers-N ght bl ack-mask by all of
us, clothed by Boyle, and speeches by Luna Boyle. His production is our
joint effort. Watch it, everyone! It beconmes dangerous now, even expl osivel
Man, |I'mgetting as hysterical as ny wife! The dreamis so vivid that it has
its hooks in ne. Ah, it's a great investigative experience, but | doubt if
"Il want to return to this particular experience again. Green perdition
But it does becone dangerous! Watch out, everyone!™

Ah, it had beconme wild: a hooting and scream ng and bawling wld
Africa bedlam a green and tawny dazzle of fast-nmoving color, pungent annua
stench of fear and nurder, and smell of human fear

A lion defiled the watering place, striking down a horned buck in
t he muddy shall ows and goi ng nmuzzl e-deep into the hot-col ored gore. A hippo
erupted out of the water, a behemoth fromthe depths. Graffes erected |like
crazily articulated derricks and gall oped ungai nly through the boscage.

"Enough of this!" cried Mntgreen Linter. Frightened, she took the
| ead, incanting:

"That the noontime nightmare pass! The crocodil e-dragon and the
behenot h. "

"We abjure them we abjure them" they all chanted in various
VOi ces.

"That the black man and the bl ack ape pass, and all black things of
t he bl ack-green |l and."



"W abjure them we abjure them" they chanted. But the black man
was al ready down under the feet and horns of a buffalo creature, dead, and
his last rifle shot still echoing. He had tried to prevent the buffalo from
upsetting the teetering bole and dunping all the white people into the
nmur der swanp. The great ape was al so gone, terrified, back to his high-grass
savannas. Many of the other creatures had di sappeared or become faint, and
there was again the tang of salt water and of distant hot-sand beaches.

"That the Iion be gone who roars by day," Luna Boyle took up the
i ncantation, "and the | eopard who is Pan-Ther, the all-animl of grisly
nmyt hol ogy. That the crushi ng snakes be gone, and the giant ostrich, and the
horse in the clown suit."”

"We abjure themall, we abjure themall," everybody chanted.

"That the True Believer form again beneath our feet in the structure
we call see and know, " August Shackl eton incanted.

"W conjure it up, we conjure it up," they chanted, and the True
Bel i ever rose again barely above the threshhold of the senses.

"That the illicit continents fade, and all the bal eful islands of
our withing under-mnds!" Boyle blurted in some trepidation

"W abjure them we abjure them" they all chanted contritely. And
the illicit Africa had now becone quite fragile, while the G nnanon Coast of
South Libya started to formas if behind green gl ass.

"Let us finish it! It lingers unhealthily!" Shackleton spoke | oul dy
with resolve. "Let us drop our reservations! That we dabble no nmore in this
partictilar illicitness! That we go no nore hungering after strange
geographi es that are not of proper world! That we seal off the unsettling
t hi ngs inside us!"

"We seal themoff, we seal them off

And it was finished.

they chant ed.

They were on the True Belieiver, sailing in all easterly direction
of f the G nnamon Coast of Libya. To the north was that |ovely coast with its
wonder ful beaches and renarkabl e hotels. To the south and east were the
whi t e-t opped waves that went on for ever and ever. It was over with, but the
i ncantation had shaken themall wth the sheer psychic power of it.

"Justina isn't with us,"” Luna Boyle said nervously. "She isn't on
the True Believer anywhere. Do you think sonething has happened to her? WII
she conme back?"

"OfF course she'll cone back," August Shackl eton purred. "She was
truant froma seance for two days once. Oh, she'll have some good ones to
tell when she does cone back, and I'lIl rather enjoy the vacation from her.

love her, but a nman narried to an outre wife needs a rest fromit
sonetimes. "

"Bill look, look!" Luna Boyle cried. "Ch, she's inpossible! She
al ways did carry an antic too fir. That's in bad taste."

The severed | ower half of Justina Shackleton floated in the clear
bl ue water beside the True Believer. It was bl oodi ed and gruesone and was
bei ng attacked by slashing fishes.

"Ch, stop it, Justina!" August Shackleton called angrily. "Wat a
woman! Ah, | see it now W turn to land."”

It was the opening to the Yacht Basin, the channel through the beach
shallows to the fine harbor behind. They tacked, they turned, they nosed in
towards the C nnanon Coast of Libya.

The worl d was itact again, one whole and perfect jewel, lying
wonderful to the north of them And south was only great ocean and great
equator and enpty places of the under-mind. The True Believer came to port
passage with the perfect bright noontinme on all things. tree," Justina
screamed warning front the swanp. "There's ten neters of it reaching down
for you."

"Conjure the crocodile," Shackleton intoned. "Not the little
crocodil e of the River of Egypt, but the big crocodile of deeper Africa that



can swal l ow a cow.
"W conjure it, we imagine it, we evoke it, and the swanps and
CONTI NUED ON NEXT ROCK

Up inthe Big Little country there is an up-thrust, a chimey rock
that is half fallen against a newer hill. It is formed of what is sonetinmes
call ed Dawson Sandstone and is interlaced with tough shell. It was forned
during the glacial and recent ages in the bottomlands of Crow Creek and
Green River when these streans (at least five tinmes) were iniglity rivers.

The chimey rock is only a little older than mankind, only a little
younger than grass. Its formation had been up-thrust and then eroded away
again, all but such harder parts as itself and other chi meys and bl ocks.

A party of five persons canme to this place where the chi mey rock

had fallen against a still newer hill. The people of the party did not care
about the deep |inestone below they were not geol ogists. they did care
about the newer hill (it was man-made) and they did care a little about the

rock chi mey; they were archaeol ogi sts.

Here was tine heaped up, bulging out in casing and accumul ati on, and
not in line sequence. And here also was striated and banded tinme, grown
tall, and then shattered and broken

The five party nmenbers cane to the site early in the afternoon
bringing the working trailer down a dry creek bed. They unl oaded many t hi ngs
and nade a canmp there. It wasn't really necessary to make a canp on the
ground. There was a good notel two nmiles away on the highway; there was a
road al ong the ridge above. They could have lived in confort and made the
trip to the site in five mnutes every norning. Terrence Burdock, however,
bel i eved that one could not get the feel of a digging unless he lived on the
ground with it day and night.

The five persons were Terrence Burdock, his wife Ethyl, Robert
Der by, and Howard Steinleser: four beautiful and bal anced people. And
Magdal en Mobl ey who was neither beautiful nor bal anced. But she was
el ectric; she was special. They rouched around in the formations a little
after they had nade canp and while there was still light. Al of them had
seen the formati ons before and had guessed that there was promise in them

"That peculiar fluting in the broken chimey is alnost |like a core
sanmple," Terrence said, "and it differs fromthe rest of it. It's like a
[ightning bolt through the whole length. It's already exposed for us.
believe we will renove the chimey entirely. It covers the perfect access
for the slash in the nmound, and it is the mound in which we are really
interested. But we'll study the chimey first. It is so available for
study. "

"Ch, | can tell you everything that's in the chimey," Mgdal en said
crossly. "l can tell you everything that's in the nound too."

"I wonder why we take the trouble to dig if you already know what we
will find," Ethyl sounded archly.

"I wonder too," Magdal en grunbled. "But we will need the evidence
and the artifacts to show. You can't get appropriations wthout evidence and
artifacts. Robert, go kill that deer in the brush about forty yards
nort h-east of the chimmey. We may as well have deer neat if we're living
primtive."

"This isn't deer season,"” Robert Derby objected. "And there isn't
any deer there. O, if thereis, it's down in the draw where you coul dn't
see it. And if there's one there, it's probably a doe."

"No, Robert, it is a two-year-old buck and a very big one. O course
it's in the draw where | can't see it. Forty yards northeast of the chi mey
woul d have to be in the draw. If | could see it, the rest of you could see
it too. Now go kill it! Are you a man or a mus mcrotuss? Howard, cut poles
and set up a tripod to string and dress the deer on. "

"You had better try the thing, Robert," Ethyl Burdock said, "or
we' |l have no peace this evening."



Robert Derby took a carbine and went north-eastward of the chi nmey,
descending into the draw near it forty yards. There was the high ping of the
carbine shot. And, after some noments, Robert returned with a curious grin.

"You didn't mss him Robert, you killed him" Magdal en cal |l ed
loudly. "You got himw th a good shot through the threat and up into the
brai n when he tossed his head high Iike they do. Wiy didn't you bring hinf
Go back and get him "

"CGet hin? | couldn't even Iift the thing. Terrence and Howard, comne

with me and we'll lash it to a pole and get it here sonehow. "
"Ch, Robert, you're out of your beautiful nmind," Magdal en chided.
"It only weighs a hundred and ninety pounds. GCh, I'Il get it."

Magdal en Mobl ey went and got the big buck. She brought it back
carrying it listless across her shoul ders and getting herself bl oodied,
stoppi ng sonetinmes to exam ne rocks and kick themw th her foot, com ng on
easily with her load. It looked as if it mght weigh two hundred and fifty
pounds; but if Magdalen said it weighed a hundred and ninety, that is what
it weighed.

Howard Steinl eser had cut poles and made a tripod. He knew better
than not to. They strung the buck up, skinned it off, ripped up its belly,
drew it, and worked it over in an al nost professional manner

"Cook it, Ethyl," Mgal en said.

Later, as they sat on the ground around the fire and it had turned
dark, Ethyl brought the buck's brains to Magdal en, messy and not half
cooked, believing that she was playing an evil trick. And Magdal en ate them
avidly. They were her due. She had di scovered the buck

I f you wonder how Magdal en knew what itivisible things were where,
so did the other nenmbers of the party al ways wonder.

"It bedevils me sonetinmes why | amthe only one to notice the
anal ogy between historical geology and depth psychol ogy," Terrence Burdock
nmused as they grew lightly profound around the canmpfire. "The isostatic
principle applies to the mind and the under-nmind as well as it does to the
surface and under-surface of the earth. The mind has its erosions and
weat herings going on along with its deposits and accumrul ations. It al so has
its upthrusts and its stresses. It floats on a simlar magma. In extrene
cases it has its volcanic eruptions and its mountain-building."

"And it has its glaciations," Ethyl Burdock said, and perhaps she
was | ooki ng at her husband in the dark

"The m nd has its hard sandstone, sonetinmes transmuted to quartz, or
hal f-transnuted into flint, fromthe drifting and floating sand of daily
events It has its shale fromthe old nud of daily ineptitudes and inerti as.
It has limestone out of its nmore vivid experiences, for lime is the remant
of what was once animate: and this limestone may be true marble if it is the
deposit of rich enough enotions or even travertine if it has bubbled
sufficiently though agoni zed and evocative rivers of the under-nind. The
mnd has its sul phur and its genmstones --" 'Terrence bubbl ed on
sufficiently, and Magdal en cut himoff.

"Say sinply that we have rocks in our heads," she said. "But they're
randomrocks, | tell you, and the same ones keep conming back. It isn't the
same with us as it is with the earth. The world gets new rocks all the tine.
But it's the same people who keep turning up, and the sane m nds. Damm, one
of the sanest of themjust turned up again! |I wish he'd | eave the alone. The
answer is still no."

Very often Magdal en said things that nmade no sense. Ethyl Burdock
assured herself that neither her husband, nor Robert, nor Howard, bad
slipped over to Magdalen in the dark. Ethyl was jeal ous of the chunky and
surly girl.

"I amhoping that this will be as rich as Spiro Mund," Howard
Steinl eser hoped. "It could be, you know |I'mtold that there was never a



| ess prepossessing site than that, or a trickier one. I wish we had someone
who had dtig at Spiro. "

"On, he dug at Spiro," Magdal en said with contenpt.

"He? Who?" Terrence Burdock asked. "No one of us was at Spiro.
Magdal en, you weren't even born yet when that nound was opened. Wat coul d
you know about it?"

"Yeah, | remenber himat Spiro," Mgdal en said, "always turning up
his own things and pointing them out."

"Were you at Spiro?" Terrence suddenly asked a piece of darkness.
For sonme tine, they had all been vaguely aware that there were six, not
five, persons around the fire.

"Yeah, | was at Spiro," the man said. "I dig there. | dig at a | ot
of the digs. | dig real well, and | always know when we cone to sonething
that will be inportant. You give me a job."

"Who are you?" Terrence asked him The nan was pretty visible now
The flame of the fire seened to leap towards himas if he conpelled it,

"Ch, I'mjust a rich old poor man who keeps foll ow ng and hopi ng and
asking. There is one who is worth it all forever, so | solicit that one
forever. And sonmetinmes | am other things. Two hours ago | was the deer in
the draw It is an odd thing to munch one's own flesh. " And the man was
munching a joint of the deer, unasked.

"H m and his danm cheap poetry!" Magdal en cried angrily.

"What's your nane!" Terrence asked him

"Manypenny. Anteros Manypenny is ny nanme forever."

"What are you?"

"On, just Indian. Shawnee, Choc, Creek, Anadarko, Caddo and pre-
Caddo. Lots of things. "

"How coul d anyone be pre-Caddo?"

"Like me. I am"
"I's Anteros a Creek name?"
"No. Greek. Man, | am a going Jessie, | amone digging nman! | show

you tonorrow.
Four nore hoe cuts, and Anteros did cone to them He uncovered two

| arge points and one small one, spear heads and arrow head. Lanceol ate they

were, with ribbon flaking. They were |l ate Fol som or they were proto-Pl ano;

they were what you wll.

"This cannot be," Steinleser groaned. "They're the m ssing chips,

the transition pieces. They fill the mssing places too well. | won't
believe it. I'd hardly believe it if nastodon bones were found on the sane
| evel here.”

"In a moment," said Anteros, beginning to use the hoe again. "Hey,
those ol d beasts did snell funny! An elephant isn't init with them And a
lot of it still clings to their bones. WIIl a sixth thoracic bonc do? |I'm
pretty sure that's what it is. | don't know where the rest of the aninmal is.
Probably sonebody gnawed the thoracic here. Nine hoe cuts, and then very
careful . "

Ni ne hoe cuts; and then Atiteros, using a masons' trowel, unearthed
the old gnawed bone very carefully. Yes, Howard said alnmpst ailgrily, it was
a sixth thoracic of a mastodon. Robert Derby said it was a fifth or sixth;
it is not easy to tell.

"Leave the digging for a while, Anteros," Steinleser said. "I want
to record and photograph and take a few neasurenents here. "

Terrence Burdock and Magdal en Mobl ey were worki ng at the bottom of
the chimey rock, at the bottomof the fluting that ran the whol e hei ght of
it like a core sanple.

"CGet Anteros over here and see what he can uncover in sixty
seconds, " Terrence offered.

"On him He'll just uncover sonme of his own things."

"What do you nmean, his own things? Nobody coul d have nade al



intrusion here. It's hard sandstone.”

"And harder flint here," Magdal en said. "I mght have known it. Pass
the dammed thing up. | know just about what it says anyhow "

"What it says? What do you nmean? But it is marked! And it's |arge
and dressed rough. Wo'd carve in flint?"

"Somebody real stubborn, just like flint," Magdal en said. "All right
then, let's have it out. Anteros! Get this out in one piece. And do it
wi t hout shattering it or tunbling the whole thing down on us. He can do it,
you know, Terrence. He can do things like that. "

"What do you know about his doings, Mgdal en? You never saw or heard
about the poor man till last night."

"Ch well, | knowthat it'll turn out to be the sane dammed stuff."
Anteros did get it out without shattering it or bringing down the chi mey
colum. A cleft with a digging bar, three sticks of the stuff and a cap, an
he touched the leads to the battery when he was al nost on top of the charge.
The blast, it sounded as if the whole sky were failing down in them and
some of those sky-blocks were quite |arge stones. The anci ents wondered why
fallen pieces of the sky should al ways be dark rock-stuff and never sky-blue
clear stuff. The answer is that it is only pieces of the night sky that ever
fall, even though they may sometines be nost of the daytine in filling, such
is the distance. And the blast that Anteros set off did bring down rocky
chunks of the night sky even though it was broad daylight. They brought down
dar ker rocks than any of which the chi mey was comnposed

Still, it was a small blast. The chimey tottered but did not
collapse. It settled back uneasily on its base. And the flint bl ock was out
in the clear.

"A thousand spearheads and arrow heads coul d be shattered and
chi pped out of that hunk," Terrence marveled. "That flint bl ock would have
been a primtive fortune for a primtive man."

"I had several such fortunes," Anteros said dully, "and this one
preserved and dedicated."

They had all gathered around it.

"Ch the poor man!" Ethyl suddenly exclaimed. but she was not | ooking
at any of the nmen. She was | ooking at the stone.

"I wish he'd get off that kick," Mgdal en sputtered angrily. "I
don't care howrich he is. | can pick up better stuff than himin the
all eys. "

"What are the women chirping about?" Terrence asked. "But those do
l ook like true glyphs. Alnost |ike Aztec, are they not, Steinleser?"

"Nahust - Tanoan, cousins-german to the Aztec, or should | say
cousi ns-yaqui ?"

"Call it anything, but call you read it?"

"Probably. Gve nme eight or ten hours on it and | should conme up
with a contingent reading of many of the glyphs. W can hardly expect a
rati onal rendering of the nessage, however. Al Nahust-Tanoan transl ations
so far have been gi bberish."

"And renenber, Terrence, that Steinleser is a slow reader," Mgdal en
said spitefully. "And he isn't very good at interpreting other signs
either."”

Steinl eser was sullen and silent. How had his face cone to bear
t hose deep livid claw marks today?

They noved a |l ot of rock and rubble that norning, took quite a few
pictures, wote up bulky notes. There were constant finds as the divided
party worked up the shag-slash in the mound and the core-flute of the
chi mey. There were no nore really startling discoveries; no nore turned
pots of the proto-Plano period; how could there be? There were no nore
predi cted and perfect points of the late Folsom but there were broken and
unpredi ct abl e points. No other mastodon thoracic was found, but belies were
uncovered of bison latifrons, of dire wolf, of coyote, of man. There were



some anomalies in the relationship of the things discovered, but it was not
as fishy as it had been in the early norning, not as fishy as when Anteros

had announced and then dug out the shards of the pot, the three points, the
mast odon bone. The things now were as authentic as they were expected, and

yet their very profusion had still the snell of a small fish

And that Anteros was one digging man. He noved the sand, he noved
the stone, he m ssed nothing . And at noon he di sappeared.

An hour | ater he reappeared in a glossy station wagon, coning out of
a thicketed ravine where no one woul d have expected a way. He had been to
town. He brought a variety of cold cuts, cheeses, relishes and pastries, a
coupl e of cases of cold beer, and sonme V.O.

"I thought you were a poor man, Anteros," Terrence chided.

"I told you that I was a rich old poor nan. | have nine thousand
acres of grassland, | have three thousand head of cattle, | have alfalfa
| and and clover land and corn | and and hay-grazer land --"

"On, knock it off!" Magdal en snapped.

"I have other things," Anteros finished sullenly.

They ate, they rested, they worked the afternoon. Magdal en worked as
swiftly and solidly as did Anteros. She was young, she was stocky, she was
[ight-burned-dark. She was not at all beautiful (Ethyl was). She could have
any man there any tine she wanted to (Ethyl couldn't). She was Magdal en, the
of ten unpl easant, the nostly casual, the suddenly intense one. She was the
tension of the party, the string of the bow

"Anteros!" she called sharply just at sundown.

"The turtle?" he asked. "The turtle that is under the |edge out of
the current where the back-water curls in reverse? But he is fit and happy
and he has never harned anything except for food or fun. I know you do not
want me to get that turtle.”

"I do! There's eighteen pounds of him He's fat. He'll be good. Only
ei ghty yards, where the bank crumbles down to Green River, under the |ower
| edge that's shale that |ooks Iike slate, two feet deep -- "

"I know where he is. | will go get the fat turtle." Anteros said. "I
nmyself amthe fat turtle. | amthe Geen River." He went to get it.

"On that damed poetry of his!" Magdal en spat when he was gone.

Ant eros brought back the fat turtle. He |ooked as if he'd weigh
twenty-five pounds; but if Mugdal en said he wei ghed ei ghteen pounds, then it
was ei ght een.

"Start cooking, Ethyl," Magdal en said. Magdal en was a nere
undergraduate girl pernmitted on the digging by shecer good fortune. The
others of the party were all archaeol ogi sts of the nmonent. Magdal en had no
right to give orders to anyone, except her born right.

"I don't know how to cook a turtle," Ethyl conplained.

"Anteros will show you how "

"The | ate evening snmell of newly exposed excavation!" Terrence
Burdock burbl ed as they | ounged around the canmp-fire a little later, full of
turtle and V.0. and feeling rakishly wi se. "The exposed age can be guessed
by the very tinbre of the snell, | believe."

"Tinbre of the smell! What is your nose wired up to?" from Magdal en

And, indeed, there was sonething tine-evocative about the snell of
t he diggings; cool, at the same time nusty and nusky, ripe with old
stratified water and conpressed death. Stratified tine.

"It helps if you al ready know what the exposed age is," said Howard
Steinleser. "Here there is an anomaly. The chimey sonetinmes acts as if it
wer e younger than the nound. The chi mey cannot be young enough to include
witten rock, but it is.”

"Archaeol ogy is made up entirely of anonalies," said Terrence,
"rearranged to nake themfit in a flukey pattern. There'd be no systemto it
ot herw se. "

"Every science is nmade up entirely of anomalies rearranged to fit,"



sai d Robert Derby. "Have you unriddl ed the gl yph-stone, Howard?"

"Yes, pretty well. better than | expected. Charles August can verify
it, of course, when we get it back to the University. It is a non-royal,
non-tribal, non-warfare, non-hunt declaration. It does not cone under any of
t he usual radical signs, any of the categories. It can only be categorized
as uncategorized or personal. The translation will be rough."

"Rocky is the word," said Magdal en

"On with it, Howard," Ethyl cried.

"'You are the freedomof wild pigs in the sour-grass, and the
nobility of badgers. You are the brightness of serpents and the soaring of
vultures. You are passion of mesquite bustles on fire with |lightning. You
are serenity of toads.'"

"You've got to admit he's got a different line," said Ethyl. "Your
own | ove noted were less acrid, Terrence."
"What kind of thing is it, Steinleser?" Terrence questioned. "It

nmust have a category.

"I believe Ethyl is right. It's a love poem 'You are the water in
rock cisterns and the secret spiders in that water. You are the dead coyote
lying half in the stream and you are the old entrapped dreans of the
coyote's brains oozing liquid through the broken eye socket. You are the
happy ravening flies about that broken socket.'"

"On, hold it, Steinleser," Robert Derby cried. "You can't have
gotten all that fromscratches on flint. What is 'entrapped dreans' in
Nahuat - Tal | oan gl yph-writing?"

"The solid-person sign next to the holl ow person sign, both encl osed
in the night sign -- that has always been interpreted as the dream gl yph.
And here the dream glyph is enclosed in the glyph of the dead-fall trap.
Yes, | believe it neans entrapped dreans. To continue: 'You are the
corn-wormin the dark heart of the corn, the naked small bird in the nest.
You are the pustules on the sick rabbit, devouring life and fl esh and
turning it into your own serum You are stars conpressed into charcoal. But

you cannot give, you cannot take. Once again you will be broken at the foot
of the cliff, and the word will remain unsaid in your swollen and purple
tongue. ' "

"A love poem perhaps, but with a difference," said Robert Derby.

"I never was able to go his stuff and | tried, | really tried,"
Magdal en noaned.

"Here is the change of person-subject shown by the canted-eye gl yph
linked with the self-glyph," Steinleser explained. "It is now a first-person
talk. 'l own ten-thousand back-loads of corn. I own gold and beans and ni ne
buffal o horns full of waternelon seeds. | own the loin cloth that the sun
wore on his fourth journey across the sky. Only three loin cloths in the
worl d are older and nore valued than this. | cry out to you in a big voice
like the hamrering of herons' (that sound-verb-particle is badly transl ated,
t he hamrer being not a nodern poundi ng hanmrer but a rock angling, chipping
hamrer) 'and the bel ching of buffaloes. My love is sinew as entw ned
snakes, it is steadfast as the sloth, it is Ilike a feathered arrow shot into
your abdomen -- such is ny love. Wiy is ny |ove unrequited? "

"I chal l enge you, Steinleser," Terrence Burdock cut in. "Wat is the
glyph for 'unrequited ?"

"The gl yph of the extended hand -- with all the fingers bent

backwards. It goes on 'l roar to you. Do not throw yourself down. You
bel i eve you are on the hangi ng sky bridge, but you are on the term na
cliff. | grovel before you. I amno nore than dog-dropping.""

"You'll notice he said that and not ne," Magdal en burst out. There
was al ways a fundanental incoherence about Magdal en

"Ah -- continue, Steinleser," said Terrence. "The girl is daft, or

she dreans out |oud."
"That is all of the inscriptions, Terrence, except for a fina
gl yph which I don't understand. @ yph witing takes a lot of room That's



all the stone would hold."

"What is the glyph that you don't understand, Howard?"

"It's the spear-thrower glyph entwined with the tine glyph. It
sometines means 'flung forward or beyond.' But what does it nean here?"

"It neans 'continued,’ dummy. ' Continued,'" Magdal en said. "Do not
fear. There'll be nore stories.”

"I think it's beautiful," said Ethyl Burdock, "-- in its own
context, of course. "

"Then why don't you take himon, Ethyl, in his own context, of
course?" Magdal en asked. "Myself, | don't care how many back-loacls of corn
he owns. 1've had it."

"Take whom on, dear?" Ethyl asked. "Howard Steinleser can interpret
t he stones, but who can interpret our Magdal en?"

"Ch, | can read like a rock," Terrence Burdock smiled. But he
couldn't.

But it had fastened on them It was all about them and through them
the brightness of serpents and the serenity of toads, the secret spiders in
the water, the entrapped dreans oozing through the broken eye socket, the
pustul es of the sick rabbit, the belching of the buffalo, and the arrow shot
into the abdonen. And around it all was the night smell of flint and turned
earth and chuckling streams, the nustiness, and the special muskiness which
bears the nanme Nobility of Badgers.

They tal ked archeol ogy and nyth tal k. Then it was steep night, and
the norning of the third day.

Ch, the sanple digging went well. This was already a richer mound
than Spiro, though the gash in it was but a small promi se of things to cone.
And the curious twin of the mound, the broken chi mey, confirmed and
conf ounded and contradicted. There was time going wong in the chimey, or
at least in the curious fluted core of it; the rest of it was normal enough
and sterile enough.

Anteros worked that day with a soft sullenness, and Magdal en brooded
with a sort of |ightning about her.

"Beads, gl ass beads!" Terrence Burdock exploded angriliy. "Al
right! Who is the hoaxer in our midst? | will not tolerate this at all."
Terrence had been angry of face all day. He was cl awed deeply, as Steinleser
had been the day before, and he was sour on the world.

"There have been gl ass-bead caches before, Terrence, hundreds of
them" Robert Daly said softly.

"There have been hoaxers before, hundreds of them" Terrence how ed.
"These have ' Hong Kong Contenporary' witten all over them damm cheap gl ass
beads sold by the pound. They have no business in a stratumoif around the
year seven hundred. All right, who is guily?"

"I don't believe that any one of us is guilty, Terrence," Ethyl put
inmlsly. "They are found four feet in fromthe slant surface of the nound.
Why, we've cut through three hundred years of vegetable loamto get them
and certainly the surface was eroded beyond that."

"We are scientists,” said Steinleser. "W find these. Qthers have
found such. Let us consider the inprobabilities of it."

It was nooon, so they ate and rested and considered the
i nprobabilities. Anteros had brought thema great joint of white pork, and
t hey made sandwi ches and drank beer and ate pickles.

"You know, " said Robert Derby, "that beyond the rank inpossibility
of gl ass beads found so many tines where they could not be found, there is a
real nystery about all early Indian beads, whether of bone, stone, or
antler. There are nmillions and mllions of these find beads with pierced
hol es finer than any piercer every found. There are residues, there are
centers of every other Indian industry, and there is evolution of every
other tool. Wiy have there been these nmillions of pierced beads, and never



one piercer? There was not technique to make so fine a piercer. How were
t hey done?"

Magdal en giggl ed. "Bead-spitter," she said.

"Bead-spitter! You're out of your fuzzy mnd," Terrence erupted.
"That's the sillierst and | east sophisticated of all Indian |egends."

"But it is the |legend," said Robert Derby, "the | egend of nore than
thirty separate tribes. The Carib Indians of Cuba said that they got their
beads from Bead-spitters. The Indians of Panana told Bal boa the sane thing.
The I ndi ans of the pueblos told the sane story to Coronado. Every Indian
conmunity had an Indian who was its Bead-spitter. There are Creek and
Al abama and Kaosati stories of Bead-spitter; see Swanton's collections. And
his stories were taken down within living menory.

"More than that, when European trade-beads were first introduced,
there is one account of all Indian receiving sone and saying 'I wll take
some to Bead-spitter. If he sees them he can spit themtoo.' And that
Bead-spitter did then spit them by the bushels There was never any ot her
I ndi an account of the origin of their beads. Al were spit by a
Bead-spitter."

"Really, this is very unreal," Ethyl said. Really it was.

"Hog hokey! A bead-spitter of around the year seven hundred coul d
not spit future beads, he could not spit cheap Hong Kong gl ass beads of the
present tine!" Terrence was very angry.

"Pardon me, yes sir, he could," said Anteros. "A Bead-spitter can
spit future beads, if he faces North when he spits. That has al ways been
known. "

Terrence was angry, he funedd and poi soned the day for them and the
claw marks on his face stood out livid purple. He was angrier yet when he
said that the curious dark capping rock on top of the chi mey was dangerous,
that it would fall and kill soneone; and Aiiteros said that there was no
such capping rock on the chimey, that Terrence's eyes were deceiving him
that Terrence should go sit in the shade and rest.

And Terrence becane excessively angry when he di scovered that
Magdal en was trying to hide sonething that she had di scovered in the fluted
core of the chimmey. It was a | arge and heavy shal e-stone, too heavy even
for Magdal en's puzzling strength. She had dragged it out of the chi mey
flute, tunbled it down to the bottom and was trying to cover it with rocks
and scarp.

"Robert, mark the extraction point!" Terrence called loudly. "It's
quite plain yet. Magdal en, stop that! Watever it is, it nmust be exam ned
now. '

"Ch, it's just nore of the dammed sane thing! | wish he'd let ne
alone. Wth his kind of nmoney he can get plenty of girls. Besides, it's
private, Terrence. You don't have any business reading it."

"You are hysterical, Magdal en, and you may have to | eave the digging
site."”

"I wish 1l could leave. | can't. I wih | could love. | can't. Wy
isn'"t it enough that | die?"

"Howar d, spend the afternoon on this," Terrence ordered. "It has
witing of a sort onit. If it's what | think it is, it scares me. It's too
recent to be in any eroded chi mey rock formation, Howard, and it comes from
far below the top. Read it."

"A few hours on it and | may cone up with something. | never saw
anything like it either. What did you think it was, Terrence?"

"What do you think | think it is? It's nuch later than the other
and that one was inpossible. 1'll not be the one to confess nyself crazy
first."

Howard Steinleser went to work on the incised stone; and two hours
bef ore sundown they brought him another one, a gray soap-stone bl ock from
hi gher up. Whatever this was covered with, it was not at all the sanme thing
that covered the shal e-stone.



And el sewhere things went well, too well. The old fishiness was back
on it. No series of finds could be so perfect, no petrificagtion could be so
wel | ordered.

"Robert," Magdal en called down to Robert Derby just at sunset, "in
t he hi gh neadow above the shore, about four hundreds yards down, just past
the old fence line --"

"-- there is a badger hol e, Mgdal en. Now you have me doing it,
seeing invisible things at a distance. And if | take a carbine and strol
down there quietly, the gadger will stick his head out just as | get there
(I being strongly downwi nd of hinm), and I'll bl am hi m between the eyes.
He'll be a big one, fifty pounds.”

"Thirty. Bring him Robert. You' re showing a little understandi ng at
last."

"But, Magdal en, badger is ranpant neat. It's seldomeaten.”

"May not the condemmed girl have what she wi shes for her |ast neal?
CGo get it, Robert."

Robert went. The voice of the little carbine was barely heard at
t hat di stance. Soon, Robert brought back the dead badger

"Cook it, Ethyl," Magdal en ordered.

"Yes, | know. And if | don't know how, Anteros will show ne." But
Anteros was gone. Robert found himon a sun-down knoll with his shoul ders
hunched. The odd man was sobbing silently and his face seenmed to be nade out
of dull punice stone. But he cane back to aid Ethyl in preparing the fadger

"If the first of today's stones scared you, the second shoul d have
lifted the hair right off your hear, Terrence," Howard Steinleser said.

"It does, it does. Al the stones are too recent to be in a chi mey
formation, but this last one is an insult. It isn't two hundred years old,
but there's a thousand years of strata above it. Wat tine is deposited
her e?"

They had eaten ranpant badger neat and drunk inferior whiskey )which
Anteros, who had given it to them didn't know was inferior), and the
nmuski ness wa sboth inside themand around them The canmp-fire sonetines spit
angrily with small explosions, and its glare reached high when it did so. By
one such | eaping glare, Terrence Burdock saw that the curious dark capping
rock was once nore on top of the chimey. He thought he had seen it there in
the daytine; but it had not been terhe after he had set in the shade and
rested, and it had absolutely not been there when he clinbed the chi mey
itself to be sure

"Let's have the second chapter and then the third, Howard," Ethyl
said. "lIt's neater that way."

"Yes, tell, the second chapter (the first and | owest apparently the
earliest rock we cane on today) is witten in a | anguage that no one ever
saw written before; and yet it's no great trouble to read it. Even Terrence
guessed what it was and it scared him It is Anadarko-Caddo hand-tal k graven
in stone. It is what is called the Sign Language of the Pl ains |Indians
copied down in formalized pictograns. And it has to be very recent, within
the last three hundred years. Hand-talk was fragnentary at the first coning
of the Spanish, and well devel oped at the first conming of the French. It was
al I expl osive devel opnent, as such things go, worked out within a hundred
years. This rock has to be younger than its situs, but it was absolutely
found in place."

"Read it, Howard, read it," Robert Derby called. Robert was feeling
fine and the rest of them were gl oony tonight.

"1 own three hundred ponis,'" Steinleser read the rock out of his
menory. "'l own two days' ride north and east and South, and one day's ride
west. | give you all. | blast out with a big voice like fire in tall trees,
like the explosion of crowning pine trees. | cry like closing-in wolves,
like the high voice of the lion, like the hoarse scream of torn calves. Do
you not destroy yourself again! You are the dew on crazy-weed in the



nmorni ng. You are the swift crooked wi ngs of the nighthawk, the dainty feet
of the skunk, you are the juice of the sour squash. \Why can you not take or
give? | amthe hunp-backed bull of the high plains, | amthe river itself
and the stagnant pools left by the river, I amthe raw earth and the rocks.
Cone to me, but do not come so violently as to destroy yourself.""

"Ah, that was the text of the first rock of the day, the
Anadar ko- Caddo hard-tal k graven in stone. And final pictogranms which | don't
understand: a shot-arrow sign, and a boul der beyond."

"' Continued on next rock' of course," said Robert Derby. "Well, why
wasn't hand-tal k ever witten down? The signs are sinple and easily stylized
and they were understood by nmany different tribes. It would have been
natural to wite it."

"Al phabetical witing was in the regi on before hand-tal k was
wel | -decvel oped, " Terrence Burdock said. "In fact, it was the com ng of the
Spani sh that gave the inpetus to hand-talk. It was really devel oped for
conmuni cati on between Spani sh and | ndi an, not between Indian and |Indian. And
yet, | believe, hand-talk was witten down once; it was the begi nning of the
Chi nese pictographs. And there also it had its beginning as comunication
bet ween differing peoples. Depend on it, if all nmankind had al ways been of a
si ngl e | anguage, there woul d never have been any witten | anguage devel oped
at all. Witing always began as a bridge, and there had to be sonme chasm for
it to bridge."

"W have one to bridge here," said Steinleser. "That whol e chi mey
is full of rotten snmoke. The highest part of it should be older than the
| owest part of the nmound, since the nound was built on a base eroded away
fromthe chimey formation. But in many ways they seemto be contenporary.
W nust all be under a spell here. W' ve worked two days on this, parts of
three days, and the total inmpossibility of the situation hasn't struck us
yet.

"The ol d Nahuatl an gl yphs for Time are the Chi mey gl yphs. Present
time is a lower part of chimmey and fire burning it the base. Past tinme is
bl ack snoke froma chimey, and future tinme is white smoke from a chi nmey.
There was a signature glyph running through our yesterday's stone which |
didn't and don't understand. It seenmed to indicate sonething com ng down out
of the chimey rather than going up it."

"It really doesn't |ook much Iike a chimey," Magdal en said.

"And a nai den doesn't | ook much Iike dew on crazy-weed in the
nmor ni ng, Magdal en, " Robert Derby said, "But we recognize these identities.”

They tal ked awhil e about the inpossibility of the whol e business.

"There are scales on our eyes," Steinleser said. "The fluted core of
the chimmey is wong. I'mnot even sure the rest of the chimey is right."

"No, it isn't," said Robert Derby. "W can identify nost of the
strata of the chimmey with known periods of the river and stream | was
above and bel ow today. There is one stretch where the sandstone was not
eroded at all, where it stands three hundred yards back fromthe shifted
river and is overlaid with a hundred years of |oam and sod. There are other
sections where the stone is cut away variously. W can tell when nost of the
chimey was | aid down, we can find its correspondences up to a few hundred
years ago. But when were the top ten feet of it laid dowmn? There were no
correspondences anywhere to that. The centuries represented by the strata of
the top of the chimey, people, those centuries haven't happened yet."

"And when was the dark capping rock on top of it all formed --?"
Terrence began. "Ah, I'mout of nmy mind. It isn't there. |I'mdenented."

"No nmore than the rest of us, "said Steinleser. "I sawit too, |
t hought, today. And then |I didn't see it again.”

"The rock-writing, it's like ail old novel that | only half
renenber, " said Ethyl.

"On, that's what it is, yes," Mgclilen mnurmnured.

"But | don't renenber what happened to the girl init."



"I remenber what happened to her, Ethyl," Magdal en said.

"Gve us the third chapter, Howard," Ethyl asked. "I want to see how
it conmes out. "

"First you should all have whisky for those colds," Anteros
suggest ed hunbly.

"But none of us have colds, " Ethyl objected.
"You take your own nedicinal advice, Ethyl, and 1'll take nine,"
Terrence said. "I will have whisky. My cold is not rheum but fear-chill."

They all had whisky. They tal ked a while, and some of them dozed.

"It's late, Howard," Ethyl said after a while. "Let's have the next
chapter. Is it the last chapter? Then we'll sleep. W have honest digging to
do tonorrow. "

"Qur third stone, our second stone of just past, is another and even
later formof witing, and it has never been seen in stone before. It is
Kiowa picture witing. The Kiowas did their out-turning spiral witing on
buffal o skins dressed alnpst as fine as vellum In its nore sophisticated
form(and this is a copy that) is quite late. The Kiowa picture witing
probably did not arrive at its excellence until influenced by Wite
artists.”

"How | ate, Steinleser?" Robert Derby asked.

"Not more than a hundred and fifty years old. But | have never seen
it copied in stone before. It sinply isn't stone-styled. There's a |l ot of
things around here lately that | haven't seen before.

"Well then, to the text, or should | say the pictography? ' You fear
the earth, you fear rough ground and rocks, you fear mnoister earth and
rotting flesh, you fear the flesh itself, all flesh is rotting flesh. If you

love not rotting flesh, you love not at all. You believe the bridge hanging
in the sky, the bridge hung by tendrils and woody vines that dimnish as
they go up and up till they are no thicker than hairs. There is no

sky-bridge, you cannot go upon it. Did you believe that the roots of |ove
grow upsi de down? They cone out of deep earth that is old flesh and brains
and hearts and entrails, that is old buffalo bowels and snakes' pizzles,
that is black blood and rot and noani ng underground. This is old and
wor n-out and bl oody Tine, and the roots of |ove grow out of its gore."'"

"You seemto give renmarkable detailed translations of the sinple
spiral pictures, Steinleser, but | begin to get in the nobod of it," Terrence
sai d.

"Ah, perhaps | cheat a little," said Steinleser.

"You lie a lot," Magdal en chal | enged.

"No | do not. There is some basis for every phrase |'ve used. It
goes on: 'l own twenty-two trade rifles. | own ponies. | own Mexico silver,
eight-bit pieces. | amrich in all ways. | give all to you. | cry out with
big voice like a bear full of mad-weed, like a bull frog in love, like a
stallion rearing against a puma. It is the earth that calls you. I amthe
earth, woollier than wolves and tougher than rocks. | amthe bog earth that
sucks you in. You cannot give, you cannot |like, you cannot |ove, you think
there is sonething else, you think there is a sky-bridge you may loiter on
wi t hout crashing down. | am bristle-boar earth, there is no other. You wll
cone to me in the norning. You will come to me easy and with grace. O you
will come to ne reluctant and you be shattered in every bone and nenber of
you. You be broken by our encounter. You be shattered as by a |lightning bolt
striking up fromthe earth. | amthe red calf which is in the witirigs. |
amthe rotting red earth. Live in the norning or die in the norning, but
remenber that love in death is better than no love at all.""

"Ch brother! Nobody gets that stuff fromkid pictures, Steitleser,"”
Robert Derby noaned.

"Ah well, that's the end of the spiral picture. And a Ki owa spiral
pi ct ograph ends with either all in-sweep or an out-sweep line. This ends
wi th an out-sweep, which neans --"

"' Continued on next rock,' that's what it neans,

Terrence cried



roughly.

"You won't find the next rocks," Magdal en said. "They're hidden, and
nost of the time they're not there yet, but they will go on and on. But for
all that, you'll read it in the rocks tomorrow norning. | want it to be over
with. Ch, | don't know what | want!"

"I believe | know what you want tonight, Magdal en," Robert Derby

sai d.

But he didn't.

The talk traiicd off, the fire burned down, they went to their
sl eepi ng sacks.

Then it was | ong jagged night, and the norning of the fourth day.

But wait! In Nahuat-Tanoan | egend, the world ends on the fourth nmorning. Al
the lives we lived or thought we |ived had been but drcains of third night.
The loin cloth that the suit wore on the fourth day's journey was not so
val uabl e as one has made out. It was worn for no nore than an hour or so.

And, if fact, there was sonmething term nal about fourth norning.
Ant er os had di sappeared. Magdal en had di sappeared. The chi mey rock | ooked
greatly dinmnished inits bulk (sonething had gone out of it) and nuch
crazier in its broken height. The sun had conme up a garish gray-orange col or
t hrough fog. The signature -glyph of the first stone doni nated the anbient.
It was as if sonmething were comi ng down fromthe chimey, a horrifying
snoke; but it was only noi sone norning fog.

No it wasn't. There was something el se coni ng down fromthe chi mey,
or front the hidden sky: pebbles, stones, indescribable bits of fou
oozings, the less fastidious pieces of sky; a light nightmare rain had begun
to fall there; the chimey was apparently begi nning to crunble.

"It's the dammedest thing | ever heard about," Robert Derby grow ed.
"Do you think that Magdalen really went off with Anteros?" Derby was bitter
and fumatory this norning and his face was badly cl awed.

"Who i s Magdal en? Who is Anteros?" Ethyl Burdock risked

Terrence Burdock was hooting front high on the nound. "All come up,"
he called. "Here is a find that will nake it all worth while. W'll have to
phot o and sketch and neasure and record and witness. It's the finest basalt
head |'ve ever seen, nan-sized, and | suspect that there's a nan-sized body
attached to it. W'll soon clean it and clear it. Gah! Wat a weird fell ow
he was!"

But Howard Steinleser was studying a brightly col ored somnet hing that
he held in his two hands.

"What is it, Howard? What are you doi ng?" Derby denanded.

"Ah, | believe this is the next stone in the sequence. The witing
i s al phabetical but deformed, there is an elenent missing. | believe it is
in modern English, and | will solve the deformty and see it true in a

mnute. The text of it seems to be --

Rocks and stories were conming down fromthe chi mey, and fog,
amesic and wit-stealiiig fog.

"Steinleser, are you all right?" Robert Derby asked with compassion
"That isn't a stone that you hold in your hand."

"It isn't a stone. | thought it was. Wat is it then?"

"It is the fruit of the Osage Orange tree, the American Meraceous.

It isn'"t a stone, Howard." And the thing was a tough, woody, wi nkled
nock-orange, as big as a small nelon.

"You have to admit that the winkles ook a little bit like witing,
Robert."

"Yes, they look a little like witing, Howard. Let us go up where
Terrence is bawing for us. You' ve read too nany stories. And it isn't safe
here."

"Why go up, Howard? The other thing is com ng down."

It was the bristled-boar earth reaching up with a runble. It was a
lightning bolt struck upward out of the earth, and it got its prey. There



was expl osion and roar. The dark capping rock was jerked fromthe top of the
chimey and slanmed with terrible force to the earth, shattering with a
great shock. And sonething el se that had been on that capping rock. And the
whol e chi mey col | apsed about them

She was broken by the encounter. She was shattered in every bone and
nmenber of her. And she was dead.

"Who -- who is she?" Howard Steinleser stuttered

"Ch God! Magdal en, of course!"™ Robert Derby cried.

"I remenber her a little bit. Didn't understand her. She put out
i ke an evoking noth but she wouldn't be had. Near clawed the face off ne
t he ot her night when | m sunderstood the signals. She believed there was a
sky bridge. It's in a lot of the nythol ogies. But there isn't one, you know
Oh well."

"The girl is dead! Dammation! Wat arc you grubbing in those
st ones?"

"Maybe she isn't dead in themyet, Robert. I'mgoing to read what's
here before somet hing happens to them This capping rock that fell and
broke, it's inpossible, of course. It's a stratumthat hasn't been laid down
yet. | always did want to read the future and | may never get anot her
chance. "

"You fool! The girl's dead! Does nobody care? Terrence, stop
bel | owi ng about your find. Cone down. The girl's dead."

"Come up, Robert and Howard," Terrence insisted. "Leave that broken
stuff down there. It's worthless. But nobody ever saw anything like this."

"Do come up, nmen," Ethyl sang. "Oh, it's a wonderful place! | never
saw anything like it inmy life."
"Ethyl, is the whole norning mad?" Robert Derby denanded as he cane

up to her. "She's dead. Don't you really renmenber her? Don't you renenber
Magdal en?”

"I"'mnot sure. Is she the girl down there? Isn't she the sanme girl
who' s been hangi ng around here a coupl e days? She shoul dn't have been
pl aying on that high rock. I'"msorry she's dead. But just |ook what we're
uncovering here!"

"Terrence. Don't you renenber Magdal en?"

"The girl down there? She's a little bit like the girl that clawed
the hell out of me the other night. Next tinme someone goes to town they
m ght mention to the sheriff that there's a dead girl here. Robert, did you
ever see a face like this one? And it digs away to reveal the shoul ders. |
bel i eve there's a whole man-sized figure here. Wonderful, wonderful!"

"Terrence, You're off your head. Well, do you remenber Anteros?"

"Certainly, the twin of Eros, but nobody ever made nuch of the
symbol of unsuccessful |ove. Thunder! That's the name for him It fits him
perfectly. We'll call himAnteros."

Vell, it was Aiitcros, life-like in basalt stone. Hs face
contorted. He was sobbing soundl essly and frozenly and his shoul ders were
hunched with emotion. The carving was fascinating in its mserabl e passion
his stony | ove unrequited. Perhaps he was nore inpressive now than he he
woul d be when he was cleaned. He was earth, he was earth itself. Whatever
period the carving belonged to, it was outstanding in its power.

"The live Anteros, Terrence. Don't you remenber our digging man,

Ant er os Manypenny?"

"Sure. He didn't show up for work this norning, did he? Tell him
he's fired."

"Magdal en is dead! She was one of us! Dammit, she was the nain one
of us!" Robert Derby cried. Terrence and Etliyl were earless to his
out burst. They were busy uncovering the rest of the carving.

And down bel ow, Howard Steinl eser was studying dark broken rocks
bef ore they woul d di sappear, studying a stratumthat hadn't been | aid down
yet, reading a foggy future.

OLD FOOT FORGOT



"Dookh-Doctor, it is a sphairikos patient," Lay Sister Miira P.T. de

C. cried happily. "It is a genuine spherical alien patient. You've never had
one before, not in good faith. | believe it is what you need to distract you
fromthe -- ah -- happy news about yourself. It is good for a Dookh-Doct or

to have a different patient sometines."

"Thank you, lay sister. Let it, him her, fourth case, fifth case or
what ever cone in. No, |I've never had a sphairikos in good faith. | doubt if
this one is, but I will enjoy the encounter.”

The sphairikos rolled or pushed itself in. It was a big one, either
a bl ubbery kid or a full-grown one. It rolled itself along by extrudi ng and
wi t hdrawi ng pseudopods. And it came to rest grinning, a large transl ucent
rubbery ball of fleeting colors.

"Hel | o, Dookh-Doctor," it said pleasantly. "First | wish to extend
my own synpathy and that of nmy friends who do not know how to speak to you
for the happy news about yourself. And secondly | have an illness of which
you may cure nme. "

"But the sphairikoi are never ill," Dookh-Doctor Drague said
dutifully.

How di d he know that the round creature was grinning at hin? By the
colors, of course; by the fleeting colors of it. They were grinning colors.

"My illness is not of the body but of the head," said the
sphai ri kos.

"But the sphairikoi have no heads, ny friend."

"Then it is of another place and anot her name, Dookh-Doctor. There
isathing in me suffering. | cone to you as a Dookh-Doctor. | have an
illness in ny Dookh. "

"That is unlikely in a sphairikos. You are all perfectly bal anced,
each a cosnpbs unto yourself. And you have a central solution that solves
everyt hing. What is your nanme?"

"Krug Sixteen, which is to say that | amthe sixteenth son of Krug;
the sixteen fifth case son, of course. Dookh-Doc, the pain is not in nme
entirely; it is in an old forgotten part of ne."

"But, you sphairikoi have no parts, Krug Sixteen. You are total and
i ndiscrinmnate entities. How would you have parts?"

"It is one of ny pseudopods, extended and then wi thdrawal in nuch
| ess than a second |l ong ago when | was a little boy. It protests, it cries,
it wants to come back. It has always bothered nme, but now it bothers the
intolerably. It screans and noans constantly now. "

"Do not the sanme ones ever cone back?"

"No. Never. Never exactly the same ones. WII| exactly the same water
ever run past one point in a brook? No. W push them out and we draw t hem
back. And we push them out again, mllions of tines. But the sanme one can
never cone back. There is no identity. But this one cries to cone back, and
now it becomes nore urgent. Dookh-Doc, how can it be? There is not one sane
molecule in it as when | was a boy. There is nothing of that pseudopod that
is left; but parts of it have cone out as parts of other pseudopods, and now
there can be no parts left. There is nothing remaining of that foot; it has
all been absorbed a million times. But it cries out! And | have conpassion
onit."

"Krug Sixteen, it may possibly be a physical or nechanica
difficulty, a pseudopod inperfectly w thdrawn, a sort of rupture whose
effects you interpret wongly. In that case it would be better if you went
to your own doctors, or doctor: | understand that there is one."

"That ol d fogey cannot hel p ne, Dookh-Doc. And our pseudopods are
al ways perfectly withdrawmm. We are covered with the twinkling salve; it is
one-third of our bulk. And if we need nore of it we can make nore of it
oursel ves; or we call beg sone of it froma class four who nmake it
prodigiously. It is the solvent for everything. It eases every possible
wound; it makes us round as balls; you should use it yourself, Dookh-Doc.



But there is one small foot in me, dissolved |long ago, that protests and
protests. Ch, the shrieking! The horrible dreans!"

"But the sphairikoi do not sleep and do not dream”

"Ri ght enough, Dookh-Doc. But there's an old dead foot of nine that
sure does dream | oud and wool ly."

The sphairi kos was not grinning now. He rolled about softly in
appr ehensi on. How di d the Dookh-Doctor know that it was apprehension? By the
fleeting colors. They were apprehensi on col ors now.

"Krug Sixteen, | will have to study your case," said the
Dookh-Doctor. "I will see if there are any references to it in the
l[iterature, though | don't believe that there are. I will seek for anal ogy.
I will probe every possibility. Can you come back at the same hour
t onmor r ow?"

"I will come back, Dookh-Doc," Krug Sixteen sighed. "I hate to fee
that small vani shed thing crying and trenbling."

It rolled or pushed itself out of the clinic by extruding and then
wi t hdrawi ng pseudopods. The little pushers came out of the goopy surface of
t he sphairi kos and then were withdrawn into it conpletely. A raindrop
failing in a pond makes a much nore lasting mark than does the di sappearing
pseduopod of a sphairikos.

But | ong ago, in his boyhood, one of the pseudopods of Krug Sixteen
had not di sappeared completely in every respect.

"There are several jokers waiting," Lay Sister Miira P.T. de C
anounced a little later, "and perhaps some valid patients anong them It's
hard to tell.’

"Not anot her sphairikos?" the Dookh-Doctor asked in sudden anxiety.

"OfF course not. The one this nmorning is the only sphairikos who has
ever cone. How could there by anything wong with hin? There is never
anything wong with a sphairikos. No, these are all of the other species.
Just a regul ar norni ng bunch."

So, except for the visitation of the sphairikos, it was a regul ar
nmorning at the clinic. There were about a dozen waiting, of the severa
species; and at least half of themwould be jokers. It was al ways so.

There was a | ean and gi ddy subula. One cannot tell the age or sex of
them But there was a tittering. In all human or inhuman expression, whether
of sound, color, radioray or osnerhetor,the titter suggests itself. It is
just around the corner, it is just outside, it is sublimnal, but it is
t here somewhere.

"It is that ny teeth hurt so terrible,"” the subula shrilled so high
t hat the Dookh-Doctor had to go on instrunents to hear it. "They are
tranping pain. They are agony. | think I will cut nmy head off. Have you a
head-of f cuttcr, Dookh-Doctor?"

"Let me see your teeth," Dookh-Doctor Drague asked with the
begi nnings of irritation.

"There is one tooth junp up and down with spi ke boot," the subula
shrilled. "There is one jag |ike poi soned needle. There is one cuts I|ike
coarse rough saw. There is one burns like little hot fires."

"Let me see your teeth," the Dookh-Doctor grow ed evenly.

"There is one drills holes and sets little blasting powder in them
the subula shrilled still nmore highly. "Then he sets themoff. OM Good
ni ght!"

"Let me see your teeth!!"

"Peeef!" the subula shrilled. The teeth cascaded out, half a bushe
of them ten thousand of them all over the floor of the clinic.

"Peeef," the subula screeched again, and ran out of the clinic.

Tittering? (But he should have renenbered that the subula have no
teeth.) Tittering? It was the | aughing of denented horses. It was the
j ackhamer braying of the dolcus, it was the hysterical giggling of the



ophis (they were a half a bushel of shells of the little stink conches and
they were already beginning to rot), it was the clown | aughter of the arktos
(the clinic would never be habitabl e again; never mnd, he would burn it
down and build another one tonight).

The jokers, the jokers, they did have their fun with him and
perhaps it did them sone good.

"I have this trouble with ne," said a young dol cus, "but it make ne

so nervous to tell it. Oh, it do make the nervous to tell it to the
Dookh- Doc. "

"Do not be nervous," said the Dookh-Doctor, fearing the worst. "Tel
the your trouble in whatever way you can. | amhere to serve every creature
that is in any trouble or pain whatsoever. Tell it."

"Ch but it make me so nervous. | perish. | shrivel. | will have
accident I am so nervous."

"Tell me your trouble, ny friend. I amhere to help."

"\Whoops, whoops, | already have accident! | tell you |I am nervous."

The dol cus urinated largely on the clinic floor. Then it ran out
I aughi ng.

The I aughing, the shrilling, the braying, the shrill giggling that
seened to scrape the flesh fromhis bones. (He should have remenbered that
t he dol cus do not urinate; everything conmes fromthemhard and solid.) The
hooting, the lauglhng! it was a bag of green water fromthe kol nul a swanp.
Even the aliens gagged at it, and their |aughter was of a pungent green
sort.

Oh well, there were several of the patients with real, though small,
ailments, and there were nore jokers. There was the arktos who -- (Wit,
wait, that particular jokerie cannot be told wi th human persons present;
even the subul a and the ophis blushed | avender at the rawness of it. A thing
like that can only be told to arktos thenselves.) And there was anot her
dol cus who --

Jokers, jokers, it was a typical norning at the clinic.

One does whatever one can for the oneness that is greater than self.
In the case of Dookli-Doctor Drague it meant considerable sacrifice. One who
works with the strange species here must give up all hope of material reward
or material sophistication in his surroundings. But the Dookh-Doctor was a
dedi cated man.

Ch, the Dookh-Doctor lived pleasantly and with a sort of artfu
simplicity and dynam c involvenent in the small articles of life. He had al
excited devotion and bal anced intensity for corporate life.

He lived in small houses of giolach-weed, woven with carefu
doubl e-rappel. He lived in each one for seven days only, and then burned it
and scattered the ashes, taking always one bitter glob of themon his tongue
for rem nder of the fleetingness of tenporal things and the wonderful ness of
the returning. To live in one house for nore than seven days is to becone
dull and habitual; but the giolach-weed will not burn well till it has been
cut and plaited for seven days, so the houses set their own terns. One half
day to build, seven days to inhabit, one half day to burn ritually and
scatter, one renewal night under the speir-sky.

The Dookh-Doctor ate raibe, or he ate innuin or ull or piorra when
they were in season. And for the nine days of each year when none of these
were in season, he ate nothing at all

H s cl othing he made hinself of colg. H's paper was of the pail ne
plant. Hi s printer used buaf ink and shaved slinn stone. Everything that he
needed he nmade for hinself fromthings found wild in the hedgerows. He took
nothing fromthe cultivated land or fromthe alien peoples. He was a poor
and dedi cated servant.

Now he stacked some of the needful things fromthe clinic, and Lay
Sister Moira P.T. de C. took others of themto her own gi ol ach house to keep
till the next day. Then the Dookh-Doctor ritually set his clinic on fire,
and a few nonents later his house. This was all synbol of the great nostos,



the returning. He recited the great rhapsodi es, and other persons of the
human ki nd cane by and recited with him

"That no least fiber of giolach die," he recited, "that all enter
i mediately the nore glorious and undivided life. That the ashes are the
doorway, and every ash is holy. That all beconme a part of the oneness that
is greater than self.

"That no splinter of the giuis floorboards die, that no glob of the
chinking clay die, that no mte or louse in the paiting die. That all becone
a part of the oneness that is greater than self."

He burned, he scattered, he recited, he took one glob of bitter ash
on his tongue. He experienced vicariously the great synthesis. He ate holy
i nnuin and holy ull. And when it was finished, both of the house and the
clinic, when it had come on night and he was honel ess, he slept that renewal
ni ght under the speir-sky.

And in the norning he began to build again, the clinic first, and
then the house.

"It is the last of either that | shall ever build," he said. The
happy news about hinself was that he was a dying man and that he woul d be
allowed to take the short way out. So he built nost carefully with the Last
Building Rites. He chinked both the building with special uir clay that
woul d give a special bitterness to the ashes at the tine of final burning.

Krug Sixteen rolled along while the Dookh-Doctor still built his
final clinic, and the sphairikos helped himin the building while they
consul ted on the case of the screanming foot. Krug Sixteen could weave and
plait and rappel amazingly with his pseudopods; he could bring out a dozen
of them a hundred, thick or thin, whatever was needed, and all of a
wonder ful dexterity. That gl obe coul d weave.

"Does the forgotten foot still suffer, Krug Sixteen?" Dookh-Doct or
Drague asked it.

"It suffers, it's hysterical, it's in absolute terror. | don't know
where it is; it does not know, and how | know about it at all is a nystery.
Have you found any way to help me, to help it?"

"No. | amsorry, but I have not."

"There is nothing in the literature on this subject?"
"No. Nothing that |I can identify as such."
"And you have not found analogy to it?"

"Yes, Krug Sixteen, ah -- in a way | have di scovered anal ogy. But it
does not help you. O ne."

"That is too bad, Dookh-Doc. Vell, I will live with it; and the
little foot will finally die with it. Do | guess that your case is sonewhat

the sane as nine?"
"No. My case is nore simlar to that of your lost foot than to you."

"Well, | will do what | can for myself, and for it. It's back to the
old remedy then. But | am already covered deep with the tw nkling sal ve."

"So am |, Krug Sixteen, in a |like way."

"I was ashamed of ny affliction before and did not mention it. Now,
however, since | have spoken of it to you, | have spoken of it to others
al so. There is sone slight help, |I find. | should have shot off my big bazoo

before. "

"The sphairikoi have no bazoos."

"Fol k-j oke, Dookh-Doc. There is a special formof the tw nkling
salve. My own is insufficient, so |l will try the other."

"A special formof it, Krug Sixteen? | aminterested in this. My own
sal ve seens to have lost its effect.”

"There is a girlfriend, Dookh-Doc, or a boyfriend person. How shal
| say it? It is a case four person to ny case five This person, though
prom scuous, is expert. And this person exudes the special stuff in
abundance.



"It is the nost special of all the tw nkling sal ves, Dookh-Doc, and

it solves and di ssolves everything. | believe it will reach nmy forgotten
foot, wherever it is, and send it into kind and everlasting slunber. It will
know that it is itself that slunbers, and that will be bearable."”

"I'f I were not -- ah -- going out of business, Krug Sixteen, 1'd get

a bit of it and try to analyze it. Wat is the name of this special case
four person?”

"Torchy Twelve is its nane."

"Yes. | have heard of her."

Everybody now knew that it was the last week in the life of the
Dookh- Doctor, and everyone tried to make his happiness still nore happy. The
nmorni ng jokers outdid thensel ves, especially the arktos. After all, he was
dyi ng of an arktos di sease, one never fatal to the arktos thensel ves. They
did have some nmerry and outrageous tines around the clinic, and the
Dookh- Doctor got the sneaky feeling that he would rather live than die.

He hadn't, it was plain to see, the right attitude. So Lay Priest
Mgilia P.T. de C. tried to inculcate the right attitude in him

"It is the great synthesis you go to, Dookh-Doctor," he said. "It is
t he happy oneness that is greater than self."

"Ch I know that, but you put it on alittle too thick. I've been
taught it fromny babyhood. I'mresigned to it."

"Resigned to it? You should be ecstatic over it! The self nust
perish, of course, but it will live on as an integral atom of the evol ving
oneness, just as a drop lives on in the ocean."

"Aye, Mgma, but the drop nmay hang onto the menory of the time when
it was cloud, of the tine when it was falling drop indeed, of the time when
it was falling drop indeed, of the tine when it was brook. It may say
'There's too dammed nuch salt in this ocean. I'mlost here.'"

"Ch, but the drop will want to be |ost, Dookh-Doctor. The only
pur pose of existence is to cease to exist. And there cannot be too much of
salt in the evol ving oneness. There cannot be too much of anything. Al rnust
be one init. Salt and sul phur rmust be one, undifferentiated. O fal and soul
must beconme one. Bl essed be oblivion in the oneness that collapses on
itself."

"Stuff it, lay priest. I'mweary of it."

"Stuff it, you say? | don't understand your phrase, but |I'msure
it's apt. Yes, yes, Dookh-Doctor, stuff it all in: animals, people, rocks,
grass, worlds and wasps. Stuff it all in. That all may be obliterated into
the great -- may | not coin a word even as the master coined then? -- into
the great stuffiness!"

"I"'mafraid your word is all too apt."

"It is the great quintessence, it is the happy death of al
individuality and nenory, it is the synthesis of all living and dead things
into the great anorphism It is the --"

"It is the old old salve, and it's lost its twinkle," the
Dookh- Doctor said sadly. "How goes the old quotation? Wen the sal ve becones
sticky, how then will you cone unstuck?"

No, the Dookh-Doctor did not have the right attitude, so it was
necessary that many persons should harass himinto it. Time was short. His
death was due. And there was the general fear that the Dookh-Doctor m ght
not be properly |ost.

He surely came to his tinme of happiness in grunpy fashion

The week was gone by. The | ast evening for himwas come. The
Dookh-Doctor ritually set his clinic on fire, and a few mnutes later his
house.

He burned, he scattered, he recited the special last-tinme recital
He ate holy inuin and holy ull. He took one glob of npbst bitter ash on his
tongue: and he lay down to sleep his last night under the speir-sky.

He wasn't afraid to die.



"I will cross that bridge gladly, but I want there to be another
side to that bridge," he talked to hinself. "And if there is no other side

of it, I want it to be ne who knows that there is not. They say 'Pray that
you be happily lost forever. Pray for blessed obliteration.' | will not pray
that | be happily lost forever. | would rather burn in a hell forever than
suffer happy obliteration! I'Il burn if it be the that burn. I want ne to be
me. | will refuse forever to surrender myself."

It was a restless night for him WlI, perhaps he could die easier

if he were wearied and sl eepl ess at dawn.

"Gt her nen don't make such a fuss about it," he told hinself (the
self he refused to give up). "Qther nen are truly happy in obliteration. Wy
am| suddenly different? Qther nen desire to be lost, lost, |lost. How have |
lost the faith of ny chil dhood and manhood? What is uni que about nme?"

There was no answer to that.

"\What ever is unique about ne, | refuse to give it up. I will how
and noan agai nst that extinction for billions of centuries. Ah, | will go
slyl I will devise a sign so | will knowne if | neet nme again."

About an hour before dawn the Lay Priest Mgma, P.T. de C., cane to
Dookh- Doct or Drague. The dol cus and the arktos had reported that the man was
resting badly and was not properly disposed.

"I have an anal ogy that may case your mind, Dookh-Doctor," the Lay
Priest whispered softly, "-- ease it into great easiness, salve it into
great salving --"

"Begone, fellow, your salve has lost its twinkle."

"Consi der that we have never lived, that we have only seened to
live. Consider that we do not die, but are only absorbed into great selfless
sel f. Consider the odd sphairikoi of this world --"

"What about the sphairikoi? |I consider themoften."

"I believe that they are set here for our instruction. A sphairikos
is atotal globe, the type of the great oneness. Then consider that it
sonetines ruffles its surface, extrudes a little false-foot fromits soft
surface. Wuld it not be odd if that false-foot, for its brief second,
considered itself a person? Wuld you not |augh at that?"

"No, no. | do not laugh." And the Dookli-Doctor was on his feet.

"And in much | ess than a second, that pseudopod is w thdrawn back
into the sphere of the sphairikoi. So it is with our lives. Nothing dies. It
is only aripple on the surface of the oneness. Can you entertain so drol
and idea as that the pseudopod shoul d remenber, or w sh to renenber?"

"Yes. I'Il remenber it a billion years for the billion who forget."

The Dookh-Doctor was running uphill in the dark. He crashed into
trees and bol es as though he wi shed to renenber the crashing forever

"Il burn before | forget, but | nust have sonmething that says it's
me who burns!”

Up, up by the spherical hills of the sphairikoi, baw ing and
stunbling in the dark. Up to a hut that had a certain fame he could never
pl ace, to the hut that had its own identity, that sparkled with identity.

"Open, open, help ne!l" the Dookh-Doctor cried out at the last hut on
the bill.

"Go away, man!" the |ast voice protested. "All ny clients are gone,
and the night is alnost over with. What has this person to do with a human
man anyhow?"

It was a round tw nkling voice out of the rowel ed dark. But there
was enduring identity there. The tw nkling, enduring-identity colors,
coining fromthe chinks of the hut, had not reached the | evel of vision
There was even the flicker of the I-will-knowne-if-1-neet-me-again col or

"Torchy Twelve, help nme. | amtold that you have the special salve
that solves the last problem and makes it know that it is always itself
that is solved."



"Way, it is the Dookh-Doc! Wiy have you cone to Torchy?"

"I want sonething to send ne into kind and everl asting slunber,” he
moancd. "But | want it to be ne who slunbers Cannot you help ne in any
way ?"

"Come you in, the Dookh-Doc. This person, though prom scuous, is
expert. | help you --"

ALL PI ECES OF A RI VER SHORE

It had been a very long and ragged and incredibly interlocked and
detailed river shore. Then a funny thing happened. It had been broken up
sliced up into pieces. Sone of the pieces had been fol ded and conpressed
into bal es. Some of them had been cut into still smaller pieces and used for
ornanents and as Indian nmedicine. Rolled and bal ed pi eces of the shore cane
to rest in barns and ol d warehouses, in attics, in caves. Sone were buried
in the ground.

And yet the river itself still exists physically, as do its shores,
and you may go and examine them But the shore you will see along the river
now is not quite the same as that old shore that was broken up and bal ed
into bales and rolled onto rollers, not quite the same as the pieces you
will findin attics and caves.

Hi s name was Leo Nation and he was known as a rich Indian. But such
weal th as he had now was in his collections, for he was an exam ning and
acquiring man. He had cattle, he had wheat, he had a little oil, and he
spent everything that came in. Had he nore incone he woul d have col |l ected
even nore.

He collected old pistols, old ball shot, grindstones, early
wi ndm |'|'s, wal ki ng-horse threshing nachi nes, flax combs, Conestoga wagons,
brass-bound barrels, buffal o robes, Mexican saddles, slick horn saddles,
anvils, Argand | anps, rush hol ders, hay-burning stoves, hackanores, branding
i rons, chuck wagons, |onghorn horns, beaded scrapes, Mexican and |Indian
| eat herwor k, buckskins, heads, feathers, squirrel-tail anklets, arrowheads,
deerskin shirts, loconptives, streetcars, nillwheels, keel boats, buggies, ox
yokes, old parlor organs, blood-and-thunder novels, old circus posters,
harness bells, Mexican oxcarts, wooden cigar-store Indians, cable-tw st
tobacco a hundred years old and mghty strong, cuspidors (four hundred of
them), Ferris wheels, carnival wagons, carnival props of various sorts,
carni val proclanmations painted big on canvas. Now he was going to coll ect
somet hing el se. He was tal king about it to one of his friends, Charles
Longbank, who knew everyt hi ng.

"Charley," he said, "do you know anythi ng about ' The Longest
Pictures in the Wrld which used to be shown by carnivals and in
hi ppodr omes?"

"Yes, | know a little about them Leo. They are an interesting bit of
Americana: a bit of nineteenth-century back country mani a. They were
supposed to be pictures of the M ssissippi River shore. They were advertised
as one mle long, five mles long, nine mles long. One of them | believe,
was actually over a hundred yards |ong. They were badly painted on bad
canvas, crude trees and mudbank and water ripples, sinplistic figures and
all as repetitious as wall paper. A strong-arned man with a big brush and
pl enty of barn pain of three colors could have painted quite a few yards of
such in one day. Yet they are truly Americana. Are you going to collect
them Leo?"

"Yes, but the real ones aren't |ike you say."

"Leo, | saw one. There is nothing to them but very | arge crude
pai nting."

"I have twenty that are like you say, Charley. | have three that are
very different. Here's an old carnival poster that nentions one."

Leo Nation tal ked el oquently with his hands while he al so tal ked
with his mouth, and now he spread out an old browned poster with | oving



hands:

"The Arkansas Traveler, Wrld' s Finest Carnival, Eight \Wagons,

Wheel s, Beasts, Dancing Grls, Baffling Acts, Mnsters, Ganmes of Chance. And
Featuring the Wrld' s Longest Picture, Four Ml es of Exquisite Painting.
This is fromthe Oiginal Panorama; it is Not a Cheap-Jack Imtation."

"So you see, Charley, there was a distinction: there were the
original pictures, and there were the crude imtations."

"Possibly sone were done a little better than the others, Leo; they
could hardly have been done worse. Certainly, collect themif you want to.
You' ve collectcd lots of less interesting things."

"Charl ey, | have a section of that panoramic picture that once
bel onged to the Arkansas Traveler Carnival. |I'll showit to you. Here's
anot her poster:

"King Carnival, The King of Them All. Fourteen Wagons. Ten Thousand
Wnders. See the Rubber Man. See the Fire Divers. See the Longest Picture in
the Wrl d, see El ephants on the Mssissippi River. This is a Genuine Shore
Depi ct nent, not the Botches that O hers Show. "

"You say that you have twenty of the ordinary pictures, Leo, and
three that are different?"

"Yes, | have, Charley. | hope to get nore of the genuine. | hope to
get the whole river."

"Let's go look it one, Leo, and see what the difference is."

They went out to one of the hay barns. Leo Nation kept his
collections in a row of hay barns. "Wat would I do?" he had asked once,
"call ima carpcnter and tell himto build nme a museun? He'd say, 'Leo,
can't build a museum wi t hout plans and stuff. Get ne sone plans.' And where
would I get plans? So | always tell himto build ne another hay barn one
hundred feet by sixty feet and fifty feet high. Then | always put in four or
five decks nyself and floor them and | eave open vaults for the tall sttiff.

Besides, | believe a hay barn won't cost as much as a nuseum"
"This will be a big field, Ciarley," Leo Nation said now as they
cane to one of the hay-barn nuseuns. "It will take all your science in every

field to figure it out. O the three genuine ones | have, each is about a
hundred and eighty yards long. | believe this is about the standard |ength,
t hough sone may have been multiples of these. They passed for paintings in
the years of their display, Charley, but they are not paintings."

"What are they then, Leo?"

"I hire you to figure this out. You are the man who knows
everyt hing."

Well, there were two barrel reels there, each the height of a man,
and several nore were set further back

"The ol d turning mechanismis likely worth a lot nore than the
picture," Charles Longbank told Leo Nation. "This was turned by nule on a
treadm |1, or by a mule taking a mll pole round and round. It night even be
ei ghteenth century."

"Yeah, but | use all electric notor on it." Leo said, "The only nule
| have left is a personal friend of mine. I'd no nore nake himturn that
than he'd make me if | were the mule. | line it up like I think it was,
Charley, the full reel north and the enpty one south. Then we run it. So we
travel, we scan, fromsouth to north, going upstreamas we face west."

"It's funny canvas and funny paint, nuch better than the one |I saw "
sai d Charles Longbank, "and it doesn't seemworn out by all the years."

"It isn't either one, canvas or paint," said G nger Nation, Leo's
wi fe, as she appeared from somewhere. "It is picture."

Leo Nation started the reeling and ran it. It was the wooded bank of
ariver. It was a gravel and |inestone bank with mud overlay and the nud
undercut a little. And it was thick tinmber to the very edge of the shore.

"It is certainly well done," Charles Longbank admtted. "Fromthe
one | saw and fromwhat | read about these, | wasn't prepared for this." The
rolling picture was certainly not repetitious, but one had the feeling that



the riverbank itself might have been a little so, to | esser eyes than those
of the picture.

"It is virgin forest, nostly deciduous,” said Charles Longbank, "and
I do not believe that there is any such tenperate forest on any large river
in the world today. It would have been | ogged out. | do not believe that
there were many such stretches even in the nineteenth century. Yet | have a
feeling that it is a faithful copy of sonething, and not imaginary."

The rolling shores: cottonwood trees, slash pine, sycanore, slippery
el m hackberry, pine again.

"When | get very many of the pictures, Charley, you will put them on
filmand anal yze them or have some kind of conputer do it. You will be able
to tell fromthe sun's angle what order the pictures should have been in,
and how big are the gaps in between."

"No, Leo, they would all have to reflect the sane hour of the sane
day to do that."

"But it was all the same hour of the sane day," G nger Nation cut
in. "How could you take one picture at two hours of two days?"

"She's right, Charley," Leo Nation said. "All the pictures of the
genui ne sort are pieces of one original authentic picture. |I've known that
all along.”

Rol i ng shore of pine, laurel oak, butternut, persinmon, pine again.

"It is a striking reproduction, whatever it is," Charles Longbank
said, "but I'mafraid that after a while even this woul d becone as
nonot onous as repeating wal | paper."

"Hah," said Leo. "For a smart man you have dunb eyes, Charley. Every
tree is different, every leaf is different. All the trees are in young | eaf
too. It's about a |ast-week-of-March picture. What it hangs on, though, is
what part of the river it is. It mght be a third-week-in-March picture, or
a first-week-in-April. The birds, old Charley who know everything, why don't
we pick up nore birds in this section? And what birds are those there?"

"Passenger pigeons, Leo, and they've been gone for quite a few
decades. Wy don't we see nore birds there? |'ve a hunorous answer to that,
but it inplies that this thing is early and authentic. W don't see nore
bi rds because they are too well canmouflaged. North America is today a bird
wat chers' paradi se because very many of its bright birds are | ater European
i ntrusions that have replaced native varieties. They have not yet adjusted
to the native backgrounds, so they stand out against themvisually. Really,
Leo, that is a fact. A bird can't adapt in a short four or five hundred
years. And there are birds, birds, birds in that, Leo, if you |l ook sharp
enough. "

"I look sharp to begin with, Charley; | just wanted you to | ook
sharp. "

"This rolling ribbon of canvas or whatever is about six feet high
Leo, and | believe the scale is about one to ten, going by the height of
mature trees and ot her things."

"Yeah, | think so, Charley. | believe there's about a mile of river
shore in each of ny good pictures. There's things about these pictures
t hough, Charley, that I'malnost afraid to tell you. |'ve never been quite
sure of your nerves. But you'll see themfor yourself when you cone to
exam ne the pictures closely."

"Tell me those things now, Leo, so I'll know what to | ook for."

"It's all there, Charley, every leaf, every knob of bark, every
spread of nmpbss. |'ve put parts of it under a microscope, ten power, fifty
power, four hundred power. There's detail that you couldn't see with your
bare eyes if you had your nose right in the mddle of it. You can even see
cells of leaf and nbss. You put a regular painting under that magnification
and all you see is details of pigment, and canyons and nountai ns of brush
strokes. Charley, you can't find a brush stroke in that whole picture! Not
in any of the real ones."



It was rather pleasant to travel up that river at the leisurely
equi valent rate of maybe four mles an hour. Actually the picture rolled
past them at about half a mle an hour. Rolling bank and rolling trees, pin
oak, American elm pine, black willow, staining wllow

"How cone there is shining willow, Charley, and no white willow, you
tell me that?" Leo asked.

"If this is the Mssissippi, Leo, and if it is authentic, then this
nmust be a far northern sector of it."

"Naw. It's Arkansas, Charley. | can tell Arkansas anywhere. How cone
there was shining willow in Arkansas?"

"If that is Arkansas, and if the picture is authentic, it was col der
then. "

"The white willow is a European introduction, though a very early
one, and it spread rapidly. There are things in this picture that check too
wel . The three good pictures that you have, they are pretty nuch alike?"

"Yeah, but they are not quite the sane stretch of river. The sun's
angle is a little different in each of them and the sod and the | ow plants
are a little different.”

"You think you will be able to get nore of the pictures?"
"Yeah, | think nore than a thousand niles of river was in the
picture. | think | get nmore than a thousand sections if | know where to

| ook."

"Probably npost have been destroyed | ong ago, Leo, if there were ever
nore than the dozen or so that were advertised by the carnivals. And
probably there were duplications in that dozen or so. Carnivals changed
their features often, and your three pictures may be all that there ever
were. Each coul d have been exhibited by several carnivals and in severa
hi ppodrones at different tines."

"Nah, there were nore, Charicy. | don't have the one with the
el ephants in it yet. | think there are nore than a thousand of them
somewhere. | advertise for them (for originals, not the cheap-jack
imtations), and I will begin to get answers."

"How many there were, there still are," said G nger Nation. "They
will not destroy. One of ours has the reel burned by fire, but the picture

did not burn. And they won't burn."

"You m ght spend a |ot of nbney on a lot of old canvas, Leo," said
Charl es Longbank. "But | will analyze themfor you: now, or when you think
you have enough of themfor it."

"Wait till | get nore, Charley," said Leo Nation. "I will nake a
clever advertisement. '| take those things of your hands,' | will say, and
bel i eve that people will be glad to get rid of the old things that won't
burn and won't destroy, and weigh a ton each with reels. It's the real ones
that won't destroy. Look at that big catfish just under the surface there,
Charl ey! Look at the nmean eyes of that catfish! The river wasn't as nuddy
them even if was springtine and the water was high."

Rol i ng shore and trees: pine, dogwood, red cedar, bur oak, pecan
pi ne agai n, shagbark hickory. Then the rolling picture came to an end.

"Alittle over twenty minutes | tined it," said Charles Longbank
"Yes, a yokel of the past century night have believed that the picture was a
mle long, or even five or nine mles long."

"Nah," said Leo. "They were smarter then, Charley; they were smarter
then. Most likely that yokel would have believed that it was a little |ess
than a furlong long, as it is. He'd have liked it, though. And there may be
pi eces that are five niles long or nine niles |ong. Wiy else would they have
advertised then? | think | can hit the road and snell out where a | ot of

those pictures are. And | will call in sonetinmes and G nger can tell me who
have answered the advertisenents. Come here again in six months, Charley,
and I will have enough sections of the river for you to analyze. You won't

get lonesone in six nmonths, will you, G nger?"



"No. There will be the hay cutters, and the nen fromthe cattle
auctions, and the oil gaugers, and Charley Longbank here when he conmes out,
and the men in town and the nen in the HIIl-Top Tavern. | won't get
| onesone. "

"She jokes, Charley," said Leo. "She doesn't really fool around wth
the fellows."

"I do not joke," said Gnger. "Stay gone seven nonths, | don't
care."

Leo Nation did a ot of traveling for about five nonths. He acquired
fifty genuine sections of the river and he spent quite a few thousands of
dollars on them He went a couple of years into hock for them It would have
been nuch worse had not many people given himthe things and nany ot hers had
sold themto himfor very small anounts. But there were certain stubborn nen
and worren who insisted on a good price. This is always the hazard of
collecting, the thing that takes nost of the fun out of it. Al these
expensi vel y acquired sections were really prinme pieces and Leo could not |et
hi nsel f pass them by.

How he had | ocated so nmany pieces is his own nystery, but Leo Nation
did really have a nose for these things. He snell themout; and al
collectors of all things nmust have such | ong noses.

There was a professor man in Rolla, Mssouri, who had rugged his
whol e house with pieces of a genuine section

"That sure is tough stuff, Nation," the man said. "I've been using
it for rugs for forty years and it isn't worn at all. See how fresh the
trees still are! | had to cut it up with a chain saw, and | tell you that

it's tougher than ally wood in the world for all that it's nice and
flexible. "

"How much for all the rugs, for all the pieces of pieces that you
have?" Leo asked uneasily. There seemed sonething wong with using the
pi eces for rugs, and yet this didn't seemlike a wong man.

"Ch, I won't sell you any of ny rugs, but I will give you pieces of
it, since you're interested, and I'Il give you the big piece | have left. |
never could get anyone nmuch interested in it. W analyzed the material out
at the college. It is a very sophisticated plastic material. We could
reproduce it, or sonething very like it, but it would be inpossibly
expensi ve, and plastics two-thirds as tough are quite cheap. The funny
thi ng, though, | can trace the history of the thing back to quite a few
decades before any plastic was first manufactured in the world. There is a
big puzzle there, for sone man with enough curiosity to latch onto it."

"I have enough curiosity; | have already latched onto it," Leo Nation said.
"That piece you have on the wall -- it looks like -- if only | could see it
under magnification --"

"Certainly, certainly, Nation. It |ooks Iike a swarm of bees there,
and it is. I've a slide prepared froma fringe of it. Come and study it.
I've shown it to lots of intelligent people and they all say 'So what?' It's
all attitude that | can't understand."

Leo Nation studied the magnification with delight. "Yeah," he said.
"I can even see the hairs on the bees' legs. In one flaking-off piece there
| can even nake out the cells of a hair." He fiddled with | ow and hi gh
magni fi cations for a long while. "But the bees sure are funny ones," he
said. "My father told ne about bees like that once and | thought he lied."

"Qur present honeybees are of |ate European origin, Nation," the man
said. "The native Anerican bees were funny and inefficient froma human
vi ewpoi nt. They are not quite extinct even yet, though. There are
ol der-seem ng creatures in sone of the scenes.”

"What are the clown aninmals in the piece on your kitchen floor?" Leo
asked. "Say, those clowns are big!"

"Ground Sloths, Nation. They set things as pretty old. If they are a
hoax, they are the grandest hoax | ever ran into. A man would have to have a



pretty good inmagination to give a peculiar hair formto all extinct animal
-- aflair formthat living sloths in the tropics just do riot have. But how
many |ifetimes would it have taken to paint even a square foot of this in
such mcroscopic detail? There is no | etdown anywhere, Nation; there is
prodi gi ous detail in every square centinmeter of it."

"Why are the horses so small and the buffal oes so big?"

"l don't know, Nation. It would take a man with a hundred sciences
to figure it out, unless a man with a hundred sciences had hoaxed it. And
where was such a man two hundred and fifty years ago?"

"You trace your piece that far back?"

"Yes. And the scene itself might well be fifteen thousand years ol d.
| tell you that this is a nmystery. Yes, You can carry those scraps with you
if you wish, and I'll have the bale that's the remaining big piece freighted
up to your place.”

There was a man in Arkansas who had a section of the picture stored
in acave. It was a tourist-attraction cave, but the river shore picture had
proved a sour attraction

"The people all think it is some sort of novie projection | have set
up here in my cave here," he said. "'Wo wants to come down in a cave to see
novies,' they say. 'If we want to see a river shore we will go see a river
shore,' they say, 'we won't cone down in a cave to see it.' Well, | thought
it would be a good attraction, but it wasn't. "

"How did you get it in here, man?" Leo Nation asked him "That
passage just isn't big enough to bring it in."

"Ch, it was already here, rock rollers and all, fifteen years ago
when | broke out that little section to craw through. "

"Then it had to he here a very long tinme. That wall has forned
since. "

"Nah, not very long," the mail said. "These |limestone curtains form
fast, what with all the noisture trickling dowm here. The thing could have
been brought in here is recent as five hundred years ago. Sure, I'Ill sel
it. I'lIl even break out a section so we call get it out. | have to nmake the
passage big enough to wal k in anyhow. Tourists don't |like to crawl on their
bellies in caves. | don't know why. | always liked to craw on ny belly in
caves."

This was one of the nbst expensive sections of the picture that
Nation bought. It would have been even nore expensive if he had shown any
interest in certain things seen through trees in one sequence of the
picture. Leo's heart had cone up into his mouth when he had noticed those
things, and he'd had to swallow it again and rmaintain his wooden | ook. This
was a section that had el ephants on the M ssissippi River

The el ephant (Mammut anericanum) was really a mastodon, Leo had
| earned that nuch from Charl es Longbank. Ah, but now he owned the el ephants;
now he had one of the key pieces of the puzzle.

You find a lot of themin Mexico. Everything drifts down to Mexico
when it gets a little age on it. Leo Nation was talking with a rich Mexican
man who was as I|ndian as hinself.

"No, | don't know where the Long Picture first came from" the man
said, "but it did come fromthe North, sonewhere in the region of the River
itself. In the time of De Soto (a little less than five hundred years ago)
there was still Indian | egend of the Long Picture, which he didn't
under stand. Yourselves of the North, of course, are like children. Even the
renmenbering tribes of you |like the Caddos have nenories no | onger than five
hundred years.

"W oursel ves remenber nuch | onger than that. But as to this, al
that we remenber is that each great famly of its took a section of the Long
Picture al ong when we cane to Mexico. That was, perhaps, eight hundred years
ago that we came south as conquerors. These pictures are now |ike treasures



to the old great Indian famlies, |ike hidden treasures, nenories of one of

our former homes. Ot hers of the old famlies will not talk to you about
them They will even deny that they have them | talk to you about it, |
show it to you, | even give it to you because | ama dissident, a sour nan,

not |like the others.”

"The early Indian legcilds, Don Caetano, did they say where the Long
Picture came fromor who painted it?"

"Sure. They say it was painted by a very peculiar great being, and
his name (hold onto your capelo) was Great River Shore Picture Painter. |I'm
sure that will help you. About the false or cheap-jack imtations for which
you seemto have contenpt, don't. They are not what they seemto you, and
they were not done for nmoney. These cheap-jack imtations are of Mexican
origin, just as the staining originals were born in the states. They were
done for the new great famlies in their aping of the old great fanmlies, in
t he hope of also sharing in ancient treasure and ancient |uck. Having nyself
just left off aping great famlies of another sort, | have a bitter
understandi ng of these initations. Unfortunately, they were done in an age
that |acked art, but the contrast would have been as great in any case: al
art would seeminsufficient beside that of the Great River Shore Picture
Pai nter hinself.

"The cheap-jack imation pictures were |ooted by gringo soldiers of
the U S. Arny during the Mexican War, as they seened to be valued by certain
Mexican families. Fromthe |ooters they found their way to md-century
cariiivals in the States."

"Don Caetano, do you know that the picture segnents stand up under
great magnification, that there are details in themfar too fine to be seen
by the unai ded eye?"

"I amglad you say so. | leave always had this on faith but I've
never had enough faith to put it to the test. Yes, we have al ways believed
the pictures contai ned depths within depths.”

"Why are there Mexican wild pigs in this view, Don Caetano? It's as
t hough this one had a peculiar Mexican slant to it."

"No, the peccary was an all-Anmerican pig, Leo. It went all the way
north to the ice. But it's been replaced by the European pig everywhere but

in our own wilds. You want the picture? I will have nmy man load it and ship
it to your place. "

"Ah, | would give you sonething for it surely --"

"No, Leo, | give it freely. You are a man that | like. Receive it,
and God be with you! Ah, Leo, in parting, and since you collect strange
things, | have here a box of bright things |I think you might like. | believe

they are no nore than worthl ess garnets, but are they not pretty?"

Garnets? They were not garnets. Wrthless? Then why did Leo Nation's
eyes dazzle and his heart cone up in his throat? Wth trenbling hands he
turned the stones over and worshi pped. And when Don Caetano gave themto him
for the token price of one thousand dollars, his heart rejoiced.

You know what? They really were worthl ess garnets. But what had Leo
Nation thought that they were in that fateful noment? Wat spell had Don
Caetano put on himto make himthink they were sonething el se?

Oh well, you win here and you | ose there. And Don Caetano really did
ship the treasured picture to himfree.

Leo Nation cane honme after five nonths of wandering and coll ecting.

"I stand it without you for five nonths," G nger said. "I could not
have stood it for six nmonths, | sure could not have stood it for seven.
kidded. | didn't really fool around with the fellows. | had the carpenter
buil d another hay barn to hold the pieces of picture you sent in. There were
nore than fifty of them" Leo Nation had his friend Charl es Longbank
come out.

"Fifty seven new ones, Charley," Leo said. "That makes sixty with
what | had before. Sixty mles of river shore | have now, | think. Analyze



them Charley. Get the data out of them sonmehow and feed it to your
conputers. First | want to know what order they go in, south to north, and
how bi g the gaps between themare."

"Leo, | tried to explain before, that would require (besides the
presunption of authenticity) that they were all done at the same hour of the
same day."

"Presurme it all, Charley. They were all done at the same tinme, or we
will assume that they were. W will work on that presunption.”

"Leo, ah -- | had hoped that you would fail in your collecting.
still believe we should drop it all."

"Me, | hoped we woul d succeed, Charley, and | hoped harder. Wy are
you afraid of spooks? Me, | nmeet themevery hour of my life. That's what
keeps the air fresh."

"I"'mafraid of it, Leo. Al right, 1'll get some equi pment out here
tonorrow, but I'mafraid of it. Damm it, Leo, who was here?"

"Wasn't anybody here," G nger said. "I tell you like I tell Charley,
| was only kidding, | don't really fool around with fellows."

Charl es Longbank got sone equi pnent out there the next day. Charles
hi nsel f was | ooki ng bad, maybe whi skeyed up a little bit, jerky, and | ooking
over his shoulder all the tine as though he had an ow perched on the back
of his neck. But he did work several days running the picture segnments and
got themall down on scan film The he would program his computer and feed
the data fromthe scan films to it.

"There's a shadow, like a thin cloud on several of the pictures,"
Leo Nation said. "You any idea what it is, Charley?"

"Leo, | got out of bed late last night and ran two mles up and down
that rocky back road of yours to shake nyself up. | was afraid | was getting

an idea of what those thin clouds were. Lord, Leo, who was here?"

Charl es Longbank took the data into town and fed it to his
conmput ers.

He was back in several days with the answers.

"Leo, this spooks ne nore than ever," he said, and he | ooked as if
t he spooks had chewed himfromend to end. "Let's drop the whole thing. ']
even give you back your retainer fee."

"No, man, no. You took the retainer fee and you are retained. Have
you the order they go in, Charley, south to north?"

"Yes, here it is. But don't do it, Leo, don't do it."

"Charley, | only shuffle themaround with ny Iift fork and put them
in order. I'll have it done in an hour."

And in an hour he had it done.

"Now, let's |look at the south one first, and then the north one,

Charley."
"No, Leo, no, no! Don't do it."
"Why not ?"
"Because it scares me. They really do fall into an order. They

really could have been done all at the sanme hour of the sane day. \Who was
here, Leo? Who is the giant |ooking over ny shoul der?"

"Yeah, he's a big one, isn't he, Charley? But he was a good arti st
and artists have the right to be a little peculiar. He | ooks over ny
shoul der a |l ot too."

Leo Nation ran the sout hernnost segnent of the Long Picture. It was
m xed | and and water, islands, bayou and swanp, estuary and ocean m xed with
nmuddy river.

"It's pretty, but it isn't the Mssissippi," said Leo as it ran
"It's that other river down there. 1'd know it after all these years too."

"Yes," Charles Longbank gul ped. "It's the Atchafal aya River. By the
conparative sun angle of the pieces that had been closely identified, the
conputer was able to give close bearings on all the segnents. This is the
mout h of the Atchafalaya R ver which has several tinmes in the geol ogica
past been the main mouth of the M ssissippi. But how did he know if he



wasn't here? Gah, the ogre is |ooking over ny shoul der again. It scares ne,
Leo."

"Yeah, Charley, | say a man ought to be really scared at |east once
a day so he can sleep that night. Me, I'mscared for at |east a week now,
and | like the big guy. Well, that's one end of it, or mghty close to it.

Now we take the north end.

"Yes, Charley, yes. The only thing that scares you is that they're
real. | don't know why he has to | ook over our shoul ders when we run them
though. If he's who | think he is he's already seen it all."

Leo Nation began to run the northernnost segnient of the river that
he had.

"How far north are we in this, Charley?" he asked.

"Al ong about where the Cedar River and the lowa River |ater cane
in"

"That all the farther north? Then | don't have any segnment of the
north third of the river?"

"Yes, this is the furthest north it went, Leo. Ch god, this is the
| ast one."

"A cloud on this segnent too, Charley? \Wat are they anyhow? Say,
this is a pretty crisp scene for springtine on the M ssissippi."

"You | ook sick, Long-Charley-Bank," G nger Nation said. "You think a
little whiskey with possum s bl ood woul d hel p you?"

"Could | have the one wi thout the other? Ch, yes, both together
that may be what | need. Hurry, G nger."

"It bedevils me still how any painting could be so wonderful," Leo
wonder ed.

"Haven't you caught on yet, Leo?" Charles shivered. "It isn't a
pai nting."

"I tell you that at the beginning if you only listen to nme," G nger

Nation said. "I tell you it isn't either one, canvas or paint, it is only
picture. And Leo said the same thing once, but then he forgets. Drink this,
old Charley."

Charl es Longbank drank the healing m xture of good whi skey and
possum s bl ood, and the northernnost section of the river rolled on.

"Anot her cloud on the picture, Charley,"” Leo said. "It's like a big
snudge in the air between us and the shore.™

"Yes, and there will be another,"” Charles npbaned. "It nmeans we're
getting near the end. Who were they, Leo? How long ago was it? Ah -- I'm
afraid | know that part pretty close -- but they couldn't have been human
then, could they? Leo, if this was just an inferior throwaway, why are they
still hanging in the air?"

"Easy, old Charley, easy. Man, that river gets chal ky and foany!
Charley, couldn't you transfer all this to microfilmand feed it into your
conputers for all sorts of answers?"

"Ch, CGod, Leo, it already is!"

"Already is what? Hey what's the fog, what's the mst? Wat is it
that bul ks up behind the m st? Man, what kind of blue fog-nmountain --7?"

"The gl aci er, you dunmmy, the glacier," Charles Longbank groaned. And
t he northernnost segnent of the river came to all end. "Mx up alittle
nore of that good whi skey and possum s blood, G nger," Leo Nation said. "I
think we're all going to need it."

"That old, is it?" Leo asked a little later as they were al
strangling on the very strong stuff.

"Yes, that old, " Charles Longbank jittered. "Ch, who was here,
Leo?"

"And, Charley, it already is what?"

"It already is microfilm Leo, to them A rejected strip, |
believe."

"Ah, | can understand why whi skey and possum s bl ood never caught on



as a drink," Leon said. "WAas old possum here then?"

"dd possumwas, we weren't." Charles Longbank shivered. "But it
seens to ne that sonething older than possumis snuffing around again, and
with a bigger snufter.”

Char |l es Longbank was shaki ng badly. One nore thing and he woul d
crack. "The clouds on the -- ah -- film Charley, what are they?" Leo Nation
asked.

And Charl es Longbank cracked.

"CGod over ny head," he npaned out of a shivering face, "I w sh they
were clouds on the film Ah, Leo, Leo, who were they, who were they?"

"I"'mcold, Charley," said Leo Nation. "There's bonechill draft from
sonewhere. "

The marks... too exactly like something, and too big to be: the

| oops and whorls that were eighteen feet |ong...
FROG ON THE MOUNTAI N

He woke to nountains, as the poet says. Really, there is nothing
like it. The oceans and the | ow ands were nmade | ong ago, according to
| egend. But the nountains are nmade new every norning.

It took some doing. H s name was Garamask, and he had done it.

"I hate space," Garanmask had said when he decided on it, and the
crewnen had been surprised.

"Why do you, M. Garamask?" the Captain had asked him "You've
| ogged nore time in space than | have. You' ve been to many nore regions. And
you' ve made nore nmoney in the space business than anyone | know. | never saw
a man so eager for voyages or for new worlds as you. You're so expansive a
person that | thought you were in love with the expanse of space.

"I love nmovement and travel," Garamask said. "I love worlds! But in
space, the feel of novenment and the sense of travel is quickly |ost And
space is not expansive. It is shriveling.

"I have, let us say, a passion for a certain unkenpt and nount ai nous
wor |l d, but space cones near to destroying that passion in me; for | have

seen that world appear on the scope like a mcrobe, and I will watch it

di sappear like a mcrobe again. | have studied epic and towering things

under the m croscope. And when | put away the microscope, | know that the

towering things are really too small to see. Fromthe aspect of space, al

the towering and wild worlds that | love are things too snall to see or to

believe in. | love a big world, and | hate space for spoiling that bigness."
"Paravata isn't so big a world, M. Garamask," the Captain told him
"It is! It's big! It's huge!" Garanask insisted. "And |I'Il not have

it spoiled. It is the largest possible world on the man-scale, and | will
not let that scale suffer by conparison. It's a world as large as a man can
get around on with ease, without beconing less than a man. It's half again
Earth's gravity, so it calls out our strength. It has an atnosphere that
keeps one on an oxygen binge, so it gives the strength something to draw on
It has nmountains that rise ten thousand nmeters, the highest nountains
anywhere that a man can clinb in his proper body and w t hout apparat us.

"And I won't have it spoiled for nme! I'mrich enough that you can't
regard ne as a nuisance. |'ve given ny instructions. So, follow them as
regards me."

"M. Garamask, weren't you ever young?" the Captain asked him

"I amyoung yet, Captain. | amphysically the fittest man on this
ship. And this is a very young and aspiring idea that | ameffecting now "

"Ah, were you never sonething el se, M Garamask, not quite so
young, and nuch nore awkward?"

"I don't know what you nean, Captain, but | suspect that | never
was. Follow ny instructions.”

The instructions of Garamask were that he be sent into a sustaining
sl eep, and that he be | anded and | odged on Paravata of the Muntains while
he slept. He did not know when Paravata was picked up m crobe-sized nor when



it grewa hundred miillion times to the size of a pea. He did not see the
pl anet grow to twice the size of Earth. He nissed the I anding.

He was taken fromthe ship at Paravata Landing and transported a
hundred kilometers to the nountain | odge. He was installed there as befitted
a man of neans. He slept a determ ned nunber of hours, as he had planned it,
and he woke in the very early norning. He woke to nountains.

He went out into the keen air of Paravata or Paravath, finding
hinmself in the middle of the small town of Mountain-Foot. He had a warrant
for arrest and death in his wallet; and he had a singing curiosity about
this world whose vital civilization had suddenly been frozen in notion
whose people, the Rogha (the elites, the excellent ones), had di sappeared or
very nearly di sappeared and whose pl ace had been taken by the oafish Oganta,
and this alnmost within living memory. He was on a hunting trip in depth: he
woul d hunt: on the three stage nmountain to kill Sinek the cat-lion; R ksino
t he bear, Shasos the eagl e-condor, and Bater-Jeno the crag-ape or the
frog-man (depending on the translation). This was said to be the nost
chal l engi ng hunt in the galaxy. And nost likely he would die on the triple
mount ai n, for no human hunter had ever bagged all four of the creatures and
survived the thing; though Oganta hunters were said to have done the trick

On the second level, Gararnask was hunting for the answer to the
riddl e: what had happened to the Rogha elites? Could those few who were |eft
not be strengthened in their hold? Could their civilization not be unfrozen?
M ght it not be discovered what queer hold the oafish Oganta had over this
Hogha remmant ? How had the excellent ones fallen (willingly, it was said) to
their inferiors?

On the third I evel, Garamask was hunting for a nurderer, the QOganta,
Rogha, Animal, or Man who had killed Allyn. Allyn had been a close friend,
but Garanmask had not realized how close until after the event. It had been
given out that Allyn, on the sane hunt, had been killed by the Bater-Jeno,
the crag-ape or the frog-man. Al lyn, however, had newly appeared to Garamask
in a rhapsody-dream and said that this was not so. He had been killed, said
Allyn, by his guide and hunting conpani on, who had been an Oganta naned
Ccras, but who m ght not now be in Oganta form

"I believe that we have been close,” Alyn had said, "though we
never spoke of our closeness. Avenge ne, Garanask, and take the Iid off the
nmystery of Paravath. | was so very close to uncovering the mystery nysel f."
"What had you found, Allyn?" Garamask had asked; but appearances in dreans
often seem hard of hearing; they speak but they do not listen

"Uncover it, Garamask," Allyn had repeated, "and avenge ne. | was so
close toit. He ate into the base of ny skull and so killed me. He ate ny
very brains as | died." "But what did you find when you came so cl ose,

Al lyn?" Garamask had asked once nore. "Tell me what you had going, so | will
know what to look for." "I was so close to it when | died,” Alyn said.

Apparitions are as stone-deaf. They speak their nessage but they do
not hear. You may have noticed this yourself.

Garanask was not a great believer in dreams, but he had desired this
hunt for a long tine; he had, in fact, intended to acconpany Al lyn on his
hunt, but had been prevented by affairs. And he had known at the tinme of the
dream had not known till he had gone carefully over the report, that A lyn
bad i ndeed been killed by having his skull eaten into. Now Garanask tested
it alittle.

"My guide, will he be Ccras?" he asked the gangling Oganta who was
manager of the hunting | odge.

"Ccras? No, he is no longer a guide. He has been translated out of
this life."

"But there was a gui de named Ccras?"

"There was one tinme a guide named Ccras, who is no nmore. Your guide
will be Chavo."

But there had been a gui de named Ccras, and Garamask hadn't known
t he nane except in the rhapsody-dream Then Garani ask saw one of the Rogha



survivors wal king proudly in the early keen air. He went to himat once
nmeeting himon a rocky sl ope.

"I have an intense interest in you and all your kind,"

Gar amask began. "You yourself are the face of the nystery. You are
i mposing in a way that | could never be; | can see why you are called the
elite, the excellent ones. You are so startlingly in contrast to the Oganta
here that everyone for worlds around is puzzled over it. You are kings. They
are oafs. Wiy do they take you over?"

"I suppose it is the day of the oafs, pilgrimman," the Hogha said

easily. "I am Treorai, and you are the nman Garanask who made preparations to
wake to nountains. You have taken up the challenge of the three-stage
mountain. It's a high aspiration to kill the four creatures there. One who
has done it will experience a deep change

"As Allyn did?"

"I knew hi mwhen he was here. He did not kill the four creatures. He

was killed by the fourth."

"He has told me, outside the lines as it were, that he killed by
somet hi ng ot her."

"Allyn would not lie, even outside the lines. You have m sunderstood
him D d he say that he conpleted the hunt and killed the fourth creature?"

"He said that he had killed Sinek the lion, Riksino the bear, Shasos
the eagle; but, no, he did not say that he had killed the Bater-Jeno. He
sai d, however, that he was nurdered by sonething else."

"No, Garamask, he was killed by the fourth prey. A creature is often
fuzzy in his mnd about his own manner of dying. He was a wonderful fellow,
t hough, for a man."

"Treorai, why has your civilization conme to a grotesque halt? Wy
have you Rogha, in your manifest superiority all but died out? Why have the
rough ranmpant Qganta taken over? A dozen of themcouldn't take one of you.
You have the presence that woul d dunbfound any attack. | can feel it Iike
magnetism Is it a genetic thing that has happened?”

"A genetic thing, a ghostly thing, a sundering thing really,
Garamask. But it isn't finished, and there is no apathy here. What we Rogha
have lost, we will regain, by any neans what soever. This eclipse will pass
fromus."

"Why don't you sinply annihilate the Oganta, Treorai?"

"You are an educated man, Garamask, but your speaking of the
Paravat h | anguage is inperfect. | sinmply do not understand your question. |
have some Wirld-English, if that would help."

"Treorai, why do you Rogha not sinply annihilate the Oganta?"

Gar anask asked the excellent Rogha in Wrld-English

"No, Garamask, | have not so much of the idiomas |I thought," said
Treorai. "Your question is sinmply inconprehensible in whatever |anguage it
is put. Ah, your guide has peeped out to see if you are ready. Grab him
qui ckly, or he will go in and be back to sleep again. The Oganta are not
nmorni ng types. And the sun should not find you still at Muntain-Foot. It
should find you at |least two hundred neters aloft. See that |edge there! It
is a wonderful place to catch first sun."

"I see that it will be," said Garamask. "And it will take sone
inspired climbing to get there intinme. If | livel will see you again,
excel l ent one."

"Hi gh hunting, Garanmask! A very strong hunter with a very good guide
may kill the first three creatures. To kill the fourth, the hunter nust
transcend hinsel f."

Garanmask started up the Mountain Donba (the first nountain of the
t hree-nountai n conpl ex) with Chavo his boom ng Oganta gui de. The Oganta are
rangy and solid creatures, and strength and endurance is their birth-right.
Say what you will about the |loud oafs, they are strong clinbers! And
Garanmask was a very strong man who had clinbed on heavier-than-Wrld worl ds
before. And ah, there is sonetimes an advantage in know ng the Paravath



| anguage inperfectly. Garamask could tune Chavo out. It took all his
attention to foll ow the | anguage, and his attention was nmercifully on many
other things as they went up. And yet Chavo | aughed and boomed incessantly,
i ke boul ders cl ashing together

A queer and unfini shed | ooking creature was this tuned out. The
Qganta clinbed, clawed and daggered and fanged and arnored. That was the
best way then. Garamask did likewi se. He didn't envy the Oganta his youth
and towering strength. Garamask had his own strength and he enjoyed testing
it. But he envied the Oganta, a little, his fangs. Garamask had no such
giant canine teeth to support the giant saber-fangs. He had no such
bul | - bowed neck, nor skull-massif, nor buttressed and ridged upper jaw to
support such sabers. But he had donned a pretty good set of fangs hinself
and he believed he woul d know how to use them

From one jagged turning, Garamask caught a dizzy view of Dai ngean
City far away. The excell ent Rogha had been buil ders at |east equal to nen.
Now their cities were alnost enptied of them and the oafish Oganta lived in
them li ke animals denning. Then the jagged turning becane even nore jagged,
and Garamask coul d not afford another glance at the city.

They ate aran-noss and cobbl e-noss, and pods of tiger grass. They
chewed green coill-nuts for water. They clinbed high and hard. Then Garamask
caught the whiff and the spoor of the spook aninmals, and he knew it out of
the cellar of his mnd.

"Ah, this is the world you live on," he breathed, "and you are not
imaginary at all. Aninmal who is no animal, | know what you are." Garamask
sl avered when he called out because of the great fangs capped to his dog
teeth. "The old Creeks called you the all-aninmal, and pictured you as made
out of parts of many. And nen said you were the Asian lion, or |eopard, or
tiger, or rock-lion, or Anerican puma. And all the time you were yourself,
the | egend ani mal . "

"Who do you talk to, Papa Garamask?" Chavo asked in some alarm "Do
you talk to the grandfather of Sinek?"

"To the great-great-grandfather of Sinek, oaf. In the rain forests,
they told poor men that your name was jaguar, but the poor men knew better
In the old South of the Congl onerate States on Wrld, they told that your
nane was puma or cougar, but the poor cracker-nen always knew your rea
speci es. Spook animal, | conme after you!"

"Papa Garamask throw but a rock into the thicket and it will slink
off. It is only one of the sineks, it is not Sinek hinself. He sel dom hunts
so low or so early. And do not talk to the grandfather of Sinek, or he wll
cone in your dreans and eat through your live throat and kill you."

"Dam you, oaf, it is Sinek hinself! He hunts | ow and early today.
Grandfather of all the animals, | fight you now Panther!"

And Gar anmask charged upward, across a slide of noss-covered rocks,
into a tall thicket of tiger-grass and coill-bush, to fight panther, the
ani mal who exists only in | egend and ni snoner. On Paravath he used the nane
Si nek.

It was a long black male. This was no sinek who woul d bound away,
who woul d not stand. This was Sinek hinself, and now Garamask understood why
there could be only one of himat a tine. The spook, the spirit filled this
ani mal conpletely, with nothing left over for any other

Garanmask drew first bl ood, claw ng the black panther half blind,
getting his el bow dagger inside the panther's nouth, trying always to stay
inside the animal's forepaws. Panther got one side of Garanmask's head, above
the throat arnor, inside his nmouth, failed to hold, slid bloodily along it,
popped it out, and took an ear off neatly. The ani nal woul d wei gh a hundred
and fifty kilogranms here, a hundred on Earth, just about Garamask's own
wei ght. Pant her, Sinek, knocked Garamask | oose, and he slid on the |oose
rocks and noss, very nearly off the nmountain to his death. Then they were in
confrontati on.

Si nek was upground of Garamask on the edge of the firmrock; and



Garanmask was on the | oose-rock fringe that slipped and cascaded and was now
flowi ng over the edge |like water. Chavo, the Qganta oaf, was chew ng a bl ade
of tiger-grass and | aughing.

It was with amazenent that Garamask saw intelligence, alnost total
intelligence, in the eyes of Sinek the panther. This was a person and a
per sonage, whatever the species. The intelligent |ook was alnost friendly to
Gar anask, and the two understood each other. They would fight to the death,
but they recogni zed each other for what they were, excellent ones, superior
ones, Panther, Man, Rogha, firstlings, not to be conpared to Oganta or Sw ne
or Sloths.

Garanmask made the attenpt to break out of his sliding strip. He
exchanged terrific clawing blows with Sinek, got the worse of it, and cane
much nearer to going off the nountain as he slid reeling back

"Fear you nothing, Papa Garanmask," the Oganta Chavo called from
where he had scrambled higher. "I will roll boul ders down on Sinek and kil
him" And Chavo did roll boul ders, badly, inaccurately, dangerously. Then
Gar amask understood fromthe oafish laughter that Chavo was trying to kil
hi mand not Sinek; trying to knock the man off the mountain with the rolling
boul ders, or to induce a rockslide that would carry himirrevocably down.

Wth a mxture of stark terror and upsurging courage that was
peculiar to hinmself in nmoments of deep crisis, Garamask battled up the
sliding rocks, greatly inpeded by his arns, and closed with Sinek the
pant her agai n.

"I amas large, | amas strong, | amas arned, dammit, | am as
ani mal !'" Garamask gi bbered. "W cl ose together, good conrade. If | go off
t he nountain, you go off it too."

But Garanmask was wong. The panther was nore animal than he. It was
doing himto death in the close fighting, though puzzled by the throat and
crotch arnmor. "Who waits below to eat out ny skull, Chavo?" Garamask how ed
out furiously. "who waits below to crack nmy skull and eat ny brains? That is
not Sinek here. It is scavengers below nme, and a scavenger above nme, you!"

"Papa Garamask," Chavo chortled in a boom ng giggle from above,

"fear you nothing. I will roll boulders down on Sinek and kill him" And
Chavo was rolling boul ders down on them both, grappled together, to kil
t hem bot h.

Gar amask was | osing, slipping. He broke off his capping fangs and
his own canine teeth under themtried to slash through the sinews of
pant her; and he was choked on his own sudden bl ood. He raked the animal with
el bow, knee, toe, and heel daggers, and was nearly di senbowel ed by a back
foot of Sinek that equaled all the dagger functions. For the last tine he
broke free fromthe slashing, smashing panther and rolled in a stream of
scree, trying to keep hinself on the nountain.

Chavo set a |large boulder at himto help himover the edge. Sinek
the panther cane lithely for the kill, and caught the boul der am dships as
he flicked hinself sly-footed along the edge of firmrock. And Sinek could
not halt hinmself when he was knocked heavily into the sliding rock stream

Sinek the panther flowed off the nountain and fell into gaping space.

"Papa Garamask, | save your life," Chavo the Oganta chortled from
above. "Now | rmust mneke certain that Sinek is really dead where he has
fallen so far below. | will roll yet nore boul ders down on him and down on
himtill I amsure that he is dead." And Chavo rolled boul ders down at

Garamask to knock him off the mountain; and the man scranmbled in the sliding
scree to avoid them Three, six, nine boulders Chavo rolled down at

Gar anask, and then he had trouble in getting a fine boulder |oose fromits
enbednment. Garanask found a hidden spur of solid rock and went up quickly.
Chavo turned, and they were on a level face to face: Garamask bl oody and
crippled and earless, and full of nuskiness and ghostliness, for part of the
spook of Sinek, falling to death, had passed into Garanask. And Chavo, what
can you say of the oaf Chavo of the species Oganta? Coul d he neet

Gar arnask' s eyes? No, but he never could have; all Oganta are wall-eyed. Did



he bl anch at the encounter? How can you tell with an Oganta? But the |ight
bl ue bl oomthat was his conplexion had lost a little of its sheen

"Why do you pause, guide Chavo?" Garamask asked as a waiting vol cano
m ght ask. "W go up, we go up! W have not yet reached the top of the first
mount ai n of Three-Muntain. W have killed only one of the four prey. W go
up, we go up!"

They went up. They wore out the day with their clinbing. They saw
si neks and si neks who bounded away fromthem and woul d not stand. But they
did not nmeet Sinek hinmself again that day. Sinek was dead for the while.
Garanmask took off his weapons and arnor pieces and hooked theminto his
belt. Thereafter he clinmbed nore easily. And just at |ast sun they cane to
the top of Donba Mountain, the first mountain of Three-Muntain

It was a high plateau; it was another nountain-foot, for out of it
rose the Muwuntain Gri, the second nmountain of Three-Muntain. They ate
bitter nmountain rations and chewed green coill-nuts for water. They bedded
down for the night, so Garamask thought.

But Chavo brought a stringed instrunent from his pack and began sone
of the twangi ngest and nbst nauseating noi se ever heard. He m xed his
bunpti ous; booming voice with it in a curdling cry, and Garamask; understood
that he would not be able to sleep with this.

"You have convinced ne, pup,"” he grow ed. "You have established one

of the universal ultimates -- the nbst raucous noise ever. But is it
necessary that you bel abor the point?"
"You do not like it?" Chavo was surprised. "I pride nyself on ny

musi ¢ and ny singing. We consider such to be dynamic perfection and cosmc
| ooseness of sound.

"I consider it something else. The Rogha are said to be the nost
musi cal creatures in the universes. How could their co-dwellers here, you
Qganta, be the |east?"

"I had hoped you would like ny nusic," Chavo sorrowed. "I still hope
that you will like ne. Reaily, we are |ikable creatures. Even sonme of the
Rogha have said so, with a certain exasperation, it is true."

"You are crude unlicked cal ves, Chavo, and | understand your world
| ess and |l ess. Wiy, and how, are you killing the Rogha? For | believe that
to be the case.”

"But there are so few of themleft, Papa Garamask! And they becone

fewer and fewer. So is it not inperative that we kill them nuch as we
respect and | ove then®?"
"If there were millions of themleft, would you kill then®"

"No, certainly not. That woul d be an abomi nation. Wy should we kil
themif there were many of thenf? They are so greatly above us that we will
do anything or them™

"Even kill them Chavo, to show how much you | ove then? And why did
you try to kill nme during ny battle with Sinek?"

"For m xed reasons. First, you have a dignity of aspect, and you
seened al npst |ike a Rogha to ne as you were enbattled there. | respect and
| ove you al most as much as | do any of the Rogha. And then, it has been
di scovered that World-men will do as well as the Rogha for us, and
conpani ons of mine were waiting belowthe crag to tear you apart if you
should fall there. And we Qganta have an inpulse to kill those whomwe find
in a position to be killed. Very often we kill other Oganta sinply because
we find themin a vulnerable position. And this, | believe, is irrational of
us."

"I think so too, Chavo. Several small rocks are dancing there on the
slope. Do nmy eyes deceive me? Are they small animals frisking that |ook so
much |i ke rocks?"

"No, they are rocks danci ng, Papa Garamask. Your eyes do not deceive
you. Here, | will play nmy hittur again and they dance to it Hear! See! Is
that not ninble nusic, Papa Garamask?"

"I"d call it sonething el se. Danmit, Chavo, nust | ask the obvious



guesti on? What nakes the rocks dance?"

"I make the rocks dance, Papa Garanask, or my dark conpani on does.
Why are you surprised? The same thing is done on Wrld?"

"If it is, | have not heard of it."

"But it is. On Wrld, so | have been told, one young person in ten
has a dark conpanion, and a Wrld-Gernan nanme is given to this. But in both
cases, the dark conpanion is a satellite of self. On Wrld, | amtold, the
fact is often hidden or denied. But here, where tile majority of us are
capabl e of projecting the dark satellite, there is no way to hide it.
Besides, it is fun. Watch me rock and sway that bush as if | were a w nd.
See! "

"Weird oaf, you have a poltergeist!" Garamask was interested in this
t hi ng.

"Yes, that is your World-word. No, | ama poltergeist. And | am al so
a visible creature. It used to be that, with tine, we would give up one form
or the other: stand clear of the dark body and be visible creatures only; or
decay the body and be spook only. But now, in the tinme of waiting of the
Qganta, we have both forms, and we are not able to go beyond these fornms."

"This is a time of waiting for you, Chavo? Wiat do you wait for?"

"To see what will happen to us. It is a very uneasy time of waiting.
It's so narrow a | adder, and so few of us can clinb it at one time. And at
the top, it is not, what it once was, not what it should be."

"I amgoing to sleep now, Chavo, and | do not want to hear your
dammabl e i nstrunent or your voice again this night," Garamask said evenly.

"But how do I know that you will not kill ne while | sleep?"
"Papa Garamask, would an Oganta violate the night!"
"Hell, | don't know what you'd do! I'mgoing to sleep." And he did

sleep, angrily and rapidly and deeply. And in the deepest part of Garanask's
sleep, Allyn loonmed up there, standing a slight distance up on Gri

Mount ai n. "Watch the raw cub Chavo," the Ioomng Allyn called down to
Garanask; "He is not so clever as was Ccras, but you are not so clever as
was |." "l amevery bit as clever as you, Allyn," Garanmask told the
appearance. "Now tell me what it was that you were so close to finding out
when you died. Gve nme sonething to go on." But Allyn did not hear Garamask.

He had come to speak and not to listen. "I was so very close to it then
Allyn called again. "Avenge me on Ccras, Garamask, whatever he is now 1'd
do as much for you." "I will continue ny sleep, Allyn," Garamask told him

"and | do not want to hear any nore dead-man tal k from you toni ght unless
you have sonething newto tell me." And Garamask continued his sleep

He woke eagerly and easily at first gray light. "First sun should
not find me at this nmountain-foot either," Garamask told hinself silently.
"I see the | edge where | should catch first sun. There is always the | edge
above; nountai ning woul d not be mountaining without it. Treorai the Rogha
told me that the Oganta are not norning types. Let nme see.”

Gar amask hooted and hol |l ered at Chavo, then kicked hi m anake.

Amused, he, watched the oaf fall back to sleep again, then kicked hi mawake
the second time. "It nust be nmy dark conpanion, it could not be nyself who
does this." Garamask | aughed. "But it is fun." He finally roused the sleepy
Chavo. They ate bitter nountain rations.

C awed and tal oned and spi ked and arnored, they clinbed up the
Mountain Gri. They took first sun at that |edge above. They rested. Then
t hey clinbed agai n.

Not entirely unpleasant, not so to a man with a strong and travel ed
nose, not really repugnant; but stark, tall, penetrating, slavering,
ranpant, rmnurderous, challenging, of a grave-like putridity, of a
life-term nal gagging, was the odor, the strong stench that began to pervade
the clinmb on Gri Muntain. There was a person here nmaking hinmsel f known. It
was Ri ksino, the cave-bear, the nusk~bear, the lord of this mnddle-nountain.
He was at home and he had his flag out.

"No need for nme to ask what it is,’

Garanask said. "He's decl ared



hinself. Did | not already knowit, | believe that | could guess his very
nane fromhis coded stench. He'll be easily found, and | didn't cone on a
bunt to bypass such a prey. How is the best way? To go to himdirectly as he
wai ts, and attack hin®"

"Papa Garamask, there isn't any best way to fight Riksino," Chavo
quaked. "I, amafraid of this person and have al ways been. He is nuch
rougher and stronger than Sinek or Shasos, or even than Bater-Jeno. He can
be killed, he has been killed, | have had a piece of his killing before. But
each tine it is a great wonder that he can be killed at all, and each tine |
go in fear and trenbling."

"It's catching, oaf," said Garanask. "I feel, alittle fear and
trenbling myself. We'll skirt above, and we'll hunt down on himfrom above."

But Garanmask was very uneasy hinself, and his excitement for this
part of the hunt was of a sinking sort. He was sick and fevered today. The
breaking of f of his fang-sheathed eyeteeth in his yesterday's battle with
Sinek had swollen his face fromeyes to throat. H s whole face and head
ached, his throat was sore, and he was sl obbering through the unaccustoned
gaps. Moreover, his shredded ear was bothering him Even a very strong nman
suffers under heavy gravity if he is sick

And they woul d have difficulty skirting above Ri ksino, and hunting
down on him from above. R ksino was shuffling upward, keeping pace with
them H s personal stench rose higher and higher. They had his location from
it pretty well, though they could not yet see him So they wore out a few
tiring hours and ascended nost of the nountain.

"This will have to be the Big R ksino, the King Ri ksino," said
Chavo. "None ot her ever dens so high, and no Riksino will fight except in
the mouth of his den. This is the first time that the Big R ksino has
returned since he was last killed nore than two equival ent years ago."

"You really believe that the sane animals return to life?" Garamask
asked him

"The Rogha do not believe it, Papa Garanask, but we Oganta believe
it And yet, it may be that when a Ri ksino grows |arger and stronger than any

of the others, he will go up and occupy the old den of the Big Riksino as a
sign that he is now the king. | have fought with riksinos before, but never
with the Big Riksino, and | amafraid. Be assured that he will be very |large

and fierce."”

"I see him" said Garamask when they had clinbed a while further
"and he is big. I'll go after him since he doesn't seemto make up his
m nd. "

"What you see is not Big Riksino," said Chavo, "and none other will
fight while the big one is on the nmountain. Besides, as you notice, he has
not the full stench.”

"1t's full enough for ne,
"Il have him"

Garamask rushed the aninmal. It reared up roaring, half again the
man's height. It batted big paws around in the air and opened a big nouth.
Garanmask went in low, knifing the back |legs of the animal with toes and
knees knives, ripping its belly with his skull saber, delivering terrible
blows on its loins with his hand claws. The ani mal toppled over backward,
rolled, scranbled up, and ran away how i ng. And Garamask shanbled after it,
not at all able to catch it unless it should sl ow

"It is no good that you chase it, Papa Garamask," Chavo call ed.

"That is not Big Riksino. It is only a pup that runs away |ike a pup. Do not
wast e the day chasing a callow pup."”

"I seemto spend several days clinbing the mountains with one,"
Garanask panted. He was tired, and he had been a fool. The real stench, the
king stench was still high above him and he had only bl ooded a whi npering
whel p. He clinbed, he clinbed. Then the stench stood and prevail ed. The
ri ksino person was waiting, quite near

"We are alnpbst to the top of Gri Muntain" said Garamask, "and his

Gar amask gawked out of his sore throat



den cannot be any higher. We will reach that ridge, and we will followit to
the left till we are above him It's all clear rock above. Hi s den will have
to be in that junble somewhere just below the ridge."

They were onto a fearful and crunbling | edge, crawling along it,
Garamask in the lead. It is an awkward sort of crawl with toe and knee
sabers in place. Garamask began to sight in on the very large aninal. He
could hear it panting and gnashing now, and he snelled it overpoweringly. He
could hear it scratching big claws on the rocks; he could even hear the
bl ood pounding in it, the strong pulse. But when he first sawit,
paral yzingly close, it was the inside of it that he saw

He was | ooking into the open mouth of it, a neter across, two neters
bel ow him Then, in a flick, half of Garamask's nose was gone as he peered,
fascinated, too close. The animal was in a strain with its forepaws extended
as high as he could reach; and one of its high traveling claws had caught
t he | eani ng~over Garamask in the face.

Garamask had claws of his own. Angrily he raked the backs of
Ri ksino's paws with his own hand tal ons when the big bear was extended on
the rock as high as he could reach. Using his own bl oody face for bait,

Gar amask counter-clawed every time the bear struck up at him He found the
animal slow and witless. The animal closed its gaping nmouth once, drew back
its great front linbs, and licked its bl eeding paws. Garamask | et hinself
hal f over the | edge and raked the aninmal's nuzzle terribly with his hee
saber. He half-blinded it with the slash, either cutting one of its eyes out
or filling it so full of blood that the animal could not use it. And

Gar anmask was back on the | edge before Ri ksino could slash out at hi m again.

The riksino bear crouched | ow on four feet, gathered hinself, and
| eaped up toward the | edge. He got his great forepaws over it and hung on
Gar anmask sl ashed the big paws pul py with his foot sabers, and then gashed
the animal full in the face again and again and again as it hung there. The
paws slipped off, and the aninmal slipped back to the |ower level. And yet it
was of such great, size, had so nuch blood and neat in it, that this little
whittling that Garanask had done could have very little effect on it.

"Bear, you're a stunble-bum but a big stunble-bum" Garamask
tal ked. "Wat? What? You're turning sonething el se on? Have you nore
exudations than your stench? Wat do you do, bear?"

The riksino bear had reared up again and opened its great nouth. And
now it reeked with an influence on another level fromits stench

"Papa Garamask, do not fall!" Chavo called. "Do not fall into the
open nmouth of the Riksino."
"You fool! Wiy should | fall into the bear's nouth?" Garamask asked

in amazenent. "Bear, bear, you turn it on, do you? Wat are you, an anateur
hypnotist? It might get you the birds and the small game, not a man. Turn it
on, bear, turn it on as strong as you can! The Garamask wi |l never be so
fascinated as to fall into a bear's nouth.”

And Garanask fell head-first into the nouth of the riksino bear

From above there was another roaring, terrified and hysterical, and
a third weight cane down heavily. Fromthe bowels of the riksino came an
agoni zi ng groan; and Garamask was being crushed to death, but not instantly.
H s skull spike aided him H s el bow sabers, for he was in to the maw of the
ani mal beyond them did slashing service. Then he was crushed in together in
spite of themand his head began to split open. And then he was crushed no
nore, as his envel opi ng cosnbs went |inp.

And after a while lie was clinbing again, up to the top of Gri
Mountain. He was alive, nore or |ess, and he was dazed and gagging. Had it
all been a bloody dream the fight with R ksino? Chavo was boomni ng as
of fensively as ever, but the thing had not been a dream

"I save your life, Papa Garamask," Chavo boormed. "Am | not
wonderful ? | kill the Big Riksino in the throat while he is straining there
to crush you in his gullet. The Big Ri ksino can think of only one thing at a



time, and the Big Chavo can knife through even the thickest strained sinews
very rapidly when he is given a free way to it. There is no other way that

Ri ksino can be killed but by two hunters sinmlarly; but the bait-hunter in

t he nout h al nost al ways dies."

"You tried to kill ne after Sinek had fallen off the nountain to his
deat h, Chavo," Garamask panted. "Wy did you not let the R ksino kill ne,
since you want ni e dead?"

"The way the Riksino kills, you would be of no use to us dead," said
Chavo. "He devours too rapidly."

"And ot herwi se | would be of sone use to you dead, Chavo?"

"Dead, very freshly dead, or still dying, you would be of greatest
use to us," Chavo said blandly. "Dying or new dead, you will represent our
ultimate hope."

Just at last sun they came to the top of Gri Muntain, the second
mount ai n of Three-Muntain. They ate bitter nountain rations, and Chavo
dabbl ed nedi canents on CGaranmask's wounds.

"Were you to survive the mountain hunt (and you will not) you could
get a new nose nade and be beautiful again," said Chavo. "Now, | suppose,
you rmust |live noseless until your death the tonorrow sun-fall. O shall |

attenpt to make you a surrogate nose fromthe wood of this thorn-bush here?"
"Don't bother, Chavo. I'mgoing to sleep."
But Garanask was not going to sleep. Chavo took his stringed hitfur
from his pack and played his dammabl e musi ¢ and sang.
"Chavo!" Garamask spoke sharply. "Do you know why Spain on Wrld
fell fromthe highest nation in Europe to the |owest w thin one generation?"
"Perhaps they of fended the frog-god."
"No. No, we have no frog-gods on World."
"What ? What ? Are you sure? No frog-gods on Wrld? You dash nme down."
"A devilish Arab, angered by the expul sion of the Arabs from Spain,
brought a guitar into that unfortunate country. It was adopted. So that
unfortunate country fell, its once noble soul shriveled into a m serable
whi ney-ness. "

"I understand, Papa Garamask," said Chavo, still strunming. "They
fell, as though the noble Rogha should fall to becone oursel ves Oganta."

"A good parallel, Chavo. And once in the Pacific Ccean on Wrld,
there was a nobl e ki ngdom of Hawaii. A sea-faring man introduced the guitar

t here, and the nobl e ki ngdom soon begged to be accepted into servitude by a
| and- nation."

"Yes, of course that would be the effect, Papa Garamask. W Oganta
woul d accept such servitude gladly, but there is no | onger anyone to accept
us intoit."

"My own | and, the Conglomerate States, fell simlarly," said
Garanmask sadly. "And once it had been a noble Iland."

"The nobl e Rogha, of course, despise the instrunent," Chavo nour ned.
"But to us it is the Shetra, the holy instrunent. It is our religion. It is
our love."

"It is the noise of accepted inferiority in all things."

"OfF course it is, Papa Garamask. And who are nore or than oursel ves,
the Oganta? But we will give it up, we promise this, if we are ever able to
gi ve up being Oganta."

"Ch, go to sleep, Chavo!"

"But you say that you have no frog-gods on your world, and yet you
have frogs? And we have our frog-gods, and, have no frogs except those
i ntroduced fromWrld. And these are small frogs that have been inported.
The [ argest of themcan be held in the two hands. | dream about the frogs of
Wrld. How big are they, Papa Garamask? As big as the King R ksino?"

"Ch no. You' ve a conpletely m staken idea, Chavo. The frogs on Wrld
are the sane as the frogs inported here fromWrld. The nost of them you
could hold in one hand."

"Are you sure? They are not as big as nyself? They are not even as



bi g as yoursel f?"

"No, no, Chavo. They are quite small. |'ve often wondered about the
frog-cult on Paravath. Wat is the meaning of it?"

"You dash ne déwn agai n, Papa Garanmask. There should be frogs of
great size. Wy, the frog is the nost wondeuful of all creatures! It is the
only one that is able to make the frog-leap easily. Ch, may that thing cone
back to us!"

"Go to sleep, you damabl e oaf."

Chavo sighed deeply. "1 dream about frogs," he murnured. Then he did
seemto go to sleep

Allyn cane then, but he was a thinner and nore vapory Allyn than in
hi s previous appearances to Garanmask.

"The Shasos, the eagl e-condor, isn't very hard to kill," said Alyn.
"He will attack you when you are roping up the cliff face, of course; for
there is no other tinme he will fight. If you can belay yourself on the rope,

and if you are not overpowered with fear, you have a chance. Wing his neck
like a chicken if you can, for he is a chicken

"But he will rip you apart to get to your kidneys and spleen if he
can. Prevent himin this! He will gobble your eyes out of your head. Let him
not do this! Let himnot do it with both of them at |east, or you are at a
di sadvant age. "

"Allyn, I will go as far as you went," said Garamask. "I'm as good a
man as you ever were. Tell me now, what is the nystery at the end of it that
you didn't find out till you died? Wat is peculiar about the final prey,

t he Bater-Jeno? Wiat were you on to, Allyn?"

But wraiths are notoriously hard of hearing.

"You will do well to weaken the bridge after you have crossed over
it, and to keep your gaze always fixed on the back of your head," the
dead-man Allyn said. Then he becane thinner, and he was gone.

Gar anask again woke eagerly and easily at first gray light. His face
and his throat were not as sore as they had been. Though bereaved in ear and
nose, he was happy. He lifted up his heart to the norning. Enjoyably, he
ki cked Chavo the COganta awake, for the Oganta are not norning types.

They ate bitter mountain rations, donned sabers and claws and spi kes
and arnmor, and began to clinb Bior Muntain, the third and hi ghest nountain
of Three-Muntain. Here it was steep and sheer, Bior a saber mountain rising
out of its sheath which was Gri Muntain. It was a different sort of hunt
now, and a clinb in a different el enment.

There were the slanting slick shields of rock, and the slanting
slick grass and cobbl e-nbss. There were the rodents and poke-snakes that ate
the grass and the noss and slithered over the rocks. There were the great
birds that stood in fromthe tall skies and ate the rodents and poke-snakes.
The greatest of these birds was the Shasos, the eagl e-condor

"Is it with Shasos as it was with the first two prey: that there are
many of them and that there is one special one?" Garamask asked Chavo.

"Yes, it is Shasos hinmself who will attack, and the others will not.

It is the big Shasos hinself whomwe have to fear, he who nests on the third
nmoon. "

"Moon- br ai ned rmuggl edoon! Where do the other Shasos nest, Chavo?"

"On the second nobon. The | ess noble of the large birds nest on first
nmoon, and small birds nest on Paravath itself. | amtold that you do not
have such | arge birds as Shasos on Wrld."

"There are no birds on Wrld so | arge as those three swooping there
now, Chavo. Are they Shasos?"

"No, Papa Garamask, they are of the |ess noble of the big birds,

Cejer-Birds. Wien we are a little higher in the sky we will conme to the
hunting cliffs of Shasos. Now | wll clinb up here dangerously, and then
wWill run a line down. W will be running many of these lines."

The oafi sh Chavo could clinmb. He oozed up the overhangi ng rock Iike



slightly viscous oil. He clinbed with all his arnor, and he seened sure of
his grip on these rocks that were slick with cobbl e-noss.

Fromforty neters above he |let down a |line, and Garamask clinbed it
-- very tiring work.

"What was to keep you fromletting me fall with the line?" Garamask
asked Chavo when they were up to that next hint of a |l edge in the rocks.

"Wuld an Oganta violate the sanctity of the Iine?" Chavo asked him

It was a very long hard day. Garamask went up long lines a dozen
times, terriying overhangs out over nothingness. Slate-gray clouds were
bel ow them and Paravath could no | onger be seen bel ow. The grass and
cobbl e- nbss becanme stronger, shattering the rocks with their growth and
maki ng them all very soft and dangerous. The rodents and poke-snakes becane
larger; and there were larger birds that stood in fromthe stark sky to prey
on them This was fearful exaltation here, stunning heeight w thout support.
First noon, cragged and m sshapen in the day-sky, seemed nearer than the
gli npses of Paravath below. Indeed, the little first nbon was only eight
ti mes the distance from Munt ai n- Foot .

"There is shasos, and there, and there," said Chavo as they were
resting on an imaginary | edge, actually only a band of discoloration on the
rock. "But it is not yet Shasos hinself. Qite soon he, though."

Garamask foll owed Chavo up several quite difficult stretches,
refusing to let a line be strung. And, then there | ooned above them a very
long and very difficult overhang that Garamask knew he woul d never be able
to clinb.

"It is the line again here, Chavo," he said, "and | hate to be
dependent on you. Can even you clinb this?"

"I can clinb this, and it is the hardest of the clinbs. But first |
will tell you sonething here. It is at this place, on the line that | wll
drop, that you will have your encounter with Shasos. He is out there now,
the black dot in the sky, sleeping on furled w ngs, notionless. But he
sl eeps with one eye open, and watches. He will attack you mdway in your
climb up the line. He will rip you apart to get to your kidneys and spleen
He will gobble the eyes out of your head."

"So |'ve been told by another, Chavo. Yes, | renmenber birds in
| egend eating the spleen and liver of a certain one forever."

"I suppose that World-birds and Wrl d-gods eat the spleen, Papa
Garanask, to bring themthrough their time of change. Here we require a
different food."

Chavo the amazing Oganta clinber went up the | ongest and nost
dangerous clinb, flowing like oil up the cliff. He di sappeared and
reappeared to Garamask four different tines, followi ng the contours of the
cliffs, and then he seened to achieve a real base. Soon the very thin |line,
one hundred neters of it, cane down; and Garamask began the very tiring
climb up it.

Hal fway up he was armand | eg weary and sick, and he heard the
sky-whistle. It was the wings of big Shasos powering toward him Garamask
wrapped his legs in the line, having achieved at that point a slope that
supported himslightly, and waited the attack with fist, el bow, and skul
kni ves fl ashi ng.

"Li ke Pronetheus bound to the rock for the attack of the great
birds!" he said. "And why did | never realize that it had to be a high rock
in the sky he was bound to?"

Shasos had a wi ngspan of perhaps twenty neters, and a great head
with sickle jaws. In actual body the bird as about the sane size as
Gar anask.

Shasos was in fast, slashed Garamask deeply over the groin, and
Garanmask jagged the bird still nore deeply in the back of the head. The line
twisted with Garanask. On the second swoop Shasos got Garamask in the snall
of the back, and Garamask countered effectively again into the bird-head.
Agai n, and Shasos gaped open Garamask's | ower side, held there, had hi m now



ri pped open fore and aft; and perhaps he did eat sonewhat of the spleen. But
Garamask snote hal f through the head of the creature, and Shasos staggered
inthe air.

"I have you now," Garamask revel ed. "You die a-w nging. But now you

cone the last time, and you conme for the eyes. You'll gobble them out of ny
head, will you? 'Do not let himdo it to both of themor you will be at a

di sadvantage,' the dead man Allyn told ne. Have at ne, chicken! It's the end
of you."

Shasos did sl ash Garamask over his eye, and sonething was hangi ng
down the man's cheek. Whether it was a fold of flesh or the eye itself
Garamask did not know. He had fist claws into the throat of Shasos, into the
I ong stringy neck that was sinewed |ike a cable. He strained, and the sinews
gave a little. Then they gave up conpletely. He wung Shasos' neck like a
chick for he was a chicken. And the big broken bird fell a | eaf toward the
sl ate-gray cl ouds bel ow.

"I"'mripped up pretty gapingly," Garamask said, "but nothing is
| oopi ng out of nme. | was always a sound man in ny entrails. It's up the
weary clinmb again, and to find the fourth prey that is the nystery to ne and
was the death of Allyn."

So Garanask conpleted the very tiring clinb up the line. He was mnet
by the oafish grinning face of Chavo. They were on top of Bior Muntain, the
third nountain of Three-Muntain.

"I have a nice surprise for you," Chavo boomed. "I will ready it for
you while you rest."

"I have two surprises for you," said Garamask, "and | will have them
ready in due time."

You will do well to weaken the bridge after you have crossed it, and

to keep your gaze fixed on the back of your head, the dead man Allyn had
said. Chavo was busy with his surprise. Garanmask weakened the bridge he had
just crossed, the line he had clinbed, gashing it with heel saber. He didn't
cut it through. It would still, he believed, support his weight goi ng down,
if he had guessed wong, and if he would not have to seek another way down.
But the line would not now support a weight several tines greater than

Gar amask' s.

"I am sol dering a device to a deep boul der," Chavo said. "You from
Wrl d do not understand rock-sol dering, but you will not be able to get this
device loose to fling it off the nmountain; and you will not be able to
si lence it."

"And | amdoing a thing of my own," said Garamask, and he had cut a
small teleor tree with his heel saber and was trinming it with his fist
claws. "We are on top of Bior Muntain, Chavo, and it is a small flat top
and there is nobody here but ourselves. W ere is the fourth prey, the
Bater-Jeno, called either the crag-ape or the frog-man?"

"Bater-Jeno is here," said Chavo. "He sets his signhature, as surely
as Ri ksino set his own bel ow. "

Garanmask had hurriedly sliced a length of Iine from Chavo's pack as
t he sound began, a stronger thing than even the stench of Risino. Wth the
line, Garanask |ashed the teleor pole to one of his el bow sabers that he had
renoved. Then it was over himlike putrid waves, the gaggi ng cacophony of
hittur nmusic and Qganta singing. It was a recorder that Chavo had sol dered
to the rock, but Garamask had a good | ong spear now.

"You will not be able to silence the playing, Papa Garamask," Chavo
chortled. "It will drive you bugs in your last nonents. And Bater-Jeno is
here. He is nyself. O he is yourself. Conme and face ne and we will find out

whi ch. "

Gar amask knocked Chavo down with the butt-end of the teleor-tree
spear. Chavo had not even noticed it. Then Garamask put the blade to the
Qganta's chest, just below the throat arnor.

"You have viol ated the weapon code," Chavo conpl ai ned.

"Not really, Chavo. I'Il give up ny edge and fight the fourth prey



even, after we have talked. If | do go to ny death now, I do not want to go
fuzzy in ny facts as Allyn did. Quick now, Chavo. Tal k! Were is the person
Ccras who killed Allyn? Is he really dead?"

"Dead? No, Papa Garanmsk, he is translated. Ccras (the hunger) has

become Treorai, a noble Rogha. You have talked to this Treorai. It was he
who ate the backbrains of your friend Allyn, and so was transforned."
"Chavo, that hellish nmusic and wailing will burst ny brains! \Wat

wi | dness are you sayi ng? The Oganta bocone Rogha? You are the sane species?"

"Pop your head |ike a pippin, Papa Garanask, drive you bugs. W are
t he sane species, the noble Rogha and the unnoble us. W turn into the
Rogha, but now we can no longer turn into them W have lost the ability to
make the frog-1eap, except under special stimulus."

"Seventh Hell! It's the sane noi se they have down there. May | never
fall so low. Wat is the frog-nystic, oaf? Talk.'

"The frog-leap, it is our transformation from Oganta to Rogha. What
other creature, except the holy frog, changes froma form so unbelievable so
suddenl y? Strangers believe that we are two different species, as they would
beli eve the tadpole and the frog were two different species. W worship the
frog as the high sign of ourselves."

"What went wong, oaf? What happened to the transformati ons? Wat is
the difficulty now? Fill it all in. Nice spear, isn't it?"

"Ni ce spear, Papa Garamask, but | cry foul. The difficulty --
perhaps a cosmic difficulty. For one hundred equival ent years no Qganta has
turned into a Rogha w thout special stimnmulus. W generate as Qganta, and we
live out our lives as Qganta, and we are not able to nmaintain the high
civilization of the Rogha. W have |lost our adult form and we try to regain
it."

"How, Chavo? What does the nmurder of Allyn have to do with this?
flow did the Oganta Ccras becone the Rogha Treorai ? What was his speci al
sti mul us?"

"To eat the back-brains of a Rogha will transforman Oganta into a
Rogha, if both are strong and capable. We calculate that there is enough
there to transform four Oganta. W have al so di scovered (Ccras discovered it
in becoming Treorai) that eating the back-brains of certain fully-charged
Wrld-nen will bring on this transformation in us -- those of such Wrld-nen
who might be able to stay with a mountain-hunt till the fourth prey."

"Lie still, oaf. I'lIl spear you through. What now wi |l happen to
Treorai who was Ccras the murderer of Allyn?"

"What will happen to Chavo, the sun-fall rnurderer of Papa Garanmask?
Treorai's tinme is up, as mine will be after a |like period. Treorai has had
two equival ent years to grow in wi sdom as a Rogha. This very week (he will
not know the tine) he will be set on and killed, and his back-brains eaten."

"*And to keep your gaze fixed on the back of your head,' the
dead-man Allyn told ne," Garamask nused. But the Ccras-Treorai will not die
so. | will finish the business up here, and then I will go down and arrest
the fellow regularly for the nurder."

"And in place of one Rogha there will be four," Chavo continued as
t hough he had not heard Garamask. "In this way we will reestablish the Rogha
and shorten our tinme of waiting. Wien there are agai n enough Rogha, they in
their wisdomw |l be able to find what went wong with the transformations;
and they will find a | ess grotesque way to bring them about

"And you yoursel f, Papa Garanmask, do a good deed in your death this
sun-fall. Fromyour death there will spring four new Rogha."

"You violate a code yourself, Chavo. Dying, or freshly dead, | would
be good for you. And for four of you? | hear your three conpani ons com ng up
the I'ine now, so you think you have ne fresh? WIl the line hold, do you
t hi nk, Chavo?"

"It will hold. Papa Garamask, you have not violated the code of the
[ine al so?"

"Lie still, oaf. Call it what you will. Onh, it will be close, and



will not slash it again. | stand by my bet. It frays, Chavo, it gives a
little, and the highest one of themis so near the top! It gives nore!l It
parts! It breaks! They have fallen, Chavo!"

The Oganta was sobbing and crying noisily on the ground for the
death of his friends, and the deathly ineptitude of the recording seened to
give a fitting dirge. Garamask | aughed with black amusenent, w thdrew the
spear, unlashed the el bow saber fromit and put it on hinmself again. He
| ooked at the Qganta.

"CGet up, Chavo. What is the nane of the fourth prey agai n?"

"It is you, the crag-ape, Papa Garamask, for World-men do | ook funny
to us, and we call you so. Or it is nyself, the frog-man, if | can kill you
here and now and eat and nmake the frog-leap. W fight, Papa Garanask, and
eat your back-brains! Hear my battle-cry on the recorder that you cannot
turn off! Does it not twang beautiully?"

"Damabl e eternal teenagers!" Garamask how ed as they closed in
bl oody battle. "There is enmty between us fromthe begi nning of the worlds!

["I'l break you down! ['11 choke you to death with the strings of your own
hittur."

"Papa Garamask, you lie about frogs' size. | be a very big frog here
very soon."

They fought in the late day on the top of the needle in the sky,
gnashing and knifing in their eschatological fury. And one of them would be
dead by sun-fall.



