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BRI GHT CO NS | N NEVER- ENDI NG STREAM

Peopl e soneti mes becanme exasperated with Matthew Quoin, that tedious old
shuffler. Sometimes? Well, they were exasperated with himalnost all the tine.
It isn't that people aren't patient and kind-hearted. Al of themin our town
are invariably so. But Matthew could sure ruffle a kind-hearted surface.

"Ch, he is so slow about it!" people said of him That wasn't true,

Matt hew s fingers flew lightninglike when he was involved in a transaction. It
was just that so very many novements were required of himto get anything at
all transacted.

And then the stories that he told about his past, a very far-distant
past according to him were worn out by repetition

"Ch, was | ever the cock of the walk!" he would say. "I left a trail of
twenty-dol |l ar gold pieces around the world three times, and that was when
twenty dollars was still worth sonething. | always paid everything with

twenty-doll ar gold pieces, and there was no way that | could ever run out of
them Ten of them a hundred of them a thousand of them | could |ay them out

whenever they were needed. | had a cruse of oil that would never be enpty, as
the Bible says. | had a pocketbook that would never be w thout coin. | was the
cock of the wal k. Plague take it all, | still aml Has anybody ever seen ne

wi t hout noney?"

No, nobody had. It was just that, of late years, it took Matthew s noney
so long to add up. And often people had to wait behind himfor a long tine
while he counted it out, and they becane Sul ky and even furious.

When peopl e becanme weary of listening to Matthew s stories (and of late
years he could feel their weariness for himlike a hot blast) he went and
tal ked to the pigeons. They, at |east, had manners.

"The bloomis off the plumnow," he would tell those red-footed peckers,
"and the roses of life have become a little ratty for me. But | will not run
out of coin. | have the promise that | will not. | got that prom se as part of
a dubi ous transaction, but the pronise has held up now for nmore years and
decades than you would believe. And I will not die till | am death-weary of
taki ng coin out of ny pocketbook: | have that prom se also. How would | ever
be weary of draw ng coins out of my pocket book?

"This began a long time ago, you see, when the pigeons were no bigger
than the jenny-wens are now. They had just started to mnt the Anerican



twenty-dollar gold piece, and I had themin full and never-ending flow. | tel
you that a man can nake an inpression if he has enough gold pieces. Ah, the

| adi es who were ny friends! Lola Mntez, Squirrel Alice, Marie Laveau, Sarah
Ber nhardt, Enpress Elizabeth of Austria. And the high |adies were attracted to
me for nyself as well as for ny noney. | was the golden cock of the gol den

wal k.

"You ask what happened to those gol den days?" Matthew said to the
pi geons, who hadn't asked anythi ng except maybe, "How about springing for
anot her box of Cracker Jacks?"

"Ch, the golden days are still with ne, though technically they are the
copper days now. | was proni sed eight bright eons of ever-flow ng noney, and
the eight of the eons could last (along with nmy life) as long as | wished it
to last.

"And, when the first eon of flow ng noney slipped into the second, it
didn't dimnish my fortune rmuch. It was still an unending stream of gold. Now
they were five-dollar gold pieces instead of twenty-dollar gold pieces, but
when there is no limt to the nunber of them what difference does that nake?
| woul d take one out of ny pocketbook, and imediately there woul d be anot her
one init waiting to be taken."

"I suppose | really had the nost fun when | was known as the Silver
Dol lar Kid," Matthew Quoin told them He was talking to squirrels rather than
pi geons now, and it was a different day. But one day was very mnuch |ike
anot her.

"I never cared overly for noney. | just don't want to run out of it. And
| have the pronise that ny pocketbook will always have one nore coin init. |
liked that sound of silver dollars on a counter, and I'd ring them down as
fast as one a second when | wi shed to make all inpression. And they rang like
bells. I was in ny pleasant maturity then, and life was good to ne. | was the
guy they all noticed. They called ne ' Show Boat' and 'the Silver Doll ar
Sport.' | always tipped a dollar for everything. That was when noney was worth

ten tines what it is now and a dollar was really something. Wat, squirrels,
anot her sack of peanuts, you say? Sure | can afford it! The girl at the kiosk
will be alittle inpatient with ne because it takes the so long to get enough
coins out, but we don't care about that, do we?"

The fact was that Mtiliew Quoin, though he still commanded a shi ning
and unendi ng stream of noney, had a poor and shabby | ook about himin these
days of the eighth coin. As part of an old and dubi ous transaction, he had the
prom se that he could live as |Iong as he wi shed, but that didn't prevent him
frombeconming quite old. He had a grubby little room Je would get up at three
o' cl ock every Friday nmorning and begin to pull coins one at a tinme (there was
no possi ble way except one at a tine) out of his pocketbook. It was one of
those small, three-section, snap-jaw pocketbooks such as nen used to carry to
keep their coins and bills in. It was old, but it was never-failing. Mtthew
woul d draw the coins out one at a time. He would count theminto piles. He
would roll theminto rolls. And at eight o' clock in the norning, when his
weekly rent was due, he would pay it proudly, twenty-seven dollars and fifty
cents. So he would be fixed for another week. It took himfromthree unti
ei ght o' clock every Friday norning to do this; but he cat-napped quite a bit
during that time. Al oldsters cat-nap a |ot.

And it didn't really take himvery long (no nore than five or six
m nutes) to draw out enough coins for one of his sinple [unch-counter neals.
But sone people are a little bit testy at having to wait even five or six
m nutes behind an old man at the cashier's stand.

"I was known as the Four-Bit Man for a few years, and that was al
right," Matthew Quoin said. "Then | was known as the Two-Bit Man for a few
other years, and that was all right too." This was a different day, and
Matt hew was talking to a flock of grackle-birds who were conmtting slaughter
on worms, slugs, and other crawers in the grass of City Park. "It didn't



begin to hurt till I was known as the Dine-a-Tinme Man," Mtthew said, "and
that stuck in the throat of ny pride a little bit, although it shouldn't have.
I was still the cock of the grassy wal k even though | didn't have as many hens
as | had once. | had good | odgings, and | had plenty to eat and drink. | could
buy such clothes as | needed, though it flustered me a bit to nmake a maj or
purchase. W had conme into the era of the hundred-dollar overcoat then, and to
draw out one thousand coins, one by one, with people perhaps waiting, can be a
nervous thing.

"I began to see that there was an el enment of hunor in that dubious
transaction that | had made so many years ago, and that part of the joke was
on me. Oh, | had won every point of argument when we had made that deal. The
pocket book was cal fskin, triple-stitched, and with German silver snap-1latch
It was absol utely guaranteed never to be clear enpty of coin, and it should
| ast forever. Each coin appeared in the very bottom of the pocketbook, that's
true, and the contrivance was rather deep and with a narrow nouth, so it did
t ake several seconds to fish each dine out. But it was a good bargain that I
made, and all parties still abide by it. The Dine-a-Time years weren't bad.

"Nor were the nickel years really. There is nothing wong with nickels.
Damit, the nickel is the backbone of comerce! It was in the nickel years
that | began to get rheumatismin my fingers, and that slowed ne down. But it
had nothing to do with the bargain, which was still a good one."

When the penney years rolled around, Matthew Quoin was quite old. Likely
he was not as old as he claimed to be, but he was the ol dest and stringi est
cock around.

"But it's all as bright as one of ny new pennies," he said to a
multitude of arny caterpillars that was destroying the fine grass in Gty
Park. "And this is the eighth and final eon of the overflow ng nmoney, and it
will go on forever for me unless | tell it to stop. Wiy should | tell it to
stop? The flow of nmoney from my pocketbook is is vital to me as the fl ow of
bl ood through my veins. And the denom nation cannot be dim nished further
There is no smaller coin than the copper penney.

"It didn't go all that bright and shining with Mattlicw Quoin in the
penney years, though. The rheumati sm had bitten deeper into his hands and
fingers, and now his lightning fingers were slow |lightning indeed. The "tine
i s money" saying applied to Matthew nore explicitly than it had ever applied
to anyone el se, and there were quite a few sl ownesses conspiring to eat up his
val uabl e ti ne.

And every time that prices went up, by the same degree was he driven
down. After five years in the peniiy eon he was driven down plenty.

"If it takes me five hours just to draw out and count the noney for ny
week's rent, then things are coming to an intolerable stage with ne," he said.
"Something is going to have to give." Sonething gave.

The government decreed that, due to the general inflation of the econony
and the near-worthl essness of the one-cent piece, or penny, that coin would no
| onger be mnted. And, after a cutoff date in the near future, it would no
| onger be | egal tender either.

"What will | do now?" Matthew Quoin asked hinself.

He went to talk to the people at the Elite Metal Sal vage Conpany,
Scavenger Departnent.

"How much a pound will you give me for copper pennies?" he asked.

"Two cents a pound,"” the man said. "There hasn't been very much copper
i n copper pennies for years and years."

"There is in these," Matthew said. "They follow the specifications of
the earliest nminting." He showed several of themto the man.

"Amazi ng, amazing!" the man said. "They're al nbst pure copper. Five
cents a pound."

"I don't knowif | can live on that or not," Matthew Quoin said, "but
I've no choice except to try."

Matt hew Quoin changed his life style a bit. He gave up his | odgi ng room



He slept in a seldomflooded stormsewer instead. But it was still a hard go.

A nickel a pound! Do you know how many pennies, pulled out rheumatically
one by one, it takes to make a pound? Do you know how many nickels it takes
now just to get a cup of coffee and an apple fritter for breakfast? Matthew
Quoin had started at three-thirty that norning. It would be ten o' clock before
he had enough to take to the Elite Metal Sal vage Conpany to sell for |ega
tender. It would be ten-thirty before he had his scanty breakfast. And then
back to the old penny-fishing again. H's fingers were scabbed and bl eeding. It
woul d be al nbst m dni ght before he had enough (yes, the Elite Metal Sal vage
Comany di d do business at night; that's when they did of lot of their
purchasi ng of stolen netal) to trade in for supper noney. And that would
represent only one hanburger with everything on it, and one snmall gl ass of
spitzo. But Matthew woul d never be clear broke. He was still cock of the
wal k.

"Now here is where it gets rough,” Matthew Quoin said. "Suppose that |
give up and amnot able to live on the bright flow of coins, and | die (for |
cannot die until | do give up); suppose that | die, then | will have lost the
dubi ous transaction that | nmade so long ago. 1'll have been outsmarted on the
deal, and | cannot have that. That fellow bragged that he'd never lost on a
transaction of this sort, and he rubbed it in with a smrk. W'IIl just see
about that. |I've not given up yet, though |I do need one nore small norsel of
food if I'"'mto live through the day. Do you yourself ever get discouraged,
robi n?"

Matt hew Quoin was talking to a |lone robin that was pulling worns out of
t he browned grass that was beginning to be crusted with the first snow of the
season. But the robin didn't answer.

"You live on the prom se of spring, robin, though you do well even now,"
Quoin said. "I also have a new pronise to live for. | have been given a fresh
| ease on life today, though it will be about seven years before |I call put
that lease into effect. But, after you're old, seven years go by just like
nothing. A person in the Inperial Coin Nook (it's in a corncr of the Empire
Ci gar and Hash Store) says that in about seven years my coins will have val ue,
and eventually he will be able to pay a nickel or dine or even fifteen cents
for each of them And that is only the beginning, he says: in fifty years they
may be worth eighty cents or even a dollar each. | amstarting to put one coin
out of every three into a little cranny in ny sewer to save them O course,
for those seven years that | wait, | will go hungrier by one third. But this
promse is like a second sun coming up in the morning. | will rise and shine
withit."

"Bully for you, the robin said.

"So | have no reason to be discouraged,” Quoin went on. "I have a warm
and sheltered sewer to go to. And | have had a little bit, though not enough
to eat today. | hallucinate, and I'ma trifle delirious and silly, | know. [I'm
lighthearted, but |I believe | could make it if | had just one nmore norsel to
eat. This has been the worst of my days foodw se, but they may get a little
bit better if | live through this one. It will be a sort of turning of the
worm for me now. Hey, robin, that was pretty good, the turning of the worm
Did you get it?"

"I got it," said the robin. "It was pretty good."

"And howis it going with yoursel f?" Mtthew Quoi n asked.

"There's good days and bad ones,"” the robin said. "This is a pretty good
one. After the other robins have all gone south, | have pretty good
wor m hunti ng. "

"Do you ever get discouraged?"

"I don't let myself,” the robin said. "Fight on, | say. It's all right
today. |'m about full now "

"Then I'1l fight on too," Matthew swore. "One extra norsel would save ny
life, | believe. And you, perhaps, robin --"

"What do you have in nind?" the robin asked.

"Ah, robin, if you're not going to cat the other half of that worm--"



"No, |'ve had plenty. Go ahead," the robin said.
SELENI UM GHOSTS OF THE ElI GHTEEN SEVENTI ES

Even today, the "invention" of television is usually ascribed to Paul
Ni pkow of Germany, and the year is given as 1884. N pkow used the principle of
the variation in the electrical conductivity of sel eniumwhen exposed to
light, and he used scanning discs as nechanical effectors. Wat else was there
for himto use before the devel opnent of the photo tube and the
current-anplifying el ectron tube? The resolution of N pkow s television was
very poor due to the "slow light" characteristics of sel eniumresponse and the
| ack of anplification. There were, however, several nmen in the United States
who transmitted a sort of television before N pkow did so in Germany.

Resol ution of the inages of these even earlier experimenters in the
field (Aurelian Bentley, Jessy Pol k, Samuel J. Perry, G fford Hudgeons) was
even poorer than was the case with N pkow. |ndeed, none of these pre-N pkow
inventors in the television field is worthy of much attention, except Bentley.
And the interest in Bentley is in the content of his transm ssions and not in
his technical ineptitude.

It is not our object to enter into the argunent of who really did first
"invent" television (it was not Paul N pkow, and it probably was not Aurelian
Bentl ey or Jessy Polk either); our object is to exam ne some of the earliest
true television dramas in their own queer "slow light" context. And the first
of those "slow light" or selenium ("noonshine") dramas were put together by
Aurelian Bentley in the year ]873.

The earliest art in a newfield is always the freshest and is often the
best. Honmer composed the first and freshest, and probably the best, epic
poetry. \Whatever cave man did the first painting, it remains anong the
freshest as well as the best paintings ever done. Aeschylus conposed the first
and best tragic dramas, Euclid invented the first and best of the artful
mat hemati cs (we speak here of mathematics as an art wi thout being concerned
with its accuracy or practicality). And it may be that Aurelian Bentley
produced the best of all television dramas in spite of their primtive aspect.

Bentley's television enterprise was not very successful despite his fee
of one thousand dollars per day for each subscriber. In his heyday (or his
hey-mont h, Novenber of 1873), Bentley had fifty-nine subscribers in New York
City, seventeen in Boston, fourteen in Philadel phia, and one in Hoboken. This
gave himan income of ninety-one thousand dollars a day (which would be the
equi val ent of about a million dollars a day in today's terns), but Bentley was
extravagant and prodigal, and he always insisted that he had expenses that the
world wotted not of. In any case, Bentley was broke and out of business by the
begi nning of the year 1874. He was al so dead by that tine.

The only things surviving from The Wonderful World of Aurelian Bentley
are thirteen of the "slow light" dramas, the master projector, and nineteen of
the old television receivers. There are probably others of the receivers
around sonewhere, and person com ng onto them nmi ght not know what they are
for. They do not | ook nmuch like the television sets of later years.

The one we use for playing the old dramas is a good kerosene powered
nodel which we found and bought for eighteen dollars two years ago. If the old
sets are ever properly identified and beconme collectors' itens, the price on
them may double or even triple. W told the owner of the antique that it was a
chestnut roaster, and with a proper rack installed it could likely be nmade to
serve as that.

W bought the naster projector for twenty-six dollars. We told the owner
of that nmonster that it was a chicken incubator. The thirteen dramas in their
canisters we had for thirty-nine dollars total. We had to add fornal dehyde to
activate the dramas, however, and we had to add it to both the projector and
the receiver; the formal dehyde itself came to fifty-two dollars. | discovered
soon that the canisters with their dramas were not really needed, not was the
master projector. The receiver itself would repeat everything that it had ever



received. Still and all, it was noney well spent.

The kerosene burner activated a snmall dynanmp that inmposed an el ectrical
grid on the seleniummatrix and awakened the nenories of the dranas.

There was, however, an oddity in all the playbacks. The filmfix of the
recei ver continued to receive inpressions so that every tine a "slow light”
drama is presented it is different, because of the feedback. The resolution of
the pictures inproves with use and is now nmuch cl earer and nore enjoyabl e than
originally.

The librettos of the first twelve of the thirteen Bentley dramas are not
good, not nearly as good as the librettos of the Jessy Pol k and the Saruel J.
Perry dramas later in the decade. Aurelian Bentley was not a literary nan; he
was not even a conpletely literate nman. Hi s genius had many gaping holes in
it. But he was a passionately dramatic man, and these dramas whi ch he hinself
devi sed and directed have a great sweep and action to them And even the
librettos fromwhich he worked are val uabl e for one reason. They tell us,

t hough sonetinmes rather ineptly and vaguely, what the dranmas thensel ves are
all about. Wthout these outlines, we would have no idea in the world of the
meani ng of the powerful dranas.

There was an unreality, a "ghostliness", about all the dramas, as though
they were made by sewer |ight underground; or as if they were nmade by poor
quality moonlight. Renmenber that the el ement seleniumthe netal that is not a
nmetal ), the chemical basis of the dramas, is named from Sel ene, the noon.

Bentl ey did not use "nmoving pictures" of quickly succeeding frames to
capture and transmt his live presentation dramas. Although Miybridge was in
fact working on the zoopraxi scope (the first "moving picture" device) at that
very time, his still inconmplete work was not known to Aurelian Bentley. Samuel
J. Perry and G fford Hudgeons did use "noving picture" techniques for their
primtive television dramas later in the decade; but Bentley, fortunately
per haps, did not. Each of Bentley's thirty-mnute |live dramas, however it
appeared for the first tinme in the first television receiver, was recorded in
one single matrix or frame: and, thereafter, that picture took on a life and
gromh of its own. It was to sone extent independent of sequence (an effect
that has been attenpted and failed of in several of the other arts); and it
had a free way with tinme and space generally. This is part of the
"ghostliness" of the dramas, and it is a large part of their power and charm
Each dranma was one evol ving nmonent outside of tine and space (though nostly
the scenes were in New York City and the Barrens of New Jersey).

O course there was no sound in these early Bentley dramas, but let us
not go too far astray with that particular "of course". "Slow sound" as well
as "slow light" is a characteristic of seleniumresponse, and we will soon see
that sound did in fact creep into sone of the dranmas after much replaying.
Whet her their total effects were accidental or by design, these early
tel evision dramas were absol utely uni que.

The thirteen "slow light" dramas produced by Aurelian Bentley in the
year 1873 (the thirteenth of them the nysterious Pettifoggers of
Phi | adel phia, |acks Bentley's "Seal of Production", and indeed it was done
after his death: and yet he appears as a major character in it) the thirteen
wer e these

1. The Perils of Patience, a Damable Chase. In this, Carinda Calliope,
who was possibly one of the greatest actresses of Anerican or world drang,
pl ayed the part of Patience Palmer in the title role. Leslie Whitemansion
pl ayed the role of Sinon Legree. Kirbac Fouet played the part of "the Wip", a
sinister character. X Paul MCoffin played the role of "the Embal ner". Jaine
del Diablo played "the Jesuit", one of the nost nmenacing roles in all drana.
Torres Malgre played "the Slaver", who carried the forged certificate show ng
that Patience had a shadow of black bl ood and so m ght be returned to slavery
on San Croix. Inspiro Spectral ski played "the Panther" (ls he a Man? Is he a
Ghost?), who is the enbodi nent of an evil that is perhaps from beyond the
worl d. Hubert Saint N cholas played the part of "the Guardian", who is really
a fal se guardi an.



This Dammabl e Chase is really a galloping allegory. It is the allegory
of good against evil, of |ight against darkness, of inventiveness against
crude obtuseness, of |life against death, of openness against intrigue, of |ove
agai nst hatred, of courage against hellish fear. For excitement and intensity,
this drama has hardly an equal. Time and again, it seemed that the Enbal nmer,
striking out of the dark, would stab Patience with his needle full of the
dread enbalnming fluid and so trap her in the rigidity of living death. Tine
and again, it seened that the Whip would cut the flesh of Patience Palnmer wth
his long lash with viper poison on its iron tip that would bring instant
death. At every eventuality, it seemed as though Sinmon Legree or the slaver
woul d ensl ave her body, or the Jesuit or the Panther woul d ensl ave her soul
And her nysterious Guardi an seens al ways about to save her, but his every
attenpt to save her has such reverse and disastrous effects as to cast doubt
on the honesty and sincerity of the Guardi an

A high point of the drama is the duel of the |oconptives that takes
pl ace during a tenpestuous night in the West Orange Shipping Yards. Again and
again, Patience Palnmer is all but trapped on railroad trestles by thundering
| oconotives driven by her adversaries (the West Orange Switching Yards seemto
consi st alnost entirely of very high railroad trestles). Patience finally gets
control of a | oconotive of her own on which to escape, but the | oconotives of
her enem es thunder at her fromevery direction so that she is able to switch
out of their way only at the last brink of every noment.

The Enbal ner attenpts to stab her with his needl eful of enbalnming fluid
every time their |oconptives pass each other w th double thunder and only
i nches to spare. The Whip tries to lash her with his cruel lash with its
poi soned tip; and the Slaver threatens her with the outreached forged
certificate of color, and only by fantastic cringing can she cringe back far
enough to keep from being touched by it as their |oconotives roar past each
other in opposite directions.

It seens inpossible that the racing | oconotives can cone so cl ose and
not hit each other, with their dazzling switching fromtrack to track. And
then (Ch, CGod save us all!) the Panther (Is he a Man? Is he a Devil?) has
| eapt fromhis own | oconotive to that of Patience Palner: he is behind her on
her own | oconotive, and she does not see him He comes cl oser --

But the clinmax of The Perils of Patience is not there in the Wst O ange
Switching Yards. It is at a secret town and castle in the Barrens of New
Jersey, a castle of evil repute. In this place the enem es of Patience were
assenbling a gang of beaters (slack-faced fellows with their tongues cut out),
and they were readyi ng bl oodhounds to hunt Patience down to her death. She
somehow obtains a | arge wagon piled high with hay and pulled by six |arge the
hi gh-spirited horses. Wth this, she boldly drives, on a storny night, into
the secret town of her enem es and down that jagged road (there was a
lightning stormgoing on that made everything seem jagged) at the end of which
was the castle itself. The bl oodhounds | eap high at her as she passes, but

t hey cannot pull her fromthe wagon.

But the Panther (Is he a Man? |Is he a Beast?) has |eapt onto her hay
wagon behi nd her, and she does not see him He cones cl ose behind her - But
Patience Pal mer is already naking her nove. Driving unswervingly, carrying out
her own intrepid plan, at that very noment she raises a key in her hand very
high into the air. This draws the |lightning dowmn with a stunning flash, and
the hay wagon is set ablaze. Patience | eaps clear of the flanm ng hay wagon at
the [ ast possible monent, and the blazing, hurtling inferno crashes into the
tall and evil castle to set it and its outbuildings and its whole town abl aze.

This is the flamng climax to one of the greatest chase dramas ever.

This final scene of The Perils will be net with often later. Due to the
character of the "slow light" or seleniumscenes, this vivid scene | eaks out
of its owmn framework and is superinposed, sonetinmes faintly, sonetines
powerful ly, as a ghost scene on all twelve of the subsequent dranas.

2. Thirtsy Daggers, a Murder Mystery. This is the second of the Aurelian
Bentl ey television dramas of 1873. C arinda Calliope, one of the nobst tal ented



actresses of her tinme, played the part of Maud Trenchant, the Grl Detective.
The actors Leslie Whitemansion, Kirbac Fouet, X Paul MCoffin, Jainme de

Di abl o, Torres Malgre, Inspiro Spectral ski, and Hubert Saint N chol as played
power ful and nenacing roles, but their identities and purposes cannot be set
exactly. One must enter into the bloody and thrilling spirit of the dranma

wi t hout knowi ng the details.

More even than The Perils of Patience does Thirsty Daggers seemto be
freed fromthe bonds of time and sequence. It is all one unfolding noment,
growi ng always in intensity and intricacy, but not follow ng a straight |ine
of action. And this, acconpanied by a deficiency of the libretto, leads to
conf usi on.

The libretto cannot be read. It is darkened and stained. Chenica
anal ysis has revealed that it is stained with human bl ood. It is our belief
that Bentley sent the librettos to his clients decorated with fresh human
bl ood to set a nood. But tinme has spread the stains, and al nbst nothing can be
read. This is, however, a highly interesting drama, the earliest nurder ever
done for television

It is nearly certain that Maud Trenchant, the Grl Detective, overcones
all the menaces and solves all the crinmes, but the finer details of this are
| ost forever.

3. The Great Bicycle Race, the third of the Bentley television dranas,
has that versatile actress Clarinda Calliope playing the lead role of July
Meadowbl oomin this joyful and allegorical "journey into sumrertine". It is in
The Great Bicycle Race that sound makes its first appearance in the Bentley
dramas. It is the sounds of all outdoors that are heard in this drama, faintly
at first, and nore and nore as time goes on. These are country and village
sounds; they are county-fair sounds. Though the sounds seemto be an
accidental intrusion (another ghostly side-play of the sel eniumresponse
magi c), yet their quality lends belief to the evidence that the full and
original title of this drana was The Great Bicycle Race, a Pastoral

But there are other sounds, sonetinmes angry, sonetimes inploring,
someti nes arrogant and nenacing -- nore about themin a bit.

Sheep and cattle sounds are all through the play; goat and horse and
swi ne sounds; the rattle of ducks and geese; all the wonderful noises of the
countrysi de. There are birds and grasshoppers, wi ndnmlls and wagons, people
calling and singing. There are the sounds of carnival barkers and the chants
of gamblers and shills. There are the shrieks and gi ggl es of young peopl e.

And then there are those intrusive sounds of another sort, the separate
overlay. These seemto be nostly indoor sounds, but som- tinmes they are
out door grandstand sounds al so, bristling talk in the reserved shadows of
crowd noi se and roari ng.

"No, no, no. I'll not be had. What sort of a girl do you think I anP"

"Al'l these things | will give you, Clarie. No one else would give you so
much. No one else would ever care so nuch. But nowis the tinme for it. Nowis
the sumrer of our lives. Now we cut hay."

"Let's just see the price of a good hay barn first, Aurie. Let's just
get some things down on paper right now. W are tal king about a sunmertine
check that is as big as all sumer. And we are tal king about a nuch | arger
settlenent to back up the other seasons and years."

"Don't you trust me, darie?"

"OfF course | trust you, Ben tie baby. | trust that you will get that
trust fund that we are tal ki ng about down on paper today. | ama very trusting
worman. | believe that we should have a trust fund to cover every condition and

ci rcunst ance. "
Qdd talk that, to be mxed in with the sound of The G eat Bicycle Race.
The race was in conjunction with the Tri-county Fair, which counties
wer e Canden, d oucester, and Atlantic. The bicycle racers rode their
twenty-mle course every afternoon for five afternoons, and careful tine was
kept. There was betting on each day's race, but there was bigger betting on
the final winner with the lowest total tine for the five days, and the kitty



grew and grew. Fromthe great fairground grandstand, one could see al nbst al
of the twenty-mile course that the riders rode, or could followit by the

pl umes of dust. The grandstand was on high ground and the whol e countryside
was spread out before it. Cattle and rmul es were paraded and judged in front of
t hat grandstand, before and during and after that daily race; then the race
(for the approximate hour that it took to run it) was the big thing. There
were seven drivers in the race, and all of themwere world fanous: 1. Leslie
VWhi t emansi on drive on a Von Sauerbronn "Special" of fine German craftsnmanship.
Thi s machi ne, popularly known then as the "whizzer", would get you there and
it would bring you back. It was very roadworthy and surprisingly fast.

2. Kirbac Fouet was on an Ernest M chaux Magicien, a splendid machine.
It had a socket into which a small sail mght be fitted to give greater speed
on a favorable w nd.

3. X. Paul McCoffin was on a British Royal Velocipede. There are two
thi ngs that may be remarked about the British Royal: it had solid rubber tires
(the first rubber-tired bicycle ever), and it had class. It had that cluttered
austerity of line that only the best of British products have.

4. Jaine del Diablo was on a Pierre Lallenment "Boneshaker"™ with its
iron-tired wooden wheels, the front one nuch | arger than the rear

5. Torres Maigre was on an Anerican-built Richard Warren Sears
Roadrunner, the first all-iron machine. "The only wood is in the heads of its
detractors" was an advertising sl ogan used for the Roadrunner.

6. Inspiro Spectralski (Is he a Man? Is he a Cannon Ball?) was riding a
Mcracken's Conet. This conmet had won races at several other county fairs
around the state.

7. Hubert Saint Nicholas had a nmachine such as no one in the state had
ever seen before. It was a French bicyclette naned the Suprene. The bicyclette
had the pedals fixed to drive the back wheel by the ingenious use of a chain
and sprocket wheel, and so was not, strictly speaking, a bicycle at all. The
true bicycles of the other six racers had the pedals attached directly to the
front wheels. There was one syndicate of bettors who said the bicyclette had a
nmechani cal advantage, and that Hubert would win on it. But other persons nmade
j okes about this rig whose back wheel would arrive before its front wheel and
whose driver would not arrive before the next day.

It was on these great riders that all the six-shot ganbl ers around were
wagering breath-taking sunms. It was for themthat sports cane fromas far away
as New York City.

Clarinda Calliope played the role of Aoria CGoldenfield, the beauty
gqueen of the Tri-county Fair in this drama. But she al so played the role of
the "Masked Alternate Ri der Nunber Seven". (All the racing riders had their
alternates to ride in their places in case of energency.) And O arinda al so
played a third role, that of Rakesly Rivertown, the splurging ganbler. Wo
woul d ever guess that the raffish Rakesly was being played by a woman? The
aut hor and director of The Great Bicycle Race did not know anythi ng about
G arinda playing these latter two roles.

The grandstand, the bandstand, the pleasures of a country carnival in
the sumrertinme! And the "slow snells" of the seleniumdirected matrix just
becom ng ripe and evocative now Snell of sweet clover and tinothy hay, or hot
horses pulling buggies or working in the fields, snells of candy and sausage
and sumer squash at the eating places at the fair, snmells of dusty roads and
of green noney bei ng counted out and t hunped down on betting tables for the
bi cycl e race! And then again there was the override of intrusive voices
breaking in on the real summer drama just by accident.

"Clarie, | will do handsonely by you in just a day or so. | have placed
very, very heavy bets on the bicycle race, and I will win. | ambetting
agai nst the wildest ganbler in this part of the country, Rakesly Rivertown,
and we will have the bet up to a cool nmillion with one nore raise. He is
betting the field against nunmber seven. And nunber seven will win."

"I have heard that this Rakesly Rivertown is about the sharpest ganbler
anywhere, and that he has a fine figure and makes and extraordi nary



appear ance. "

"Afine figure! Wiy, the fraud is shaped like a girl! Yes, he is a sharp
ganbl er, but he doesn't understand mechani cs. Nunmber seven, the Suprene, has a
rear-wheel drive with gear-rati o advantage. Hubert Saint N cholas, who is
ridi ng nunber seven, is just toying with the other riders so far to get the

bets hi gher, and he can wi n whenever he wants to. | will win a mllion dollars
on the race, my love. And | will give it to you, if you act a little bit nore
like nmy |ove."

"Surely your love for me should transcend any results of a bicycle race,
Aurie. If you really loved ne, and if you contenpl ated maki ng such a gift to
me, you would make it today. That woul d show that your appreciation and
af fection are above nere fortune. And, if you can't |ose, as you say that you

cannot, you will have your nmoney in the sane anmount won back in two days
time, and you will have made me happy two days |onger."

"Al'l right, |I guess so then, Clarie. Yes, I'll give it to you today.
Right now I'lIl wite you a check right now "

"Ch, you are a treasure, Aurie. You are a double treasure. You can't
guess how double a treasure you are!"

The wonderful Tri-county Fair was near its end, and its Great Bicycle
Race with it. It was the last day of the race. Hubert Saint N cholas on nunber
seven, the Supreme, the French bicyclette with the mechani cal advantage, was
leading the field by only one minute in total elapsed tine going into that
| ast day's racing. There were those who said that Hubert could win any time he
wanted to, and that he stayed so close only to keep the bets a-grow ng.

And the bets did grow. The nysterious ganbler with the fine figure and
t he extraordi nary appearance, Rakesly Rivertown, was still betting the field
to wi n agai nst nunber seven. And a still nore nysterious ganbler, working
t hrough agents, was betting on nunber seven to place, but not to win. These
latter bets were quickly covered. Number seven would win, unless sone terrible
calamty overtook that entry; and, in the case of such terrible calamty,
nunber seven would not finish second, would not finish at all nost |ikely.

The seven intrepid racers were off on their final, mad, twenty-nile
circuit. Interest was high, especially with noneyed ganbl ers who foll owed the
riders fromthe grandstand with their binoculars. At no place was the w nding,
circuit course nore than four mles fromthe grandstand; and there were only
three or four places, not nore than three hundred yards in all, where the
racers were out of sight of the higher tiers of the grandstand. One of those
pl aces was where Little Egg Creek went through Little Egg Meadow. Sornet hing
nmyst eri ous happened near Little Egg Creek Crossing that neither the libretto
nor the enacted drama itself nakes clear

Hubert Saint Nicholas, riding the French bicyclette, number seven, the
Supreme, with the rear-wheel drive and the nechani cal advantage, was unsaddl ed
from his nount and knocked unconsci ous. The race naster later and officially
entered this incident as "A carel ess rider knocked off his bicycle by a tree
branch,” though Hubert swore that there wasn't a tree branch within a hundred
yards of that place.

"I was slugged by a lurker in the weeds," Hubert said. "It was a
crimnal and fraudul ent assault and | know who did it." Then he cried, "Oh,
the perfidy of wonen!" This latter seened to be an unconnected outcry; perhaps
Hubert had suffered a concussion.

Fortunately (for whon?) the alternate rider for number seven, the
Mysterious (though duly certified) Masked Rider, was in the vicinity of the
acci dent and took control of the bicyclette, the Supreme, and continued the
race. But nunber seven, though having a one-nminute |ead ere the race began
did not win. Nunber seven did come in second though in total elapsed tine.

The G eat Bicycle Race is a quaint little drama, with not much plot, but
with a pleasant and bucolic atnosphere that grows nore pl easant every time the
drama is played back. It is a thoroughly enjoyable "Journey into Sumertime".

And there were a few nore seconds of those intrusive "ghost" voices
breaking into the closing nonments of the pastoral drana.



"Clarie, | have been took bad, for a big wad, and | don't know how it
happened. There is sonething funny about it all. There was sonething funny and
fam liar about that Masked Alternate Rider for nunber seven. (I swear that |
know hi m from sonewhere!) And there has al ways been somet hi ng doubl e funny and
fam | iar about that ganbler Rakesly Rivertown. [|I swear and be dammed if |
don't know himfrom somewhere!]"

"Don't worry about it, Aurie. You are so smart that you will have al
t hat noney made back in no time at all."
"Yes, that's true, | will. But howcan | wite and produce and direct a

drama and then get taken in it and not know what happened?”

"Don't worry about it, Aurie.”

I nyself doubt very much whether Aurelian Bentley knew about the "sl ow
sounds"” from nowhere-town that sonetinmes broke into the playing of his dramss,
much | ess the "slow snells" which now began to give the dramas a character al
their own.

4. The Voyages of Captain Cook was the fourth of the Bentley-produced
tel evision dranmas of the year 1873. In this, Carinda Calliope played the role
of Maria Masina, the Queen of Polynesia. |If The G eat Bicycle Race was a
journey into sumertine, The Voyages of Captain Cook was a journey into
tropi cal paradise

Hubert Saint Nichol as played Captain Cook. Inspiro Spectraiski (Is he a
Man? |s he a Fish?) played the Shark CGod. Leslie Witenansion played the
M ssionary. X. Paul MCoffin played the Vol cano God. Torres Malgre played the
God of the WAl king Dead. Jaine del Diablo played Kokomoko, the bronzed surf
boy and | over boy who was al ways hol ding a huge red hibi scus bl oom between his
white teeth.

The people of the South Sea Islands of the Captain Cook drama were
al ways eating possum and sweet potatoes and fried chicken (a nisconception)
and twanging on little banjoes (another m sconception) and tal ki ng southern
U S. Darky Dialect (but these ghost voices were not intended to be heard on
the tel evision presentation).

The conplete libretto for The Voyages of Captain Cook has survived
whi ch makes us grateful for those that have not survived for several of the
dramas. The story is replete. It is better to disregard the libretto with its
si mul t aneous curses invoked by the Shark God, the Vol cano God, and the God of
t he Wal ki ng Dead, and to give onself over to the charm of the scenery, which

is remarkabl e, considering that it was all "filnmed", or "seleniummatrixed"
in the salt swanps of New Jersey.
The anomal ous intrusive voices are in this drana again, as they will be

in all the subsequent dranas.
"A 'South Sea Bubble', yes, that's what | want, Aurie, one that can't
burst. Use your inmagination [you have so very much of it] and your finances

[you have so very nuch of those] and come up with sonmething that will delight
ne."

"I swear to you, Clarie, as soon as ny finances are in a little better
order, | will buy any island or group of islands in the Pacific QOcean for you.
Do you hear me, Carie? | will give you any island or group you wi sh, Hawaii,
Sampa, Fiji. Nane it and it is yours."

"So many things you pronise! But you don't prom se them on paper, only
on air. Maybe | will find a way to make the air retain the prom ses you nmake."

"Not on paper, not on air, Clarie, but inreal life. I will make you the

real and living Queen of Polynesia."

The essence of the South Sea appeal is just plain charm It nmay be that
this Bentley drama, The Voyages of Captain Cook, was the original charm bush
whence many things bloomed. No, in things of this sort, it is not necessary
that a scion ever be in contact with its source or even know its source.

W thout the Voyages would there ever have been a Sadi e Thonpson, would there
have been a Nellie Forbush? Wuld there have been a N na, daughter of Al mayer?
Well, they wouldn't have been as they were if Carinda Calliope hadn't, in a
way, played themfirst. Wuld there have been a Wite Shadows of the South



Seas if there hadn't first been The Voyages of Captain Cook? No, of course
there woul dn't have been.

5. Crimean Days was the fifth of the Aurelian Bentley tel evision dramas.
In this, the nultitalented C arinda Calliope played the role of Florence
Ni ghti ngal e, of Ekmek Kaya, a Turkish lady of doubtful virtue who was the
nunber-four wife and current favorite of the Turkish admral, of Chiara
Mal donado, a young | ady canmp follower with the arnmy of Savoy, of Katya
Petrova, who was a Russian princess as well as a triple spy, and of C audette
Boud in, a French lady journalist. Cla rinda al so masqueraded as C audette's
twin brother C aude, a colonel with the French forces, and as such she |led the
French to a surprising victory over the Russians at Eupatoria. The
unmasquer aded C aude hi msel f was pl ayed by Apoll o Mont-de-Marsan, a young
actor making his first appearance in the Bentley dramas.

The Crimean War was the last war in which the field officers of al
sides (Leslie Whitemansion was a British field officer, Kirbac Fouet was a
French, Jaine del Diablo was an officer of the forces of Savoy, Torres Malgre
was the Turkish admiral, Inspiro Spectral ski was a general of the Czar, X
Paul MCoffin was a special observer of the Pope), after their days of
tactical nmaneuver and sonetines bl oody conflict, would dress for dinner and
have formal dinner together. And it was at these dinners that C arinda
Cal liope, in her various guises, shone.

There was a wonderful and many-leveled table intrigue, and | believe
that nore and nore of it will come through every time the drama is replayed.
And it was here in this drama that one of the npbst strange of the
Bent | ey-effect phenonmena first appeared. There is unm stakabl e evidence that
some of the subvocalizations (thoughts) of the people were now to be heard as
"sl ow sound", which was really seleniumtriggered "slow thought". Some of
these manifestations were the role thoughts of the actors so strangely
vocalized (Carinda Calliope, for instance, could not speak or think in any
tongues except English and her own Pennsylvania Dutch in normal circunstances:
but in her triple spy roles we find her thinking out loud in Turkish and G eek
and Russian); and other of the vocalizations are the real thoughts of the
actors (the amazingly frank intentions of Leslie Whitemansion and of the new
Apol 1 o Mont-de-Marsan as to their |lady |oves of the evening after they should
have received their two-dollar actors' fee for the day).

It was a wonderful play and too intricate to be described. This one,
above all, has to be seen. But again there was the anomal ous intrusion of
voi ces that were not a part of the scenes of the play: "Get rid of that Geek
Wp kid, Carie. | told himhe was fired, and he said that he would stick
around and work for nothing. He said he Ioved the fringe benefits. Wat are
fringe benefits? I told himl'd run himoff, and he said that this was the

free state of New Jersey and that no one would run himoff. | won't have him
around. "

"Ch, Aurie, there isn't any G eek Wp kid. That was ne playing that role
too. AmIl not talented to play so many roles? And you will not fire ne from
this role. I will continue to play it, and | will be paid for it. It isn't the
principle of the thing either: it's the two dollars.™

"Yes, | understand that much about you. But you say that was you playing
the part of that smart-nmouth Apoll o Dago G eek? That couldn't be. |'ve seen
you both at the same tinme. |'ve seen you two together too many tines. 1've
seen you snmoochi ng each ot her."

"Ah, Aurie, that was quite an advanced technique and illusion, not to

nmention doubl e exposure, that | used there. What other actress could play both
roles at once and get away with it?"

"Your techniques and illusions are beconing a little bit too advanced,
Clarie. And do not be so sure that you are getting away with it."

Al'l through Crinmean Days, there was sone tanpering with history going on
for dramatic effect. The Light Brigade, for instance, was successful inits
famous charge and it won a great victory. But the final outcome of the war was
left in doubt. Aurelian Bentley had somehow becone a strong partisan of the



Russi ans and he refused to show thembeing finally defeated by the allies.

6. Ruddy Linbs and Flaming Hair is the sixth of the Bentley television
dramas. In this piece, the dramatic O arinda Calliope plays the part of
Miot hu, the Maid of Mars, for the Ruddy Linbs and Flaming Hair are on the
planet itself. There are sonme fantastic elenments in this piece, as well as
amazing scientific accuracy. There is, in fact, a technical precocity that is
really stunning. Aurelian Bentley has foreseen circunstances that even the
scientific community did not then see, and he has dealt with those
ci rcunst ances.

He posits, for instance, an atnosphere conposed nostly of an
enomagneti zed, di gammated, attenuated form of oxygen. Being eno-nmagnetized,

t hat at mosphere would naturally cling to its planet even though the gravity
woul d not be strong enough to retain it otherw se. Being digamuated, it would
produce no line in the Martian spectrum would have no corona or optica
distortion effect, and could in no way be detected from Earth. And yet a human
Earthly would be able to breathe it freely.

This was a good-natured utopian drama of total realization and
happi ness. The Ruddy Linbs and Flam ng Hair apply both allegorically to the
planet Mars and literally to the highly dramatic O arinda Calliope as Miothu
Muot hu di spl ayed rather nore of the ruddy linbs than were ordinarily shown on
Earth, but it was explained that custons on Mars were different.

Ruddy Linbs and Flaning Hair was the last of the dramas in which the
apparently tormented and di sturbed Aurelian Bentley still showed the strong
hand of the master as scenarist, dramaturgi st, director, and producer
generally. After this we come to the four "Trough of the Wave" dranms, and
then the three bewildering and hectic displays on the end of the series.

7. The Trenton Train Robbery is the seventh of the Bentley tel evision
dramas, and the first of the four "Trough" plays where Aurelian Bentley and
his effects are sunken in the slough of despond and have |ost their brightness
and liveliness and hope. W will pass through them quickly.

In the Train Robbery, the peerless O arinda Calliope plays Roxana
Roundhouse, the daughter of the slain |oconotive engineer Tinothy (Trai nman)
Roundhouse. Arnmed with a repeating rifle, a repeating shotgun, a repeating
pistol, and a few pocket-sized bonbs, Roxana rides the rods of the crack

Trenton Express in the effort to catch or kill the murderers of her father
These nurderers have sworn that they will rob that very Trenton Express again.
And Roxana Roundhouse does catch or kill all the nurderers of her

father. In spite of sone good shots of |andscapes rushing by, this is not one
of Aurelian Bentley's best efforts.

And again the voi ces of unknown persons creep into the drama:

"You' ve already flayed ne, Carie, and scraped both sides of ny pelt for
what ever might cling to it. What nmore do you want from me? Go away w th your
| over and | eave ne alone." And then in a fuzzier voice (apparently the
"t hought voice" nmade vocal) the sane person said or thought: "Ch, if only she
woul d go away fromne, then | night have a chance! For | will never be able to
go away from her."

"Grow nmore skin, Aurie," the other voice said. "I'mnot nearly finished
fleecing you and flaying you. Ch, don't look so torn up, Aurie. You know
could never | ove anyone except you. But a little token of our love is required

now and t hen, and especially now, today. Yes, | know you are going to use you
old line, 'l gave you a nmillion dollars |ast week,' but Aurie, that was | ast
week. Yes, | know that you have expenses that the world wots not of. So do |
Believe nme, Aurie, | wouldn't ask for these tokens of affection if | didn't
want them" And then in a fuzzier voice, a "thought voice", the sanme person
said or thought: "1'Il never get another fish like this one and | sure can't

afford to lose him But gentle handling doesn't get it all the tinme. Wen the
hook in himshows signs of working |oose a bit, it has to be set in again with
a very hard jerk on the line."

8. Six Guns on the Border is the eighth of the Bentley television
dramas. In this drama, Carinda Calliope (is there no end to her versatility?)



pl ays the part of Conchita Allegre, the hal f-breed Apache and Mexican girl, on
the Arizona border during the Mexican War. Conchita hates the Anerican

sol diers who are invading that area. She has them cone to her secretly, wth
prom ses of |ove, and then she has them anbushed and killed. She kills many of
them herself with her own six gun, and she makes anti macassars out of their
skins. The sort of gentlenen that Conchita really likes use a lot of oil on
their hair so Conchita needs a | ot of antinmacassars at her house.

But there are a few of the American officers so awkward and oafi sh that
Conchita sinply can't stand to have nuch to do with them not even |ong enough
to seduce them and have themkilled. These horrible specinens are: Captain
James Pol k (played by Leslie Witenansion).

CGeneral Zachary Tayl or (played by Kirbac Fouet).

Captain MIlard Fillnmore (played by X. Paul MCoffin).

Captain Franklin Pierce (played by Jaime del D ablo).
Capt ai n Janes Buchanan (pl ayed by Torres Ml gre).

Capt ai n Abraham Li ncol n (played by I nspiro Spectral ski).
Capt ai n Andrew Johnson (pl ayed by Apoll o Mont-de-Mrsan).

Captain Sam Grant (played by Hubert Saint Ni chol as).

There was a lot of historical irony in this play, but maybe it bel onged
sonewhere el se.

There was a | ot of "Conedy of Manners" stuff in it but it falls alittle
flat, nostly because the eight oafish officers spared by Conchita were too
unmannerly to be in a conedy of manners.

Aurelian Bentley cane near the bottomof his formin this piece. But for
the energy of darinda Calliope (she played five other parts besides that of
Conchita) there would have been hardly any dranma at all

And, as always, there were those intrusive voices hovering over the
pl aybacks.

"Clairie, believe nel Believe ne! Believe ne! | will do all these things
for you. |I promse it."”

"Yes, you promise it to the earless walls and to the earless ne. Prom se
it to the pen and ink and paper here."

"CGet rid of that Apollo kid first, Clarie.”

"You get rid of him You have a | ot of rough-Iooking nen around."

9. Carence G eenback, Confidence Man was the ninth of the Aurelian
Bentl ey tel evision dramas. Hubert Saint Nicholas played the role of O arence
Greenback, the casino owner. It was the first time that Carinda Calliope had
not played the lead role in a drama. Is it possible that d arinda had sonehow
slipped? O was this another instance of the left | obe of Aurelian Bentley
having lost its cunning, and casting badly. The talented prestidigitator of
drama did not have his sure touch nowadays. Ch sure, Carinda played other
roles in the drama, but she did not have the |lead role.

C arinda played the role of Getchen, the sweep-out girl at the casino.
She played the role of Maria, the nounting-block girl in the street outside
t he casino. She played the role of Elsie, the chimey-sweep girl. She played
the part of Hennchen, the scullery maid in the third and vilest kitchen of the
casino. She played the part of Josephine, the retriever who had to gather up
the shattered bodies of the suicides bel ow Suicide Leap Wndow of the casino
and take themto East Potters' Field and dig their graves and bury them Elsie
made a good thing out of her job, fromthe gold teeth of the |ate patrons of
t he casino, but the dramati st and producer did not know about the good thing
she had there.

There were hazards in all these different roles.

"No, of course we can't put out the fires for you to clean the
chi meys, " said Leslie \Witenmansion, who was in charge of fireplaces and
chi meys at the casino. "Clean themhot." And it was very hot working inside
those tall chimeys with the fires roaring below, and Elsie the chi mey-sweep
girl suffered.

For keeping a copper coin that she found whil e sweeping out the casino,
t he sadi st Baron von Steichen (played by X. Paul MCoffin) had G etchen hung



up by her thunbs and fl ogged.

And Maria, the nmounting-block girl, who had to stand in the nmuddy street
out side the casino and bend her back for the gentlemen to step on her when
t hey nmounted or dismounted their horses, she had it worse on the nuddy days.
Oh, the great nmuddy boots of those nmen! Maybe they're trying to tell ne
somet hing," Clarinda Calliope spoke or thought (by slow tal k-thought). "I do
like subtle people."” But a good actress can play any role, and d arinda has
her revenge today. Hardly anyone renenbers the plot for C arence G eenback
Confidence Man, but everyone renenbers the tribulations of those pretty little
servant girls.

And then there were those other intrusive voices of the overlay. It was
al nrost as if they bel onged in another sort of drana.

"Clarie, this has to stop. Not counting the special gifts, and they're
fantastic, I'"'mgiving you ten times as nmuch as the President of the United
States is naking."

"I"'mten times as good at acting as he is. And how about ny speci al
gifts? - and they're fantastic. Wiy do you have all the private detectives
runni ng around the | ast couple of days? To spy on ne?"

"To spy on everything and everyone. To save ny life. Frankly, Carie, |
am afraid of being nmurdered. | have prenonitions of being killed, with a
knife, always with a knife."

"Like in Thirsty Daggers, a Murder Mystery? That one wasn't really very
wel | worked out, and |I believe it's one of the things bothering you. Your

undermind is |looking for a better solution, | believe, for a neater nurder. It
is seeking to enact a nore artistic murder. | believe it will do it. | believe
you will conme up with quite an artistic nurder for yourself. There are good

nmur ders and bad nurders, you see.”

"Clarie, | don't intend to let nyself be killed at all, not by either a
good or a bad nurder."

"Not even for art's sake? It seenms it would be worth it, for the perfect
murder, Aurie."

"Not when |'mthe nurdered one, Carie."”

Then, a nmoment | ater, the femal e person said or thought something
further, in a "slow thought-voice".

"Someti nes persons have perfection thrust upon themin spite of
t hensel ves. An artful nurder for Aurie would rmake up for a lot of the mad art
that he's been guilty of lately."

10. The Vanpires of Varuma was the tenth of the Aurelian Bentley
television dramas. This is the fourth and | ast of the "Trough of the Wave"
dramas, which show Bentley's dramatic powers in al nost conpl ete decline and
hinself mightily disoriented. Yet, in this bottom ng-out, there is a curious
resurrection of his powers in a slightly different form H's sense of plotting
and story novenment did not return yet, but his sense of dramatic horror as
nmotive force was resurrected to its highest pitch

C arinda Calliope played Magda the peasant maid, Mss Cheryl Sonerset,

t he governess from Engl and, and the Princess Irene of Transylvania. Al three
of these had been traveling to Castle Khubav on rational errands by the
regul ar coach of the road; and each of the three had seen all the other
passengers di smount hastily, and had then experienced the coach horses being
whi pped ahead frantically by an invisible coachman, or by no coachman at all.
And each of these |adies had arrived, on successive days, in the apparently
driverless coach, not at Castle Khubav, but at the dread Castle Beden. And

i nside the Castle Beden were the seven ("no, not seven, eight" was witten
into the libretto in a weirdly different hand) insane counts in their castle
of evil. These were: Count M ad mel, played by Leslie Witemansion

Count lgork, played by Kirbac Fouet.

Count Lascar, played by X Paul MCoffin.

Count Chort, played by Jaine del D ablo.

Count Sangressuga, played by Torres Ml gre.

Count Letuchaya, played by Inspiro Spectralski (ls he a Man? Is he a



Bat?) Count U v, played by Hubert Saint N chol as.

And then there is another one added in the libretto in that weirdly
di fferent hand: Count Prividenne, played by Apoll o Mnt-de-Marsan

There is a slip-up here somewhere. Apollo is supposed to have been
"gotten rid of", to have shuffled off the nortal coil, and the sheriff's
report said that he died of indigestion. But if Apollo has not been "gotten
rid of" then certainly noney was paid in vain.

The seven (or eight) evil counts are sonetimes conventional counts in
eveni ng cl ot hes and nonocl es. And sonetinmes they are huge batw nged creatures
flitting ponderously down the lightning-lit corridors of Castle Beden. The
castle, in fact, is the main character in the drama. It does not have fornma
lighting, as it is lit by lightning all twenty-four hours of every night
(there is no daylight at Castle Beden). The floors and walls how and chains
rattl e constantly. The counts have sonetinmes conventional six-inch-Iong
eyeteeth, and then suddenly they will have holl ow fangs ei ghteen inches | ong
and deadly. And there is a constant |lot of howing and scream ng for what is
supposed to be a silent television drana.

A flying count will suddenly fold his bat wings and | and on the broad
bosom of one of the three mmidens and have into her throat with his terrible
bl ood-sucki ng fangs. And every tinme it happens, there is a horrible flopping
and screechi ng.

The voice of Clarinda Calliope is heard loud and clear and real in a
sl ow angry sound.

"Damm t, Aurelian, that's real blood they' re taking out of ny throat."

And cane the suave voice of the nmaster dramati st Aurelian Bentley (but
the voices shouldn't be breaking in like this): "Right, Clarie. It is on such
verisimlitude that | have built my reputation as a master."

Clarinda, in her three roles, seemed to lose quite a bit of blood as the
drama went on, and she fell down nmore and nore often. And the drama was a
howl i ng and bl oody success, no matter that the story line was shattered in a
t housand pi eces -- for each piece of it was Iike a withing bl ood snake that
gluts and gl oats.

And then, after the drama itself was ended in a spate of final blood,
there came those intrusive voices that seemed to be out of some private drana.

"Aurie, if you are worrying about being killed, how about providing for
me before it happens?”

"I leave you half of my kingdom ah, estate, Clarie, right off the top
of it. My word is good for this. And stop falling down."

"I"'mweak. It took a lot out of me. Yes, your witten word i s good on
this, Aurie, if it is witten and attested to in all the right places. Let's
take care of that little detail right now"

"Clarie, ny spoken promise is enough, and it is all that | wll give. |
hereby attest that half of ny estate, off the top, belongs to you. Let the
eared walls of this roombe witnesses to what | say, Carie. If the walls of
this roomw Il swear to it, then surely they will be believed. Now don't
bother me for a few days. | will be busy with sonething el se. And stop falling
down. It's annoying."

The fenmal e person then said or thought sonething in a fuzzy

t hought -voice: "Yes, | believe | can nmake the walls of this roomattest for ne
when the tine cones. (I mght have to put in another anplifying circuit to be
sure.) And | believe that the attesting walls will be believed."

The mal e person then said or thought something in a fuzzy thought-voice:
"I have M ss Adeline Ad dans now. Wy should | care about this Calliope cl own?
It's irritating the way she keeps turning chal k-white and falling down. |
never saw anyone meke such a fuss over nine quarts of blood. But now Lamon a
new and nore glorious dawn road. Is it not peculiar howa man will fall in
love with one wonman and out of |ove with another one at the sane tinme?"

11. The Ghost at the Opera is the eleventh of the Aurelian Bentley
television dramas in the year 1873. The Chost is based on Verdi's |
Trovatore, but Bentley's production is quite original for all that. The role



of Leonora is played by M ss Adeline Addans. But the sane role is also played
by Carinda Calliope, who was originally selected to play the role by herself.
Thi s busi ness of having two different persons playing the sane role creates a
certain duality, one mght alnpst say a certain duplicity, in the dranma.

The "CGhost" is the doubling: it is the inept and stunbling O arinda
trying again and again to sing parts of the Leonora role and falling in it
totally and being jerked off stage by the stage manager's crook; and it is the
beautiful and brinmm ng geni us Adeli ne Addans com ng on and perform ng the sane
role brilliantly. This provides the "cruel conedy" that is usually lacking in
Verdi; for, without cruelty, only a limted success is ever possible in opera.
But C arinda took some very bad falls fromthe stageman's crook jerking her
of f her feet, and besides she was still weak and falling down fromall the
bl ood she had lost in her roles in The Vanpires of Varuma. She was suffering.

"Why do you go through with it, darinda?" Hubert Saint N chol as asked
her once in an outside-of-the-play-itself voice. "Why do you allow yourself to
be tortured and hunmiliated |ike that?"

"Only for the noney," Carinda was heard to say. "Only for the actor's

fee of four dollars a day. | amclear broke and | amhungry. But if | can
stick it out to the end of the opera, | will have four dollars tonight for ny
wages. "

"Four dollars, Carinda? The rest of us get only two dollars a day. Are
you pl ayi ng another role that | don't know about ?"

"Yes, | amalso playing the role of WI helnina, the outhouse cleaner."

"But | thought that you had mllions fromthat old tyrant, Carinda."

"I't's gone, Hubie, all gone. | had expenses that the world wotted not
of . I gave Apollo nost of the noney when | was in love with him And | gave

the rest of it today to do a special favor for ne.

"You gave the noney to himtoday? But he was buried yesterday."

"Time seens to go faster as we get ol der, doesn't it?"

Meanwhi | e, back on the opera stage, a new Verdi was being hanmered out.
Leslie Witemansi on was playing Manrico. X Paul MCoffin was playing
Ferrando. Hubert Saint N cholas was playing Count di Luni. Apolllo
Mont - de- Marsan was playing the ghost. But was there a ghost in the libretto
besi des the doubl e ghost of the two femal es playing the sane rol e? Yes, there
was; there was a real ghost in the libretto. It was witten in there in a
queer "other" hand, really a "ghostly" hand, and it wote that Apollo was
playing the role of the ghost.

So the nerry conmic opera went along alnost to its end. It was just when
Manrico was being led to the executioner's block and the evil Count di Luni
was gloating in triunmph, when everything was finally being shaped up in that
drama that had sone pl easure for everybody, that a horrible thing happened in
one of the |loges or boxes that overhung the stage.

Aurelian Bentley was knifed there in his box at the opera. Ch God, this
was murder! "Your mind is |looking for a better solution, | believe, for a
neater nurder." OCh, that had been the voice of another sort of ghost. But now,
to be slain by the ghost of a man dead only a day or two, and in the presence
of several thousands of persons here! (For it was, possibly, none other than
Apol | o Mont - de- Marsan, who had been "gotten rid of", who was getting rid of
Aurelian Bentley.) And again:

"There are good nmurders and bad murders, you see.... It seens it would
be worth it, for art's sake, for the perfect nurder." Aurelian Bentley was
stabbed to death in his box at the opera there, but even he had to admit, with
some appreciation, as he went, that it was done with art.

And i medi ately, as the opera on stage cane to its great concl usion
there welled up cries of "Author, Author, Bentley, Bentley!"

Then the dying (or nore likely dead) man rose for the last tinme, bowed
formally, and tunbled out of his box and onto his face on the stage, stark
dead, and with the thirsty (now sl aked) dagger tw nkling between the bl ades of
hi s shoul ders.

What ot her man had ever made such an exit fromor on life's stage! That



was Theater! That was Dramal!

12. An Evening in Newport was intended to be the twelfth of the Bentley
tel evision dramas. But it was never produced; possibly because of the death of
its producer. It exists only as a libretto.

The was a high society "drama of nmanners", as Mss Adeline Addans knew
it, as Aurelian Bentley with his quick mnd and quick mimcry knewit fromhis
brief brushes with it. But does not a drama or comedy of manners depend
largely on the quip and the arch aphorisn? How could it be done in silent
presentation?

By art, that's howit night be done: by the perfect art of the silent
m nes, and Aurelian Bentley was master of that art. By the gestures, by the
facial inplications, by great silent acting this m ght be done. Was there any
devastating riposte that she could not give with her autocratic hands? It was
never tested, but Aurelian believed that she was pretty good.

On the lower level, An Evening in Newport was a one-sided dual between
M stress Adeline Addans of New port, playing the role of Mstress Adel a Adans
of Newport, and Carinda Calliope, playing the role of Rosal een O Keene, a
l ow, vicious, ignorant, filthy, bad-mannered, fifth parlor maid newy arrived
fromlreland. It was a stacked set in favor of Adeline/Adel a.

On the higher level, the drama was the passionate portrayal of the total
| ove of a beautiful and wealthy and intelligent and charmi ng and aristocratic
young | ady (Adeline-Adela) for a man of surpassing genius and ineffable charm
a man of poise and power and heroic gifts, a man the |ike of whomw |l hardly
appear once in a century. The drama was supposed to take on a note of hushed
wonder whenever this man was nmentioned, or so the libretto said. The libretto
does not identify this exceptional man, but our own opinion is that the
l[ibrettist, Aurelian Bentley, intended this hardly-once-in-a-century nman, the
object of the torrid and devoted | ove of Mss Adeline Addans, to be hinself,
Aurelian Bentl ey.

But An Evening in Newport, intended to be the surpassing climx of that
first and still unsurpassed tel evision series, was never produced.

13. Pettifoggers of Philadel phia is the noncanonical, apocryphal
thirteenth apocal ypse of The Wonderful World of Aurelian Bentley, that first
and greatest television series. There is no libretto to it. There is no formal
production, and it does not carry the Bentley "Seal of Production". But it
does repose in one of the old tel evision receivers, the one that was
Aurelian's own control receiver, the one that was in Aurelian's own | uxurious
den where he spent so many hectic hours with Clarinda Calliope and later with
Adel i ne Addams. It reposes there, and it may be seen and heard there.

Though Bentl ey was al ready dead when these scenes were ordered and
live-presented, yet he walks in themand talks in them The experience of
hearing the thoughts and words of a hovering dead man spoken out |oud and of
seeing himas if in the flesh is a shattering but dramatic one.

The setting and sole scene of Pettifoggers of Philadel phia is that sane
[ uxurious den of Aurelian Bentley's, first placed under court seal, but then
opened for a nmeeting which, as one of the parties to it stated, could not
validly be held anywhere el se. A probate judge was present, and pettifoggers
representing several of the parties, and two of the parties thenselves. It was
a hearing on the disposition of the estate of Aurelian Bentley, of what m ght

be left of that estate, he having died w thout having made a will. But one of
the parties, Carinda Calliope, insisted that Bentley had made a will, that
the will was in this particular roomand no other, that the will in fact was

this roomand the eared and tongued walls of it.

There seened to be several meetings in this room superinposed on one
anot her, and they cannot be sorted out. To sort them out woul d have been to
destroy their effect, however, for they achieved syntheses of their severa
aspects and became the true neeting that never really took place but which
contained all the other meetings in one theatrical unity.

The pettifogger of a second cousin once renmoved was there to present the
claimof that distant person, as next in kin, to the estate of Aurelian



Bent | ey.

The pettifogger of Adeline Addans of Newport was there to present the
claimof Adeline to the estate, clains based on an irrefutable prom se. This
irrefutable prom se was the marriage |license for Aurelian Bentley and Adeline
Addanms. It was not signed or witnessed, of course. The marriage, the
pettifogger said, had been scheduled to take place on a certain night after
the presentation of an opera, that was contained in a television drama, that
was contained in a riddle. But Aurelian Bentley had been killed during that
opera, which voided the prospect of marriage, but he did not void the prom se.

There were pettifoggers there for the different creditors. And all the
pettifoggers were from Phil adel phi a.

And there was Clarinda Calliope representing herself (as Portia, she
i nsisted, and not as a pettifogger), and she clainmed rights by a promi se too
big and too intricate to be put on paper

There was the probate judge of the private hearing who anbl ed around the
[ uxurious den flipping a silver dollar in the air and hunming the MG nty's
Sal oon Waltz.

"Ch, stop flipping that silly silver dollar and get on with the matter
of the probate,"” Mss Adeline Addans conplained to that nitwit judge.

"The silver dollar is the matter of the probate,” the judge said. "The
dollar is inmportant. It is the soul and body of what this is all about."

The piles of paper began to accumrul ate on the tables there. There were
t he docunents and attestations of the distant next of kin, of Adeline Addans,
and of the creditors in their severality. And not one scrap of paper did
G arinda Calliope put forward.

"Enough, enough,"” said the judge after the flood of paper had narrowed
down to a trickle. "Stop the paper,"” but he didn't stop flipping that silver
dollar or humming that MG nty's Saloon Waltz. "All a-sea that's going a-sea
Mss Calliope, it is time you laid a little evidence on the table if you are
to be a party to these hearings."

"My evidence is too large and too living to lay on the table," O arinda
said. "But listen, and perhaps | ook'. Due to the nagic of the selenium' sl ow
response' principle, and to the walls of this very roombeing wired parallel
to the receiver in this room we nay be able to bring to you a veritable
reconstruction of past words and avowal s and persons."

And pretty soon the voice of the once-in-a-century nman began, ghostly at
first, and then gradually taking on flesh

"Ch, Aurelian!" Adeline Addans squeal ed. "\Were are you?"

"He is here present, in this roomwhere he spent so many wonderful hours

with ne," Carinda said. "All right, Aurie baby, talk a little bit clearer and
start materializing."

"Al'l these things | will give you, Clairie," cane the voice of Aurelian
Bentl ey, and Bentley was there in shadow form of hinself. "No one el se would
gi ve you so nuch. No one else would ever care so much... trust ne, Carie.”

Aurelian Bentley was standing there solidly now It was a
t hr ee-di mensi onal projection or re-creation of him comng into focus from al
the eared and eyed and renenbering walls of the roomthat was wired in
parallel to the television receiver. Aurelian stood in the nmidst of themthere
in his own |uxurious den

"Clarie, | will do handsonely by you... a nillion dollars, nmy |love, and
Il will give it to you." Ch, these were startling and convi nci ng words com ng
fromthe living ghost there! "I swear to you, Clarie... | will buy any island
or group of islands in the Pacific Ocean for you... Hawaii, Sanoa, Fiji. Name

it and it's yours."
What man ever nmade such tall prom ses and with such obvious sincerity?

"Not on paper, not on air, Clarie, but inreal life. I will make you the
real and living queen.”

If they will not listen to one risen fromthe dead, whomw || they
listen to?

"Clarie, believe me, believe ne, believe ne! | will do all things for



you. | promise it." How are you going to top sonmething |like that?

"I leave you... my kingdom ah, estate, Clarie. My word is good for
that."

It was all in the bag, and the drawstring was being tightened on the
bag.

"I hereby attest that... nmy estate... belongs to you. Let the eared
wal s of this roombe wtnesses to what | say, Clarie. If the walls of this
roomw |l swear to it, then surely they will be believed."

The i mage of Aurelian Bentley disappeared, and his sound was
extingui shed with a sharp snipping sound. Adeline Addanms was putting a
sci ssors back into her handbag.

"I've neant to find out what wire there was for several times," she
said. "That sort of shuts it all off when the wire is cut, doesn't it?"

"Here, here, you are guilty of destroying ny evidence," C arinda
Cal liope said. "You can go to prison for that! You can burn in fire for that!"

A sudden flam ng hay wagon with a wild woman driving it rushed into the
room and seemnmed about to destroy everyone in the room Everyone cringed from
it except Cdarinda and the probate judge. The flam ng hay wagon did crash into
all the people of the room but it did them no damage. It was only a scene
fromone of the earlier plays. You didn't think that C arinda had only one
circuit in that room did you? But several of the persons were shaken by the
threat.

"Good show," said the probate judge. "I guess it wins, what there is
left to wn."

"No, no," Adeline cried. "You can't give her the estate?"

"What's left of it, sure," said the judge, still flipping the silver
dol | ar.

"It isn't the principle either," said Carinda, "it's the dollar." She
pl ucked the silver dollar out of the air as the probate judge was stil
flipping it.

"This is the entire residue of the estate, isn't it?" she asked to be

sure.

"Right, Calliope, right," the judge said. "That's all that was |eft of
it."

He continued to flip an invisible coin into the air, and he whistled the
| ast, sad bars of the MG nty's Sal oon Waltz.

" Anybody know where a good actress can get a job?" C arinda asked.
"CGoing rates, two dollars a day per role." She swept out of the roomw th head
and spirits high. She was a consummte actress.

The ot her persons fade out into indistinct sounds and indistinct shadows
nt he ol d kerosene-powered tel evision receiver

The prospects of retrieval and revival of the first and greatest of al
tel evision series, The Wonderful World of Aurelian Bentley, recorded and
produced in the year 1873, is in grave danger

The only true and conplete versions of the series reposes in one single
tel evision receiver. Aurelian Bentley's own control receiver, the one that he
kept in his own | uxurious den where he spent so many happy hours with his
| adies. The original librettos are stored in this set: they are, in fact, a
part of this set and they may not, for inexplicable reasons, be renoved to any
great distance fromit.

Al the deep and ever-growing side talk, "slowtalk", is in this set
(Al the other sets are nute.) Al the final dranma Pettifoggers of
Phi | adel phia is recorded on this set and is in none of the others. There is a
whol e gol den era of television recorded in this set. | bought this old
kerosene-burning treasure fromits | ast owner (he did not know what it was: |
told himthat it was a chestnut roaster) for eighteen dollars. Now, by a
vexi ng coincidence, this |last owner has inherited forty acres of land with a
fine stand of chestnut trees, and he wants the chestnut roaster back. And he
has the | aw on his side.

| bought it fromhim and | paid himfor it, of course. But the check



gave himfor it was hotter than a seleniumrectifier on a shorted circuit.

I have to make up the eighteen dollars or lose the receiver and its
stored wealth.

| have raised thirteen dollars and fifty cents fromthree friends and

one eneny. | still need four dollars and a half. Ch wait, wait, here is
ni nety-ei ght cents in pennies brought in by the "Children for the Wnderful
Wrld of Aurelian Bentley Preservation Fund". | still need three dollars and

fifty-two cents. Anyone wi shing to contribute to this fund had best do so
qui ckly before this golden era of television is |lost forever. Due to the
fussi ness of the government, contributions are not tax-deductible.

It is worth preserving as a remmant of that early era when there were
giants on the earth. And, if it is preserved, someday someone will gaze into
the ol d kerosene-powered receiver and cry out in astonishnent in the words of
the G eatest Bard:

"-what poet-race Shot such Cycl opean arches at the stars?"

SPLI NTERS

The three town-and-country men kept |oose hours, so it was just one
o' clock in the norning when they began to talk of going fishing at once.

"I't would help if we knew what the weather would be for the next few
hours,"” Charles Penstock said. "If it will be fog, we can go and jug for
bul | head catfish on Silly Ghost Cove on Keystone Lake. If it will clear to a
quick frost, we can drag for walleyes on Tenkiller. Or we can dynanmte for
pond pi ckerel on Ool agab."

"If it is heavy dew, we can spear frogs on Euchie," Ed Rivet said. "What
did the weat hernan gi ve on the eveni ng news?"

"He gave predictions that are now three hours old," Qto Pankration
said. "That's too old. We'll just have the weatherman up and see what he says
now. He might be intuitive and hit it sharp if we get himout of his sleep.”

"\What are you going to do, Oto, phone Voiles and wake hi m up?" Penstock
asked.

"More than wake himup, 1'Il bring himhere. Ah yes, nl bring himhere,"
Oto said calmy. But to was shaking in a nervous sort of passion. That
meant -- well, it neant that he was being excessively Otoish. Penstock and

Ri vet | ooked at each other.

Ch, oh! they thought, alnost audibly and al nost in concert. Here we go
again with a stamrer! How can Oto outdo Oto tonight?

Oto Pankration was someti nes an i nposi nman, and that was his public
reputation. But sonetinmes he was a dubi ous venture of a fellow The latter was
nost often the case when he was with his cronies Penstock and Rivet.

"So bring the weatherman here then, OQto," Penstock said.

"Ah yes, well, you see this high-voltage assenbly here --" Oto began.

"The one by which you call spirits fromthe vasty deeps, as you said the
ni ght before last?" Ed Rivet asked. "It is inpressive and expensive-| ooking,
yes, and you should be able to use it as a prop for sone good illusions. But

it looks like an electric furnace to ne, and not a high-voltage assenbly at
all.”

"It looks like it, and it isn't,"” Oto answered. "Well then, to the
busi ness at hand." He turned on the mechanismthat |ooked |ike an electric
furnace and wasn't. It didn't spark, it didn't fiash. It growl ed and hunmed a
l[ittle bit. That was all.

And a man was standing there, bare-shanked and angry, and apparently
just tunbled out of his sleep. Al right, pretend to be uni npressed! Pretend
to be blas6 about it all. A man had materialized in the roomright there! Oto
had outdone Oxto again tonight. Wether or not the feat should conme undone
later, it was absolutely top stroke now

The bare-shanked and angry and confused man was Hector Voiles, the nost
noteworthy of the |ocal TV weatherpersons. Well, was Hector really there, or



was he a projection? O was he present and yet unsubstantial in some other
way?

"How have you brought me here, Pankration?" Hector wheezed. "You could
at |least have let ne put on pants."

"Think 'pants,' Hector, and you will be wearing pants,” OQto bl ared.
"Pants are the slightest of illusions at best. Now tell us what the weather
will be for the com ng hours."

"But | haven't the reports here, or the charts, or even the
i nstruments.”

"You are yourself the instrunent,” Oto said. "Be intuitive! Tell us
what the weather will be. Then you can go back to bed."

This wasn't in Oto's big hone. That was sort of above them and around
the coner. it wasn't in to's laboratory either. It was a snmall room half
underground, fitted out for the confort of Oto and his cronies, and otherw se
filled with a junble of instrunents and equi pnment that seemed to be out of
present use. This was Oto's Little Den. O it was Little Gto's Den.

"It is overcast and m sty now," Hector Voiles said. The light didn't
pick himout very well in that room and indeed the roomwas poorly |ighted.
O else they were all lowresolution persons tonight. "But it will clear
within an hour, and then it will quick-frost. Quick-frost, yes, but only at
ground level will it freeze. At instrunment level it will not fall bel ow
thirty-seven degrees. And for a fortnight hence the weather will be good for
eidolons. Ch | wonder why | said that? | wonder what | meant?"

"Thank you, Voiles," Oto Pankration said. "Quick-frost you said, and
what ever el se you said doesn't matter. Leave now. "

"l don't know how," said Hector, the bare-sbanked weat her nan.

"Go the sane way you cane,"” Oto said with a nean edge to his voice.

"I can't. | don't know bow | cane here," said the suddenly shivering
Hector.

"Be intuitive. Divine a way," Oto said. "Go fromus now and go back to
bed. "

Hector Voil es the weat herman becanme unsubstantial and unhi nged. He
urunaterialized, and he was gone. And Oto Pankration, Charles Penstock, and
Ed Rivet |oaded into Ed's car to go to ol agah Lake to dynamite for pond
pi ckerel . The dynam ting goes so nmuch nore crisply when there cones a quick
frost.

How would Otto outdo Otto on that one? Sluff it off if you can, but it
had been a pretty good trick. Oto had materialized a known man agai nst that
man's will. He may have used TV data to build the prospectus for a projection,
but it was not a TV inage that was projected. Hector Voiles did not appear
bar e- shanked and newl y awakened and humbling on TV. Hector had been caught in
the actual nonment. He had been jerked out of his sleep and brought to Gto's
Little Den, or to Little Oto's Den.

But it was hard in ordinary circunstances to think of Gtto Pankration as
alittle man, for he was quite |arge.

What would Otto do for an encore now? How woul d he top the
materi al i zati on of Hector Voil es?

VWll, he didn't really top it. It was already tops. Wat he did next was
materialize two slightly nore interesting people. One of these he materialized
publicly, the public being those two cronies Charles Penstock and Ed Rivet.
But the other one he materialized privately, for hinself alone. He dipped the
di pper for TV persons agai n.

"I amnot restricted to them" OQto explained, "but they are handy
objects to sight on and to orient ny equi pnent on. And, of course, | amstill
experimenting. | will grab and project TV persons, but | win not take themin
their TV attitudes."

He next took Barry MNary, that local TV pundit and all-points expert
who was so filled with urbanity and scope and interest. He took Barry as he
was in the early-nmorning hours (this was the follow ng early norning), but he



didn't take hi m bare-shanked or bew | dered.

Barry was there suddenly, in Little Oto's Den, in a rich crinmson
dressi ng gown, and snoking an in-style pipe whose genuine aroma filled the
cluttered room You cannot fake an aroma like that. And Barry MNary brought
his own setting with himwhen he came. He was in his own easy chair, reading a
book of his own, with his own side table beside himand his own m dni ght Tokay
at hand. And he gl anced at the three town-and-country nmen with absol ute
boredom Then he continued his reading, not for effect, but because it was his
pl easure. Little Oto might materialize Barry there, but there was no way t hat
he coul d conpel the interest of this pundit.

"Barry McNary, pundit and punko, you will answer questions for us now, "
Oto said ponderously. "Aye, and you will do tricks, as | order you to do
them Do you know any reason that | amnot able to order you to do tricks?"

"The reason is that | amnot here," Barry said, "and | have no know edge
of this ronp, nor interest in it. Hound dogs, in some manner you have got hold
of the equivalent of an old and di scarded undershirt of mne to worry and
toss. So worry it then, dogs! But it is long discarded, and | amnot in it."

Oto tried again and again to dom nate Barry McNary, and he got nowhere.
Barry woul d not answer at all, or he would answer denolishingly. Barry MNary
was whipping Little Oto at every turn. A projection should not be able to
whip its projector and constructor |ike that. Barry had a dangerous validity
about himeven though he said that he wasn't there. It was bad enough to be
whi pped by a commanded and controlled thing who didn't act as if he were
controlled. It was even worse to be whi pped by a mere shadow, or by a nere
di scarded undershirt. Then Barry MNary |left himw thout being disnissed, and
he refused to return

Still and all, Oto had nmaterialized a second known man, onr of nore
nmonent than the first one, Hector Voiles. Wo else in town was doing any
authentic materializing at all? And, as Oto said, he was still experinmenting

wi th these new t echni ques.

Then OXto materialized still another TV person, Evangeline Aster, a rea
sparkler. He materialized Evangeline privately, telling no one about it, not
even his two close cronies. of course, he was proud to be able to materialize
and sumon and command such a sparkler as Evangeline, but the pleasure he
wanted with her was private

Oto brought Evangeline to himevery night for a week. But it started a

little slowy.
"The rule is that a person brought here by me nust obey ny every
conmmand,” Otto said at an early sunmons. "I nmade that rule, just as | nmade you

to conme here.”

"Ch let's just forget the whole thing," Evangeline said. This was the
second ni ght of their encounter and Evangeline was in woolies, though she had
been in scanties the first night, not expecting to be transported. "I really
don't like it here at all and | want to go back. Let ne go."

"You and | are going to have one of the great affairs of the century,
Evangeline," Oto said. "Now, to make up for lost time, | will force you to be
in rapport with nme."

"Forced rapport is no rapport at all," Evangeline said, |ike one
reciting an axiom "This isn't like you, M. Pankration, and it surely isn't
i ke ne.

"No. It isn't like us. It is us," Little Otto said. Wait a mnute!l Dr.
Oto Pankration had the nane of being a witty and interesting man. How do you
square that with the Oto of these encounters?

But farther than that, Dr. OQtto Pankration had the reputation O being
absol utely courteous, of being just as absolutely uninvolved, of being a man
with no crudity in himat all. Mreover, he was conpletely faithful to the
menory of his dead wife. But Gtto-in-the-fiesh here was the hot-breathing
opposite of that.

And Evangel ine Aster, that beautiful sparkler of a woman (she hersel f



had coi ned the nanme "The TV Sparkler" for herself), she had al ways been a
consummat e comic. She was even that still nore rare thing on the current
scene, a clean conmic, a comic with class (she also had coined that phrase for
hersel f). Evangeline had style, she had probity, she had a husband on an

i mportant foreign mssion at the nonent.

(A comc with class? This baggage here?)

She had known Dr. Otto Pankration for five years. But -,he hadn't at al
known this Little Gto who had sumtmmoned her to these cluttered quarters here.

"I have a fine old nanme, one of the nost respected of the ancient Danes
of Europe -- Pankration," Little Otto said. "But it is really the nane of a
wrestl e named ' Rough and Tunble.' Let us tunble now, Evangeline."

"Ch let's just forget the whole thing," Evangeline said dully. How could
this living sparkler seemso dull?

"You and |, Evangeline, we are to have one of the great affairs of the
century," Oto said again, "and | believe that we are falling a little bit
behi nd schedule. Let's pick up the pace and make up for lost time and
passi on."

So they did. They carried it through. And, for a week there, they had
one of the great affairs of the century. NVell, maybe it was a bad century.
And maybe the great affairs are pretty ordinary when they are stripped donvn.

After the fifth night, Evangeline stopped watching it.

She stopped watching it? But she was in it, wasn't she?

Evangel ine Aster went to see Dr. Sigmund |zzersted. She was about to
enter the great marble portals of his fampus Coucherie when she heard the
doctor call to her in a curious small voice.

"Ch Mss Aster, were you coming to see ne?" The voice came fromthat
little side street (it was nmore a shady lane) that ran along the north
boundary of the lzzersted conplex. "Just come through this little door in the
wal | and into ny special consulting roomand we will have a consultation," the
doct or said.

"I never saw that door in the wall before," Evangeline told him "I
don't even believe that | can go through a door that little. Well, | cane down
sort of to see you, but you're so expensive that | just don't know whet her
can afford another session.”

"Ch | pay no attention to noney," the little doctor said (Little? No one
had ever thought of himas little before), "since noney inpinges nowhere into
t he psychol ogy of persons and is of no major interest to them What have I
been chargi ng you?"

"A hundred dollars an hour or part of an hour. It's always at |east two

hundred dollars a session even if it lasts no nore than eight mnutes -- you
know, four minutes in one hour and four minutes in another."”

"Ch that's way too rmuch, Mss Aster,"” Dr. lzzersted said. "I couldn't
afford to go to nyself at that rate. | don't make enough. How about two

dollars for as long as the session takes?"

"Are you kidding, doctor?"

"M ss Aster, no! When a psychol ogi st starts kidding, well, that blows
himfor a psychologist. He mght as well break up and be done with it."

They went throuch the little door in that wall along the shady | ane. The

consulting roomthat they cane into was quite snall, and Evaneline said that
the couch | ooked like a doll couch
"It will fit you," the doctor said. "Lie down."

Evangel ine | ay down on the couch and it fit her.

"Your problem your problem ah yes," Dr. lzzersted said. "You have been
sleeping in woolies for the past few nights, and you never slept in woolies
before in your life. You don't understand it, and neither do I."

"How di d you know | had been sleeping in woolies?" Evangeline asked.

"Ah yes," Dr. lzzersted began again. "It is a series of very realistic
dreans you have been having, and you are thoroughly ashamed of the role you
are playing in them But you justify yourself by saying that it is not you in



the dreanms. It is sonebody else. You are nerely watching whil e sonebody el se
in your body cavorts through the episodes. And then you have ceased even to
watch them Is that what you are trying to tell nme?"

"I haven't told you anything yet; but yes, that's the case. Wiy is this
consultation roomso little, and why does it seemto be in a different place?
Yes, | watch mnyself, or sonebody else who is got up to look like e, doing
these things, as | mght watch themin a drama. But | watch themfromthe
outside. On the other hand, it is nyself who does them for |I am bruised and
worn fromthemevery norning. Did you know that -reat affairs of the century
are very bruisy? But, on still another hand, there is sonethi ng secondhand
about mny bruises, as though they were transferred to ny body from anot her
one."

"Bubbly, mghty bubbly, Mss Aster," Dr. lzzersted said. "Do you know
that some days are very good for blowi ng soap bubbles (I blow a lot of soap
bubbl es in my business), and sonme days are terrible for it? Yes, on a bad day
you can add all the clycerin and gloop that you wish to the m xture and you
will still not be able to bl ow decent bubbles. And some fortnights are good
for flying eidolons; but nost times are very poor for it. This is an excellent
fortnight for flying them | don't know why this should be."

"What is an eidol on?" Evangeline asked.

"It was an eidolon of yours, Mss Aser, and not yourself, that carried
on one of the great affairs of the century with the eidolon of a prom nent
man. VWhat we are realiv havinc, this fortnight is an eidolonic epidenmic. But I
wasn't sure that the prirnaries were aware of their own eidolons. You seemto
be, to sonme extent, aware of your own."

"Then |I'm not responsible for what my ei dol on does?"

"OfF course you're responsible for it, Mss Aster. Tt,@re is sonething
wrong going on in you, and that's the way it comes out."

"But | haven't done anything wong."

"But you are going to do sonething wong, nurder or arson or sone such
And ei dol ons sonetinmes bl ow before the wind and arrive at a crux before their
primaries."

"And t hese ei dol ons have separate bodi es?"

"Very infrequently do they have substantial bodies, Mss Aster. Shadow
bodi es nostly. But this fortnight, as | say, is very bubbly, very good for
flying eidolons. |I believe that there are at |east half a dozen solid ones
flying in this city of a half mllion. That is an unusually | arge conponent.
But it isn't so unusual over a long haul. Every undertaker, after a fortnight
such as this, gets bodies that he knows are sinply not authentic. OCh they have
nmeat and they have weight, but they are inconpletely and sketchily done.

"And there are numerous cases where a body is definitely identified as a

person. And then the living person will appear and assert his living identity,
and where does that |eave the dead and sketchy body? But the first
identification will not necessarily have been mi staken. The bodies will (save
for the sketchiness of one of then) be bodies of the sane person. Even the
fingerprints will be identical except that, ah --"

"Except that what?"

"Ah change of subject. The way out of your dilenma, Mss Aster, is to
junk your eidolon, which is only a splinter of you anyhow. Ah | see a gleamin
your eye. Yes, it would be vivid publicity, | suppose. Throw it screaning off
a great and prom nent, height (and you have al ways had such a terror of
hei ghts!), and then you can reappear --"

"Ch yes! | think | recognize it now It's been done before. And it
wor ks. "

"You first came into prom nence, Mss Aster, as junior hog-calling
chanpi on of Sebastian County, Arkansas, | believe."

"Can we not forget that, doctor?"

"But you are proud of your powerful and bl ood-curdling scream wth
whi ch you won that chanpi onship. You believe that, in a nore dramatic
situation, it mght be --"



"Yes, yes, and do | ever have a nmore dramatic situation in mnd for it!
It will work, | know that it will."

Evangel i ne had her genui ne sparkle on her now when she saw a shi ni ng
opportunity. And Dr. |zzersted, who was smaller today than be usually was, had
a queer gleamon himlike, well, like glycerin in a soap-bubble solution. Yes,
he was just a little bit iridescent. He was inconpletely and sketchily done.
He was not quite as authentic as he m ght have been. You couldn't exactly see
t hrough him but he did fracture the light a bit.

"Does the real Dr. |zzersted know about you?" Evangeline asked

"Yes he does,"” said Little Sigmund, "though he came to the know edge of
me with extrene difficulty. He uses nme a lot in his studies. | becone the
anal ogue for the splinters of many people. Wiat the real Dr. |zzersted doesn't
know is that | also use hima lot in ny studies. And yet | amthe real Dr.
| zzersted. All the splinters are of the sane authentic wood. If |I'mnot be,
then who am1? WII you time your event for the ten-o'clock news?"

"Ch yes, | think so. | believe that it would be the best timng, to do

it just a few m nutes before the news. Then maybe | will be identified by a
bulletin while the programis going on. And then, while they are stil

staggering fromthat, I'lIl appear. I'Il electrify everybody, that's what 1]l
do. Oh thank you, thank you!" "That will be two dollars, Mss Aster."

"What ? You'd actually demand noney froma woman on her way to a
scream ng and plunmeti ng deat h? Ch you cheese, you cheese!™

Those town-and-cotintry men, Charles Penstock and Ed Rivet, had gone to
visit Little Otto Pankration at a | oose hour. They knocked at the door of
Little Oto's Den, and the door was opened.

They were startled, though, that it was opened by M. Pankration
himsel f. But were not M. Pankration and Little Oto Pankration the sane
person? Probably they were. Neverthel ess, the two town-addcountry nmen were
startl ed.

"Ch M. Pankration," Ed Rivet said, "we were really looking for Little
Oto." And then he felt very foolish.

"Ch go away," Pankration grow ed. "Vagabonds, out-of-season killers of
gane, dynanmiters of fish, spooks of whatever sort, be gone from here. You are
only rags and splinters of men who are dead and gone. In any case, | am
| ocki ng up the storeroom now. "

"M . Pankration," Ed asked, "what is that thing that |ooks |ike an
electric furnace, and isn't?"

"It is an electric furnace," M. Pankration said. He pushed the two
t own- and- country nen out of the doorway, cane out the door hinself, and closed
and | ocked it behind him Then be wal ked around the comer to his nain
establ i shnment. And Charles Penstock and Ed Rivet stood uncertainly in the
r oad.

Then the door of Little Oxto's Den unl ocked and opened again, and Little
Oto | ooked out and hissed for themto come in. Still feeling alittle
foolish, they entered.

"It should be foggy in the next hours," Charles Penstock said. "Let's go
to Silly Ghost Cove on Keystone Lake and jug for bull head catfish."

"I can't go, not anynore, not anywhere," Little Oto said. "He won't |et
me out of the conplex at all."

"Who is he?" Ed Rivet asked. "lIsn't he really just yourself? How will he
keep you fromgoing out? WIIl he hide your shoes, like the Ozark farmer did to
his wife?"

"Not my shoes, ny feet," Little Oto said. "He hid nmy feet."

The other two saw that it was true. Little Oto hadn't any feet. He
woul dn't be able to go with them

"He says that you are spooks," Little Oto said. "He says that your
primari es are dead nen, and that makes you dirty."

"That's true," Ed Rivet adnmitted. "You knew that. Ah we're sorry about
your feet."



Charl es Penstock and Ed Rivet went away fromthere to Silly Ghost Cove
on Keystone Lake to jug for bullhead catfish. It was a favorite spot of
theirs.

The pundit Barry MNary gave this account the next norning on his
program "The Mrning Sun"

A night of horror rampages on into the gl are-eyed dawn. The plunmmeti ng,
scream ng death of the bel oved Evangeline Aster was horror enough for any
ni ght. But there have been flesh-crawing (yes, and pseudofl esh-craw ing)
devel opnents since then. And now we are all in stunned and sordid amazenent.
Evangel i ne Aster, that sparkler of the picture tube, that comc with
class, had been in unusually high spirits only ten mnutes before the tragedy.

She had | aughed as she told it: "Kids, am| ever going to pull one! I wll
stand themall on their ears. This stroke is going to put your favorite
sparkler into the Big Time. And it will all be good, clean fun. Wat is nore

good, clean fun than an absol ute horror stroke?"

Then, at nine forty-seven | ast night, Evangeline clinbed the parapet
gingerly (she was afraid of heights) and seened to be tal king to someone
t here, though she was al one. Then she seened to stunble (it was alnost as if
she were pushed by invisible hands), and she fell to her scream ng death from
t he veranda of the forty-ninth-floor Penthouse C ub.

She was utterly smashed in the street bel ow But many observers,

i ncluding nyself, will swear that her screamwas repeated in the high air
again and again for several mnutes after her horrifying death.

Natural ly, considering the close friendship of Mss Aster with t he
peopl e of this station and her frequent appearances here, her violent death of
only thirteen mnutes before was the main topic on our ten-o0'clock news | ast
night. But it was at ten twenty-seven, alnost at the end of the news program
t hat somet hi ng al nost nore shocki ng than Evangel i ne's death took place.

Evangel i ne wal ked into our studio and onto canera, alive and sparkling.
O it seened as if she did. Something wal ked into the studio, possibly alive
in a gaudy way, and sparkling in a funky manner. And, at first, it |ooked like
Evangeline. | nyself had no doubt that it was herself -- not for ten seconds
or so.

"The reports of nmy death have been greatly exaggerated," she said. "Ch
isn't there any way to update that line? Surely a |lot of fuss has been made
about an inposter. It is not I who have died, as all of you can see. Here
am nore sparkling and radi ant than ever!™

But then sonething went out of the apparition. It becane not Evangeline
Aster, but a horrible and revolting caricature of her. Wat was it? Wiat was
it? It was alive. It walked and it talked. And then it staggered and
whi nper ed.

"She tried to push nme off," the apparition whined. "That's what scared
me. | didn't think she'd do that to ne."

W closed the station down then and got the horrible situation off of
caner a.

But the horrible situation has been examined all through the night, from
that hour to this, and soon there will be nothing of her left to exam ne. The
horri bl e situation has been exam ned by a cosnol ogi st, a meteorol ogist, a
physi ci an, and by a para-psychol ogi st. The wal ki ng and tal ki ng apparition was,
by every basic test, Evangeline Aster. And yet it wasn't Evangeline as solidly
as was the dead body that was in police norgue. But the apparition even had
the fingerprints of Evangeline except that, ah -- change of subject.

"The weat her has been good for eidolons for nore than a week now, " the
nmet eorol ogi st said. "Rarely is the weather good for them nost of the tine it
is no good for themat all. W weathermen believe that they (eidolons,
fragnments, splinters, ghosts, they are sonetinmes called) are always present.
But nmost of the tinme they cannot be seen or heard. And in tinmes of very



speci al weat her they can be."

"No, it isn't alive," the physician said. "It is apparently an echo or a
mrage. It is associated with a certain anmount of matter, but it's a | oose and
per haps acci dental association. No, there's nothing here. It's all illusion."

"Ch it's plain enough," the parapsychol ogist said. "It's a 'clearly

mani f est psychic splinter,' presently inpaired by the destruction of its
primary. Psychic splinters are so ordinary that they are alnost the rule.
They're personality fragments, no nmore than that. They are 'partially manifest
psychic splinters' when they are poltergeists or other ghosts or presences.
But a 'clearly manifest psychic splinter' like this one isn't encountered
often. 1'd like to study her for a long tine, but there's only a couple of
mnutes left for it.

"There has been sonething going on around town lately that is al nost
like a burlesque of my own work, and she's part of it," added the great
par apsychol ogi st Dr. Qto Pankration.

"Alot of me went with her when she went," the apparition said. "It was
like turning out the light in me. She tried to throw ne off the parapet. How
dammed i nconsi derate of her anyhow! She told ne one thing: 'Keep screan ng

keep screaming.' Oh |I'd forgot that she told ne that. | kept it up for a while
and then | stopped. I'Il start again.”

"It is pseudo-organic," the cosnologist said. "It is nostly nmade of
glycerin and it is evaporating. Ah glycerin, like we used to put in the

soap- bubbl e nixture. No, there's really nothing to her, gentlenen."
"She tried to throw ne off the parapet, but | threw her off instead,"

the apparition said. "I thought that was kind of a joke on her. But she told
me to keep screanming on ny way down, and |I'mon ny way down now. | forgot, and
| stopped screaming. But I'll start again now "

The apparition has disappeared. It had becone an absolutely horrifying
caricature of Evangeline at the nonent of its di sappearance.

But the scream ng continues, continues, continues

"How | ong?" we asked.

"No telling," the parapsychol ogist said. "It!s become i mmterial now,
and there is no way you can nake an immterial entity shut up, particularly if
it is obsessed by a single idea or instruction. The Hol | becker phantomin
Germany has been screaming for fifty years now, but nobody pays any attention
to it anynore. It is just like any other industrial nois--."

Ch ny God, that scream that scream that screaml WII any of us get
used to it in even fifty years?

LORD TORPEDO, LORD GYROSCOPE

Karl Ri proar was the unusual son of two torpedo-makers, Epstein Riproar
and Nastasia Hectic-Smth. Karl was extrenely hyperacbve in both mnd and
body. He was a genetic and chronosonic freak, as are all extraordinarily
hyperactive persons. And he was descended froma short line of such freaks. By
heredity and induced nutation and nmassive chem cal and magnetic intrusion, he
became one of the very active and hectic ones.

Epstein Ri proar who was Karl's father had been a hyperactive and vi ol ent
man, an intelligent but erratic doctor and desi gner who found hinself outside
the | aw because of his manufacture of torpedoes. These torpedoes were not the
physi cal |y expl osive directional underwater bombs. They were people who were
hyped up to carry out such violent assignments as were given to them They
were powerful and swift, and perhaps they were intelligent. Anyhow, they were
of surpassing speed in nmind and body, and of relentless strength and power and
i npetus. There was sone argument as to whether the 'torpedoes' were chemically
stuffed and stimul ated, or whether they were actually mutants. Well, Epstein
Ri proar nade every kind of torpedo that there was any nmarket for, and he sold
themto eager buyers for top prices. These torpedoes could be used for hit nen
or for assassins of every type. They could get in and out of any jam Because
of their speed of attack there was scarce any protection against them Such



mentality as they had was of the high speed variety. They coul d concei ve and
carry out a nurder or mutilation in a tenth of a second.

Karl's nother was Nastasia Hectic-Smth, a hyperactivist and incendi ary
and nmaker of torpedoes herself. She herself had gone through genetic tanpering
that was deliberately design to double her activity and relentl essness. It
al so, by one of those slip-ups that sone-times happen, doubl ed her
intelligence, which was already high. This was not necessarily a disaster
Tor pedoes shoul d have hi gh-speed nentality, but not enduring intelligence.
Many of the torpedoes were set to destruct after one hit, so real intelligence
woul d be wasted on them But it m ght not be wasted on a manufacturer of
t or pedoes.

As to where Epstein and Nastasia got their furious energy, well there
was a solution to that in their famly traditions. It had to come from
sonewhere. Yes, it sure did.

Epstein and Nastasia had net as fell ow nmenbers of that underground and
i nternational organi zati on known as "The Restless Lions". Both of them had
been manufacturing torpedoes for various individuals and organi zati ons, and
sonetines they had bid agai nst each other and been down-priced. Now they
conbined their talents and techni ques. They becanme the top manufacturers and
purveyors of human torpedoes.

They decided to have a son and turn himinto the hottest torpedo of them
all, one not intended to self-destruct but to be used again and again wth
growi ng expertise. This son was Karl Riproar, one of the nost active and
turbul ent babies ever birthed. The surgical inplantations were nade in him
when he was one day old, to double his inherited activity and restl essness.

~'1 hope it doesn't double his intelligence too," Nastasia said. "He'l
have enough trouble with it, being so dammed smart, w thout another doubling.
It hasn't been easy for ne being always so smart that I'mlike to pop. But try
to get all that stuff you've got in your mnd out of your mind, and it isn't
easy."

"It won't matter too much, Nastasia," Epstein said. "The way things are
going, it may be an actual advantage for a torpedo is not to carry excess
baggage, but super-intelligence may no | onger be in excess. | hope that his
intelligence does double or even quadruple, so long as it doesn't put a danper
on his energy. And I want to watch it work."

"Hoppi ng hi ppos, Epsie, this isn't 'Mirder-X to make hi m nean that
you've salted his glands with!" Nastasia howed. "This is 'Melerex-X the
ni ce-guy drug. The chem st nmade a m stake on our order."

"He sure did," Epstein agreed. "Wuldn't it be funny if our child did
turn out to be a nice guy? But the switch may not go too hard. Wth everything
el se working in him and with his inheritance fromus, he should be nmean
enough. "

Actual ly, the surgical inplantation had increased young Karl's
intelligence eight tines, but his father didn't get to watch his devel opnent
very long. Epstein and Nastasia were killed in a shoot-out a week later. And
Karl Ri proar, when he was eight days old, was placed in one of those
progressive institutions.

"This is the smartest kid ever tested," said one of the wanglers at the
institution to one of the nmedical monitors. "You could drive a truck down sone
of the grooves in his brain. I bet we wouldn't get another kid this smart in a
t housand years. O another kid this active." Actually, they got another one
that smart and that active the very next day, but that was an extraordi nary
happening. And they really weren't likely to get another such for two thousand
years.

Karl Riproar grew into a physical and nental wonder, and he was a boy
who was al ways busy. (Maybe you m ssed the weight of that statement. W was
al ways busy.) He was not just busy twenty-four hours out of the day: it was
much nore than that. Karl was busy in many depths and directions, and he never
let up. He was like a roaring river in his relentless activity and in his
constant consuming. He wasn't mean. He was a nice guy. In this, it did matter



that the ' Murderex-X had not been inplanted in him And the 'Melerex-X had
made hi m person-abl e and am abl e, odd qualities for a natural-born torpedo.

But Karl had the relentlessness that is often found in mean people. And he had
a spacious glutton that was al nost w t hout equal

He was a glutton for body food and for nmental nourishment, and oh for
anot her sort of food also. By the tine he was six years old he had things
pretty well arranged in his own way at the old progressive institution. A
recol | ection of himwhen he was about six years old has himsitting at table
and shovelling it in at a startling rate, but he was doing many ot her things
at the sane tinme. He had an ear-plug in each ear, and they were receiving two
di fferent instructional programs There were three TV sets before him two of
t he programs bei ng educational and the other one being that whangi ng
presentation of violence and adventure and relentless activity ' The Restless
Ones' .

Karl had a di ctaphone turned onto hinself, and he was tal king and
singing around his food, putting out an amazing spate of entertai nment from
his 'consciousness three' level. He was al so readi ng one book and one
newspaper by eye, and readi ng another book by braille.

And this was the general format that he would follow for nuch of his
life during the routine of the six forty-five mnute periods every day that he
was at his neals stuffing in the food and drink. About his only |ater
refinement was his sitting on the john while he did all these other things,
for saving time; but this conbination was not allowed in that early part of
his life that he spent in the progressive institution

"The attainnent levels of the little inmates of this institution aren't
as high as they should be," a wangler at the school said to a rhetor (being a
progressive institution they had wanglers and rhetors and nonitors, but not
t eachers).

"It's only in comparison to that Karl Riproar and that Enmily Vortex that
the attainments of the others seemlow " the rhetor said. "Actually their
levels are rising all the time. They are above what we mght |ogically expect
themto be."

"Dammit, this is a progressive institution," the wangler said with sone
wath. "The attainment levels of the little inmates aren't as far above what
we might |ogically expect as we mght logically expect themto be. Somnething
is hindering thema little, all except Karl and Emly."

Karl Ri proar wasn't mnmean. W wasn't mean at all. Just irrestistably
active. The fact was that Karl was an absolutely normal boy through all his
boyhood years. He liked everything that all normal and healthy boys like. He
just liked those things to be faster and still faster, to be accelerated to
their limt; and he liked a lot of themat the same tine.

Karl was a physical as well as a nental marvel. He was a superb westler
and boxer, and he excelled at ever kind of ball, at every event of track and
field, at horsemanship and shooting and fishing, at sail-boating and sw mm ng
and tight-rope wal ki ng, at snake-catching and calf-riding and cartooning, at
tumbl i ng and gymastics and trapeze work, and woodcraft and fieldcraft, at
cliff-clinmbing and building-clinbing, at magic tricks and hypnotism at
m croscopy and radio-build ng, at taxiderny (well, where did he get that
twenty-two foot long alligator skin?), at playing the comet and the harnonica
and the musical saw, at ventriloquismand imtations, at building m dget cars
that would run, at the manufacture of stink-bonbs and di sappearing ink and
i tching powder and turnip whisky and dynanite frommaterials found around the
ki tchen and store-room of any progressive institution, at sword-swallow ng and
juggling, at training fleas, at making fire balloons, at duding it up with the
girls (it was his outstanding duding it up that won himthe conpani onship of
Emily Vortex the fairest and nost intelligent and nost hyperactive and fastest
inthe metric mle of all the girls in that particul ar progressive
institution), at making counterfeit noney in the printing and engraving



section of the 'useful arts' departnment, at naking real noney in the noney
mar ket .
"There's an astoni shing amunt of angul ar nonentum bei ng consunmed ar ound

here," Wangl er Hoxie remarked one day at the institution. "Al that angul ar
nonmentum that is consunmed has to conme fromsone where. Well, where is it
comng fron? You are a smart boy, Riproar. Wiy don't you solve this problen"

"As to nyself, | have kept the problem solved," Karl Riproar said with
that certainty that young boys sonetinmes have. "That is to say that | have
anticipated it and have not let it becone a problem"

"At nine years old you have it sol ved? Then you're the boy who's found
t he gol den fl eece, Karl."

"It wasn't lost. It was there all the time, Wangler Hoxie," Karl said.

"And just when did you begin to solve this problem of energy and angul ar
nonment um Kar| ?"

"When | had nyself sent to this progressive institution. The fl eece was
here and waiting to be shorn."

"But Karl, you were only eight days old when --

"Yes. It doesn't pay to let a problemget too big a start on you."

Though Karl excelled at all things and did themw th real passion, yet
there were many who t hough that he did themtoo rapidly, or that he did too
many of them (eight to twelve of them perhaps nore) at the same tine.

At field hockey he was the best goal tender in the progressive
institution. Nay, he was the best in whole history of that institution. Except
when - -

-- when he was also on call as kicking specialist and punt return nan in
the football game in the cornering field, or as center fielder in the basebal
gane in the bordering field (well, deep center field in the one gane was very
near to the goal in the other, and Karl was very fast and he never nissed a
fly ball, nor the blocking of a goal-attenpt either; but when be was at bat on
or base there were conplications), or as volleyball player on the adjacent
court. (How Karl could junp to spike the ball down over the net! How he had to
be on the fantastic rush even to be there to nake those wonderful junps!)

Ah, the nenmory of himrunning so swiftly fromfield to field, catching a
fly that | ooked inpossible to catch and pegging it home to nail the runner at
the plate, thwarting a hockey goal with an incredible last mnute arrival,
maki ng a simultaneous save and kill in the coffin corner o~ the voll eybal
court, swooping under a tunbling punt and returning it a]] the way back
t hrough t he whol e opposing teamto score, all the while holding (and
speed-readi ng) an open book in one hand and having that green (educational)
and red (drama) ear plug blaring into his head, and under his chin the
nm cr ophone i nto which he was broadcasting continuously to some juvenile radio
show Ah, the nmenory of that!

And on the fly (always on the fly) naking the noves on the scattered
boards of the four sinultaneous chess ganes he was playing. Karl R proar was
really something to watch! He was a conmpletely natural and unspoil ed boy, but
he was so very accelerated about it all

It was suggested that Karl m ght have done some of these things better
if he did not do so many of themat the sane time. This is fal se. Nobody coul d
have done any of these things better than Karl did them (except, just
possi bly, running the nmetric mle). Learning always on the fly, he |earned
much nore than any other inmate in the progressive institution did (except
possibly Emly Vortex). There just could not be any better athlete or better
student or ganmesman or entertainer than Karl

"You are the torpedo, that's what you are," one of the other boys at the
progressive institution said in admration

"W name you Lord Torpedo," said another of those boys. "You conprehend
it oall."”

"Why should you call nme Lord Torpedo?" Karl Riproar asked. "A torpedo is



anything that is torpid, and I amnot that. O is it the torpedo fish which is
so torpid that is hardly ever flicks a fin or does anything at all to break
its snoboth lines. O it is a destructive weapon in the same snooth |ines of
that lazy fish, and there is nothing | want |ess than to be a destructive
weapon. "

"W name you Lord Torpedo," the kid repeated, "because you are so fast
and so powerful, and because you never m ss. And because you conprehend it al
except your new nane which is too close to you for that.

Karl could do everything better than any other inmate of the
institution, could he? How about the netric mile foot race? There was a little
bit of nystery about that. The title-holder in the nmetric mle was a girl
Emily Vortex. Oh, she was fast, she was very fast, but she was al so tricky.

But Karl Riproar finally challenged her for the title and they staged the gal a
race.

Emily (they called her Lady Atalanta) broke in front. She was very fast
of f the starting blocks. And she maintained a killing pace. But Karl gained on
her and cane al nost up to her. Then she tossed the first of the apples, and
how coul d Karl not swerve aside from anything that | ooked so good to eat? But
Karl had foreseen this. He had made hinself and appl e-grapple, and he picked
it up without breaking speed, and he ate it with a nusical nunching as he read
t he book he was carrying in his left hand and changed the station conming in on
his left ear-plug.

Emily threw the second apple, and Karl grabbed it neatly with his
appl e-grappl e, and now he was three strides ahead of her. She threw the third
appl e, and he swooped it in as neatly as he had the others, and now he was siXx
strides ahead of her and going away. But as he bit into that third apple he
cane onto sonething nore than juicy fruit. The thing exploded in his nouth,
and it threw out a hom ng directional device. This was a holo, |eaded balls on
t he ends of raw hide ropes, and the hol o wapped around Karl's ankl es and
threw him And Emily went on to win the race and retain her title.

The holo, in its second stage, hog-tied Karl with his hands behind him
and his hands and feet together and himwithing hel pl ess. Then Emly cane
back with a fourth apple and jammed it in Karl's mouth. Yeah, he was the
trussed pig with the apple in his mouth, and Emily's triunph was conpl ete.

But this did not put Karl's spirits down at all. Rather it el evated
them and now he acquired a special affection for this Emly Vortex.

Karl made fortunes in the stock market and on the various noney
exchanges.

"There are a lot of enpty places in the nmoney shuffle and they're just
crying out to be filled up," Karl said. Then he explained how he did it all

"Inerrant prediction is the key," he said. "But faulty prediction is
wor se than none at all. You must know where you are, have a stable axis, for
accurate prediction. The gyroscope is the best of all prediction

hi nsel f a gyroscope, then he has all the predictions by their gyrating
instruments since it is the only one with a stable axis. But if a person is
tails."”

This is the explanation of how he made fortunes in the noney markets?
Wl |, Karl did have what can only be called a high rate of rotation in all his
activities, and in that sense he was a gyroscope. He was even called Lord
Gyroscope by sone of his fellow inmates in the progressive institution. This
was froma take-off done on himin one of the gridiron entertainnents at the
institution.

"Are we going to have a crisis in energy sources around here?" Enily

Vortex asked Karl Riproar one day. "I come froman older famly than you do in
this hyperactivity business and | know where to draw energy from But is there
enough for both of us? Are you hogging it? If there will only be enough for

one of us, then | know which one it will be. Myself."



"I hog it alittle bit, Emly," Karl said, "but there will be enough for
us both until it is time for us to | eave here. And for the tine after than, |
have plans. See ny plans." And he showed her his prospectus of things to cone
in this area

"Not bad for starters,” Emily Vortex said. "Gve themto nme. 1'll work
theii~ over and see if sonething really good can't be nade out of them™

2.

When he came to his fifteenth birthday and was officially of age, Karl
Ri proar did a number of quick things.

He funded and founded the "Karl Riproar and Emily Vortex Simultaneous
Arts Institution and Perpetual Menorial". He ordered construction to begin on
it that very day.

He declared hinself to be "Utra-Departnmental Director" of the city,
using a little-known emergency provision by which he put the previous
ultra-departnmental director under citizen's arrest and replaced him

He founded the "Karl Riproar and Emily Vortex Sky's the Limt
Specul ati on and Enjoyrnent Enterprises" which survives even to this day.

He married Enily Vortex.

Let us not have an inaccuracy creep into this account. He didn't marry
her that day. It was the follow ng day that they got married. Emily was one
day younger than Karl and did not conme of age till the follow ng day. But
their marrying was part of the nunber of quick things that they effected as
soon as they coul d.

Karl legally changed his nane to 'Lord Torpedo Lord Gyroscope'. But on a
practical basis he would still go by the nane of Karl Riproar

He founded the "Inperial Conpressed Misic Conpany"”.

He bought the land for the "Pl easant Meadows Home Devel opnent Project”.
He had construction on the homes begin at once, and al so on his own nanor
house and gardens which woul d occupy the central portion of that area.

He gathered in funds froma nunber of annuities that he had set up to
mat ure when he was fifteen years old. He shuffled those funds. He increased
t hem amazi ngly. The noney for their increase had to cone from sonmewhere.
Really it was a toll levied on all the noney markets of the country. But it
was one of those tricks that are done only once.

Anyt hi ng el se?

No, those were the main projects of Karl Riproar and Emly Vortex. They
were set up then, and all working pieces were working. They could play endl ess
and trick variations with these projects, but the basics were there fromthis
first establishment.

So Karl Riproar waxed in years and size and strength and nmentality and
activity and angul ar velocity and nmomentum

To describe the simultaneous devel opnents and achi evenments and pl easures
of Karl Riproar and Emly Vortex would require a talent for sinmultaneity equa
to their owmn. So we will describe the course of Karl nostly. Their courses ran
roughly parallel, but we understand Karl's better. Besides, we're scared of
Emily. She's weird

Karl Riproar, the boy and man who was so nuch in a hurry that he had to
do as many as a dozen things at once, he now entered a tinel ess real mand
regime in which there was no pressure at all but in which nore things happened
in nore nonmentous and nore nassive fashion than ever before.

"This is |like Heaven," Karl said one day.

"Not quite," said the usually nore accurate Emly. "I calculate that the
nunber of contacts in Heaven is two and a half tinmes what we're experiencing,
that the angul ar-nonentumthere is alnost three times what we' ve achi eved, and
that the quantity of life there is nearly four tines what we've reached here.
But we're closing the gap, Karll we're closing it."

The quantity of life, that was it. If you hear people talk to much about



the "quality of life" do not pay attention to them The quality is always
predi cated on the quantity. The nore life there is the better it is. The
abundance of it is the whole thing. It cannot be rich and detailed if it isn't
abundant .

Rich and detail ed and abundant, that was a good description of their
"I nperial Conpressed Music Conmpany." Misic solidifies at very high speed. You
didn't know that? Three-hour-long works of |inpid nelody can be turned to
ultra high speed and then conmpressed and solidified into mere mcro-seconds,

i nto depth-nmonents of total enjoyment and no duration at all. These
conpressi ons can be enjoyed, one or ten or ten thousand of them exquisite
norsels for the sensually-educated elite.

This was strictly high fidelity stuff as Karl and Emily processed it.
The norsels were conpl ete and unabri dged, every note and shadi ng of the
originals there, all of it for instantaneous enjoynent. Karl and Enily enjoyed
such rmusic, nore than one could hear in a hundred lifetimes ordinarily, and
they also marketed it at a high profit to the very wealthy.

And the "Pl easant Meadows Home Devel opnent Project"” was an abundant
success. This project provided three thousand homes on beautiful rolling
foot-hills, for persons of the intellectual and aesthetic elites. This becane
a super-intellectual conmunity such as has not been seen since Florence, since
Tara, since Athens. There was cross-fertilizing vigor and power there; there
was the high stinulus of art and drama and literature and all the w nged
sci ences. And the financial arrangenents were so favorable to the people that
those selected sinply could not afford to pass the project up. "To those who
have nuch, much will be given" was the slogan of the project, and it worked.

Most of the three thousand homes were filled with the very young and the
very prom sing elements of the cream of the cream Mny of them noved on after
a year or two or three, and their places were always taken by others even nore
prom sing and nore select. Sone of the people sickened and di ed, but the
geni us peopl e have al ways have a proclivity towards early deaths. No natter
there were always fresh faces and fresh mnds and really sparkling people
arriving every day. And Karl and Enmily lived in the mddle of them in the
manor house on the top of Torpedo Mountain to which all the surrounding
country was foothills.

Karl and Emily had a good thing going in the "Pleasant Meadows Hone
Devel oprment Project". If you areas canny as they were, and you devel op and
sell three thousand hones, then you nake fortunes out of them even if you
gi ve not-to-be-refused deals. And if, for sone reason, there is a high
turnover in hone ownership there, and you keep surety strings on the
properties, then you can nmake those fortunes over and over again every two or
three or four year.

And all the while there is the pleasure of the stinmulating conpany of
that |large and tal ented nei ghboring group. And that brilliant nei ghborhood
group had the pleasure of the acquai ntance of what was, perhaps, the nost
gyroscopi c couple in the world.

As to themselves, Karl and Emly were so well attuned that the
di sagreements between themwere few and small. One of those disagreenents (a
di sagreement over no nore than ten seconds tine) had to do with their own
inti mte congresses. Karl thought that twenty seconds each tine was |ong
enough for such event. "That is, after all, one hundred and thirty billion
times as long as it took for the 'big bang' that produced the universe," Karl
said reasonably, "and we do it eight tinmes a night, and twelve tines on
Wednesdays and Saturdays. And we do only a very few other things while we are
doing it. Really, can we reasonably give nore than twenty seconds to it each
time?"

Em |y thought that they should take at least thirty seconds to it, but
she had to adnmit that there was al nost total pleasure and realization in those
twenty-second encounters of theirs. They woul d wake or hal f-wake fromthe



multi-level, rich, and detailed dreans that such gyroscopi c peopl e have (each
of themcould dreamfromeight to twelve dreans at the sanme tine); they would
hold their magi c congress (doing only a very few other things while they were
enjoying the twenty seconds of it); and then they woul d plunge back into their
hi gh-frequency and vari egated sl eep again.

Their usual night congresses followed (according the Karl's dream
regime; we don't know Emily's) these dream cycles which would take their names
formthe domi nant dreamnotif of each group
The Al pha- Ol ando Dream sequence.

The nightly epi sode of the Green Ccean Dream Seri al

The First Genovese Dream Experience.

The "Aenmilia of the Ten Thousand Eyes" dream encounter

. The apprehensive "Don't Push That Button, Danmmit, That Button Bl ows
Up the World" nightnmare.

6. The Second CGenovese Dream Experi ence.

7. Karl's Signature Dream the "Falling Through Rotting Space"
ni ght mar e

8. The "Hof stadter Passion" dream sequence.

So you can see that their happy carnal encounters, following this evenly
spaced schedul e of dream would be pretty well strewn out through the night.

GRhwnNPE

"I wonder if poor people ever drean?" Emily specul ated once.

But, for them every night and day, every hour and every ninute (by
qui ntessential third-powering they could have as many as 216,000 minutes in
every hour) was cramed and overflowing with pleasure and ful fill ment.

And it went on that way for many happy years.

"W angl er Hoxi e back at the progressive institution, used to wonder
about the astonishing consunption of angular nmonentumin our vicinity," Karl
Ri proar the Lord Torpedo and Lord Gyroscope said one day. "He said that al
t hat angul ar nmonentum had to cone from sonmewhere. "

"\What ever made you think of that?" Emly asked with her smiles (she
could smle as nany as twelve different smles at one tine). "It wasn't the
Chai rman of the Environnental Quality Board who is puffing up the incline to
our front door?"

"Yes" Lord Karl said. "He is wondering about the same ol d questions.
Have we been shearing our sheep too closely, do you suppose?"

"Ch yes, we have. There should have been enough of themto keep both of
us. But, Karl, we have increased our consunption of everything so very nuch as
the years go by."

The Chairman of the Environmental Quality Board canme in and talked to
themfor ten minutes. For ten mnutes! Wiy that was al nost the equival ent of
ten days' experience the way they usually conpressed it. And they had to sl ow
down to voice speed to carry on the talk with him

"The attainment |evels of the three thousand genius famlies in the
' Pl easant Meadows Hone Devel oprment Project' aren't as high as they should be,"
t he Chairman of the Environmental Board said in a guarded voice

"They are higher than for any other group of equal nunbers in the
world,"” Emily told him "Best in the world isn't bad." Emily was |uxuriating
her bare feet on the floor before her. She was receiving through the sol es of
her feet. There were elite sol es-of-the-feet broadcast and reception prograns
for persons of extraordinarily fine sensibilities. There were two such
programs, and Emily was enjoying one with each foot.

"Yes, the attainment |evels of the people in the Pl easant Meadows
Project are higher than any group anywhere el se," the board chairman agreed.
"And yes, it is higher than we could logically expect it to be. But --"

"But is it as high above what you night |ogically expect as you m ght
logically expect it to be?" Emly asked. "Is that your question?"



"Yes. Considering your own unique elevating influence, that is ny
guestion," the board chairman said chall engi ngly.
"Athing that big is hard to hide forever," said Karl Riproar the Lord of
Torpedo and Gyroscope.

Then the three of them | ooked at each other for a while.

"Where does all that personal and psychic energy, all that angul ar
nonment um conme fron?" the board chai rman asked. "You consune col ossal anounts
of it."

"Ch, it conmes fromthe sheep,"” Karl said, "fromthe pleasant genius
sheep of Pl easant Meadows. W shear them but we do not butcher them Wy were
you not afraid to cone here al one?"

"I"mnot alone. | have back-up," the board chairman said. "But |'m not
afrai d because when you do kill (and | suppose that it is accidental when you
do it) you kill very slowy. It takes about three years for it to happen. But
| intend to settle you two in about three minutes. | have only to blow this

whi stle that | wear around ny neck. There is no way you can prevent ne bl ow ng
it. And it is tuned --"

"I know what it is tuned to," Karl Riproar said, "and | know that we
can't prevent it blowing, since it will blow of itself." Then the whistle did
begin to blow, apparently by itself. It did not blow an alarmthough. It blew
a pleasant little tune that went out over the aether. Wy should the pleasant
l[ittle tune, or the whistle blowing by itself, have frightened the board
chai rman? Ch, because he didn't expect anything like that, and he didn't know
what was goi ng on.

The board chairman held the whistle in his hands now, and still it blew
by itself. The board chairnman turned white, and he pulled the whistle from
around his neck and flung it across the room

"My you are nervous!" Enmily smled to the board chairman. The whistle
still blew of itself on the floor across the room And the burden of its
message was "All clear. No difficulty. You can go now. " That was the nessage
that the whistle sent out over the aether. And back-up vehicles fifty neters
away were seen and heard to | eave.

"How?" the board chairman croaked

"Sinple ventriloquism" Karl said. "Were you never young and tricky? A

chi | dhood hobby of mine. | could make pianos and violins seemto play by
t hensel ves, seemto play quite well too. And, as 'Utra-Departnental Director'
of the region for life, 1| amthe one who has set up all codes and signals."

"You are vanpires," the board chairman said. "The energy consumed by
your dazzling sinultaneities conmes fromthe bl ood of others.

"Not from bl ood, fromichor," Karl Riproar said.

"And 'vampire' is a crass word used only by crass people," Emly sniled.
And they both were doing many other things at the same tinme and not paying
very much attention to that board chairman or his investigation of them

"You suck bl ood, or you suck ichor-energy," the board chairman said
bitterly. "You are judged and condemed."

"You cannot judge us. W are special cases," Enmly said, and she took a
dozen compressed nusic norsels and went dreany-eyed on them

"So all the vanpires have always said, that they were special cases,"
the chairman remarked. "And are you both of old vampire famlies?"

"I don't know. | don't think there's any such thing," Karl said. "Both
nmy parents were torpedo-manufacturers.” And Karl was doing a piece of
hot - stone scul pture, holding the anode in his left hand, and speed-reading a
mat hematics text that he held in his right hand.

"How do you think a creature feels to have the juice and the very life
of him sucked out?" the board chairman asked belligerently.

"Li ke you feel," Karl said.

"As you feel now," Emily smled. "As you begin to feel now "

"I begin to feel giddy," the board chairman said. "But it won't be --
all at one tine?"



"There are some that we can't draw just a little bit of juice fromand

| eave," Emily said, "because a little bit is all that they have in them OCnh
yes, | code-dial a doctor for you, but he will be too |ate. A strange case, so
we will have to report it; that you were irrational when you came here, and

that you just weakened and died."

Karl and Emily did a nunber of pleasant things (ten or twelve of them at
the sane tine) as they waited for the doctor's lorry to pick up the Chairnman
of the Environmental Quality Board. Lord Karl put a plug in his left nostri
and tuned its direction and anmplification to pick up the wonderful aroma a
Sweet clover in Pleasant Meadows. He inhal ed and enjoyed, and by doing so he
consunmed all the energy and pl easure potential that was in the board chairnan,
who t hereupon expired.

The Only Tune That He Could Pl ay
or
Vel |, What Was the M ssing El enment?

Tom Hal fshell was taking his major in Trunpet-playing, his mnor in
Nost al gi ¢ Fol kl ore, and his outreaching corollary in Mnster-Norph.

"That isn't a perfect balance, Tomny son," his father had said. "The
selection is too soft. It's a soft art, a soft science, and a soft specul ative
synthesis. My son, you had better introduce a harder and nore nanly el ement
into your studies. "

So Tom took up Hard Geography for his sustaining corollary. This gave
himfour fields of study beyond the basics, a heavy schedule for even an
intelligent young man. And this got Tom where it hurt, because he was not very
intelligent. He was intuitive, he was rhythnic, he was effervescent, he was
ent husi astic; and he was a young man of tone and taste. But he just wasn't
very intelligent.

Still, he got good acceptance by both his elders and his contenporaries.
And the hard hand of friendship will help one through al nbst any course.

Tom and three of his friends, Cob Coliath, Duke Charles, Lion
Brightfoot, manly boys all, tal ked about his deficiencies and advant ages, and

the varying joys of the world, as they hunted fierce hogs with spears from
mul eback one spring norning.
"You are an unmatched half, Tom" Cob Coliath shouted as he doubl ed back
on his coursing mule after a very tricky and tangle-footed hog, "and ours is a
world full of unmatched whol es. Conpl ete yourself, Tom conplete yourself! "
Anything to do with man's best friend the swine is a worthy occupati on,

and | ance-killing is a particular joy. The swine is neat and leather. He is
al so ferocity and fun and friendship. Spilling hogs' blood is alnpbst as tall a
thing as spilling one's own.

"Conpl ete nyself, that's what I'mtrying to do!" Tom how ed as he killed
the boar with an absolutely perfect |ance-thrust, froma bad angle, and
al ready past the beast. And the other young men gasped in admiration

Tom Hal fshell wasn't as big or as strong as these other young nmen. He
hadn't their tough intelligence, or their dedicated hardness, or their
st eadi ness of hand. And yet he had nore spectacular kills than any of them
with a real virtuosity of lance and mul e-handli ng and boar-butchering. He was
the I east of the four in every element that should count high in
boar - spearing, but he made the nost kills, and he nade them nore dazzlingly
than the others.

One of the things he had was trickiness, a quality not nuch under st ood.

"Unmat ched Hal fshell Tom " Duke Charles sang as he |led the charge after
nore of the fierce and bristling porkers. The four young men had killed nine
hogs, and they had three nore to go this norning. "Halfshell Tom it always
seens that there should be another half to you sonewhere. Wen they spun the
nam ng wheel, it stopped just right for your name. You do so nmany things well,
and still you are not conmplete. Wiy not? There's an OTHAFA el ement in



i nconpl ete things. The rest of us are conplete. Watch that porker!"

The porker, a solid, tusked boar, cut back into the feet of Tom s nule
and knocked the beast down. It cut back a second tinme on a shorter radius and
charged Tom who had barely found his feet after being thrown. It was in too
close for Tomto use the |ance bl ade, and he used the |l ance butt and spun the
charge of the boar twice. And then the boar had him--

-- but Lion Nrightfoot had the boar then, with a slicing, alnost
backhand thrust of his blade, as Lion's nule, a clattering hack who enjoyed
his work, brought himin exactly to "top kill' position on a | ong sweep.

Ten porkers killed. Two to go. And the shaken but tal ented Tom Hal f shel
was on mul eeback agai n and | eadi ng a new char ge.

There was great friendship anong these four boys, and they risked their
lives and |inmbs for each other again and again. Their coursing area was only
t he hog-run behind a small sl aughterhouse, and there were surely easier and
safer wiys to slaughter the exciting and enbattled hogs. But hogs shoul d be
sl aughtered splendidly. Al things concerning hogs, those totem ani mals,
shoul d be done as splendidly as possible.

Now there was a furious and fl eet-footcd sow anong the porkers left, and
she was super-dangerous. There were el ements of hate and intuition anbng sows.
Swi ne were man's best friend, but that didn't apply to the di sappeari ng sows
of the species. The sows felt somehow (for they could not really know, since
the thing was never nentioned in their presence) that even the remmant of them
woul d soon be replaced by cl one-boars.

This fist sowwas all the nore deadly for being short-tusked and
cl ose-coupl ed. She was nurder, chall engi ng and chargi ng nurder

"Thank all things that there is no analogy to men to these fierce,
carry-over animals," Coliath called. "W'd all be better dead than have such
savage things within our own species. Watch it, Lion! Watch it, Tom " The boys
woul d rather find their eleventh and twelfth kills anmong the unconpli cated
porkers, but this shrilling and squealing sow forced the kill upon them She
threw the mules of Cob Coliath and Duke Charles with charges so swi ft that
t hose canny-footed animals could not cope with themat all.

But then it was the bl oodied Tomon his own | aned nule who killed her
with such trickery and curious desire. The other three of themdid not like to
be involved with the remmant sows at all: but Tom Hal fshell liked it
particularly. He had her in all exciting and bristly kill. His lance had a
| arge gout of flesh on it when he was finished, and Tom for a nmonent had the
notion of having a pet pig fromit.

And then the ridicul ousness of that idea struck him It was only from
bits of boars' flesh that pigs were ever cloned. Besides, Tom al ready had one
little pet pig. He would wait till it was too big to be a pet before he
requi sitioned anot her one.

Then Tom Brightfoot killed the anticlimactic twelfth porker

Ch, it was all sinply hard and hot and bl oody work that the boys had to
do: but they would not have been boys of the species if they hadn't been able
to infuse it with glory. They dragged the dead porkers to the tripods at
mul e-tail, and they had the first of them hoisted up quickly. They began to
skin themto the tinme of their own hog-skinning songs. Youth, youth, and the
danger and death that it loves to bring even the easiest task! This was
full ness. This was conpl et eness!

Except for Tom Hal fshell. And they always joked that he was in sone way
i nconpl ete. But there was something unusually inportant com ng up this day.

"We are lucky that we will all take part in the 'Last Man Festival'
toni ght," Lion Brightfoot shouted as he worked the skinning knives and tongs
with strong hands. "There have been 'Last Man Festivals' before, but this is
the last of themall. This 'Last Man Who Renmenbers' is a hundred and forty
years old, and that doesn't even count the twelve 'given' years. My father
says that we will invent other festivals, that we will never run out of
festivals; but nothing Iike this one can ever be held again. It's the end of
an era, he says. W will all play tonight in the bands, but only Tomw I be



with the twelve trunpeters. WIIl you play the brass trunpet, Ton®?"

"No, | think I'll play the conch-shell trunpet,"” Tom said. "Anyone can
play the brass trunpet. "

"And no one can play the conch-shell Iike you", Duke Charles cut in.
"You'll drive us clear over the hills with that conch-shell tune of yours,
Tom The way you play the conch-shell, it's demandi ng an answer."

"It is, yes," Tomsaid, "and sonetinmes | think that | can hear that
answer fromover the hills. Mne is one tune that's supposed to have an
answer. | had a Butterfly Mon Shell once and tried to play it, but | could
get no real nusic out of it at all. And the Butterfly Mon Shell is listed by
t he musi col ogy museum as ' deceptive and non-nusical'. But | bet sonmeone coul d
play it. | bet someone could play the answer to ny tine on it. Maybe, to sone
peopl e somewhere, the conch-shell trunpet is 'deceptive and nonmnusical.' No,
can't tell you in words what | nean. But | could tell you on the conch-shel
what | nmean, if you would only listen and understand it. | bet the 'Last Man
Who Renenbers' understands it. | saw himyesterday, and he had a m ghty deep
ook to him*

"The Last Man won't understand anything after tonight," Cob Coliath
said, as he did fine and strong work with a butcher's saw. "He will die
toni ght, and he says that he's ready for it. Hs official title is 'The Last
Man Who Renenbers,' you know. "

"Who renenbers what ?" asked Tom who was not quite as intelligent as the
ot hers.

"Ch, if anyone else renenbered what it was, then he wouldn't be the |ast
man to remenber it," Lion Brightfoot said reasonably. "And when he is finally
dead, then no one at all will know what the old secret was. It was a crunby
t hi ng anyhow, they say. And ny father maintains that nobody now |l eft woul d
understand it even if it were explained to him™"

These four boys had arrived on sinultaneous requisitions just about two
years before this. They were boys as good as any you will ever find. And the
fact was that nen and boys, |ike everything else, were getting better all the
time. Men now had a thorough understandi ng of what they were doi ng when they
put in their requisitions for sons. They were nore scientific about it than
ever before, They understood the goal, and they got the results.

"The reason for the world is the enjoynment of the world," was a sound
current ethical-scientific statement, "and the reason for nen and boys is the
fulfillment and pl easure of those sane nen and boys."

The nmen and boys did fulfill, and they did please thensel ves. They
lorded it over the universe and they brought it into accord and resonance with
t hensel ves.

2

These four boys who had come fromthe potting sheds at the same tine
wer e doi ng quick and hard pork work (the nmost neani ngful and totem stic of al
work). And after they had worked, they nmust go to their instructions. It would
be that way all their lives: in the nornings, work; all the afternoons,
instructions; in the evenings, enjoynments. Intellectuality and friendship and
art and pleasure were the things that life was built upon, and not one of them
nmust be slighted.

These boys usually took their basic courses together; and then they took
their majors and nminors and corollaries with others who foll owed the sane
specialties. But even in the specialty subjects, there were 'cross-currents,"'
nmeeti ngs between the basic friends. And the instructions nmust be carried out
as splendidly as the pig-killings and ot her things.

Boys canme to their instruction years with expl osive monentum and the
acqui sition of know edge and skill and understandi ng was supposed to conti nue
at an expl osive pace all their lives., The perfect bal ance, the passion, and
the (yes) the serenity, can only cone at high speed, as a rapidly spinning top
wi || have bal ance and surety and serenity. But when it slows down, then it



wobbl es, and sometines it falls.

When the boys had been in the potting sheds (the fleshpots and the
m ndpots) they had devel oped great bodily and psychic mental intensity, but
t hey had not been conscious in any of those areas. They had been in the |arge,
unconsci ous, amitotic environnent of intense activity kept well below the
surface. It was there that the requisitions for sons were fulfilled; it was
there that the selections were made as to what things should rise above the
surface, what things mght be kept in harm ess sommol ence bel ow t he surface
forever, and what things nust be destroyed while they were still below the
surface to prevent themfrom making trouble |ater

So it was that the boys broke up through the surface of that environment
with bright menories in some areas, and with gappy holes in their nmenories on
other sections. Into the holes in their menories, other sorts of things m ght
be flowed during the instructions, things of unrelated substance. But all the
boys broke through that old surface with great power, |ike porpoises |eaping,
like rockets riding on controlled explosions, |ike shouting stones hurled by
spring-rel eased catapults. And when the boys surfaced they becane conscious,
and they were all registered as having the 'given' age of twelve years. (They
nm ght have been in the anitotic environment anywhere from six weeks to six
nmont hs: but not twelve years.)

Tom Hal fshell went at noon to his instructions in his major of Trunpet
Pl ayi ng and rel ated subjects. Horns were paramount in the rnusical part of the
instructions. Al boys arrived with the nenory of blowing a sort of Triton's
horn in the depths of a sea. Druns and gongs and bells and clanging iron were
i mportant in their music also, and the ratthng and si ngi ng woods, and even
strings and keyboards. But it was the horns, and their cousins the pipes, that
were the royal instruments

Tom Hal fshel | played the brass trumpet as formal instrunent, and the
conch-shell trunpet as informal instrument. And he was good, much better than
any of his fellows, on brass or wood or shell or bone horns, or pig-tooth
whi stl es or penny whistles, or even on that nost royal of all instruments, the
squeal i ng, pig-stomach, Bag-Pipe. And yet he was not at ease with the
pi g-pi pe, nor it with him

"You are nmuch better than the other boys, Tom" the instructor told him
"but they are conplete, and you are not. There is something anmiss with your
bl owi ng. There may even be outl awed OTHAFA el ements in your tune. Your tune
keeps | ooking for a missing piece and calling out for it. But, by the
character of the world that we live in, there is no such mssing piece. Do you
under st and t hat ?"

"l understand it as a statenent, but sonetimes | feel otherwi se as a
feeling," Tom Hal fshell said.

"You are not allowed to feel too otherwise," the instructor told him "l
am reconmendi ng that you change your major fromthe trunpet to the pig-stonach
bag- pi pes. Your father is a piper and not a trunpeter, and his requisition for
you was for a piper."

"No, | nust stay with the trunpet and the conch-shell trunpet,'
said. "My tunes will not talk right on anything el se.™

"You seemto have an endl ess repertoire of tunes," the instructor said.
"You seemto have them but you haven't. Al the th'igs that you play are

Tom

variations of the same tinme. Leave that time, Tom You play it well, but
i nconpl etely. Play other tunes, even if.you play thembadly for a while."
"No, | can't,"” Tomsaid, "It's the only tune that I can play."

"But it has OTHAFA elenments in it."

"I don't know what those elenents are, and you can't or won't tell nme.*
"Ah, | always hate to see a boy chopped down before he ever becones a
the instructor said sadly. "Your blood be upon yourself!*

man,

3



In his mnor, Nostal gic Folklore, Tom Hal fshell also had his
difficulties, to go along with his splendid experiences. Nostal gic Fol kl ore
was full of holes:

That's the best that call be said about it. There had been changes made.
Once it had not been all Swi ne-Myth and Sol ar-Mth. Once, perhaps, there had
been Moon-Myth in it, and other things. But you could sure get yourself
denerited if you asked why there were no nmoon-nyths now. There were quite a
few areas that you had to avoid.

And the name of the course was the trickiest thing about it. Yes, it was
very evocative of nostalgia: but there were so many sections of forbidden
nostal gia. There were bl ood nenori es whose expression had been erased. And
there was foolish stuff of poor quality that had been put in to fill the holes
wher e sonet hing had been torn out by the roots. In particular was the |and or
pl at eau of OTHAFA bl ocked out, and yet there was evidence that any tricky boy
could see that the | and had once been central to folklore.

Monst er - Mor ph was a powerful course. It converged on man as its center
Man hi nmsel f was the gol den nonster to whomall the roads and designs ran. And
the prinordial nmorphs of nen were all interesting, trolls and boogernen, bears
and apes and swine, lions -- aye -- and eagles, giants and ogres, cyclops, and
one-eyed pirates. The last was quite revealing, for nen seemed to be returning
to the powerful single-eyed vision that had once been his. Mdern nman was
particul arly accident prone to the blinding of one (but not both) eyes. One
man in three now wore a black patch over the blinded left (or sinister) eye,
and it was a patch of honor. And Tom had |l earned that, as a thing quite
recent, nmen were requisitioning cyclopean or one-eyed sons. And they were
getting themtoo, now, for the first tine, in this very season. There is nmuch
to be said for the power of the single vision.

The power of nonsters was assuned into man, and what man or boy woul d
not glory in such an accretion? But Tom Hal fshell was bothered by a devious
nmonstrosity omtted. There had to be conpl enentary shapes to the
power - monsters, and there weren't. There had to be conplenentary col ors and
after-inages to the gol den Sol ar- Swi ne who was nan. But sonethi ng had happened
to the ability to see after-inages.

Over the hills was a | and named OTHAFA, but it wasn't on the naps of
Musi col ogy, Nostal gic Fol kl ore, or Mnster-Mrph. That is why Tom had sel ected
Hard Geography as his sustaining corollary when his father had advised himto
take an additional instruction. Tomwanted to | earn sone Hard Geography about
one particul ar place.

And there was sone sem -hard geography about the particul ar place, but
not really hard. There was even the statenment that OTHAFA was a generic term
and that there might be a dozen or so of such regions (one of themvery big)
in the world. There was al so the statement that OTHAFA m ght be regarded as
t he archi pel ago of many hard-surnmounted islands, showi ng the sane
(non-geographic) characteristics in every instance.

"There is sonething in the OTHAFA Archi pel ago that has cut us off as
sheerly as we have cut it off," was one statement. But was it a statement of
Hard Geography? As geographical information, it was very frustrating.

There was only shadow i nformati on about the place in Misicol ogy and
Nost al gi ¢ Fol kl ore and Monster-Mrph and Hard Geography. There were only
fossil menories. And Tom found that be would not be able to go to the place
hi nsel f.

"You have already broken it by asking," the instructor of Hard Geography
said. "A well-raised boy would not have the trickery to ask. No, pernmits to go
there are not given to anyone now, nor have they been for many years. It is a
sign of crimnality even to ask

"Ah, Tom | always liate to see a boy chopped down before he ever
becomes a man. Your bl ood be upon yoursel f!"

And yet there was a coherent fantasy about the OTHAFA Archi pel ago. Part



of it was Tomls private fantasy. Part of it was the private fantasies of
several other boys. These fantasies had el ements in comobn, and those el enents
wer e handed down from sonewhere. Besides, remants of kite-nets were found
(they might float on the air for |ong distances). And animals were sonetines
taken that had that old three-point wound marks as though sonebody had bot ched
killing themwith a trident.

There was an al nost docunented fantasy if the things were put together

The fol ks of the Archipel ago were creatures of the nmoon-snail totem
From a di stance, they looked a little bit like nmen. But on cl oser view --
well, they weren't nen. They sure weren't nmen.

They were night hunters. They were net people. They used fow ing nets
(the kite-nets of which pieces were sonmetines found), hunting nets, and
fishing nets to capture their wi nged, |egged, or finned prey. And they used
tridents or daggers to kill their netted gane.

They al so used a light and swift net in style between the hunting and
fishing net that swept their totem noon-snails up fromthe wet grass. And they
used another light and swift net in a style between the fow ing and hunting
net that could take a benused doe-deer where it stood with raised head, and
extinguish its breath with its strangling, running draw | oop before the ritua
trident was even brought into play.

The fol k of the Archipel ago were noonlight hunters, and they signalled
wi th Moon-Snail trunpets.

Sonetimes Tom Hal fshell, thinking of these things, rose late at night
and went to the high Festival Meadow to bl ow powerfully on his conch-shel
trunpet. He would blow, and then he would listen for an answer. He woul d bl ow,
and then listen again. But the answering nmusic-call (Tomhad a fantasy that it
woul d cone from an unpl ayabl e shell-trunpet of the Butterfly Mon Snail) never
cane fromthe inland islands beyond the hills.

Then, on the last night of themall for him the answer did cone
briefly, in a briefness of only seven notes. But it came just a little bit too
late for Tomto hear it.

4

That was on the night of the 'Last Man Who Remenbers' Festival. Tom
Hal f shel | had been sel ected as one of the twelve high Horn-Boys for that
festival. Really, he wasn't that good. He was better than any of his fellows
in the imedi ate instruction classes, but the dozen high Horn-Boys for this
festival were selected out of hundreds of instruction classes. There may have
been a hidden reason for Tom being selected to so high an honor. There were a
ot of cryptic remarks bouncing off of himthat final evening.

Even Tonmi s father, as several of the instructors had said in the sane
stilted words, " Your blood be upon yourself!"

"Let it be in nyself and on nyself then,’
sings in ne tonight."

"The Only Song That Yen Can Play, is that what it sings to you?" the
fat her asked.

"Yes, it does sing that, and maybe sone additional trumpetings also.
Father, that is a requisition for a son that you are filling out there. And
that is a cloning vial of your flesh and bl ood that you are packaging with it.
That is not a legal thing for you to do. You already have a son, nyself."

"It will be legal,"” Toms fither told him "I amdating it tonorrow, and
Il won't mail it util after mdnight."

Tom said cheerfully. "My bl ood

The 'Last Man Who Renenbered' was a crowing, cackling little nonster of
a fellow He was a hundred and forty years old, and that didn't even count the
twel ve 'given' years.

"Heh, heh, they weren't 'given' to me," he cackled to an audi ence of a
mllion men and boys. "I cane before that. I"'mthe only one |left who cane



bef ore.

There were about a million men and boys there. The people liked to
i nvent festivals every week or so and flock to them There was an eighty acre
festival ground between the city below and the hills beyond. The people
wat ched one half of a football game. Then they had band nusic and speaki ng and
short snatches fromthe Last Man Who Renenber ed.

"Heh, heh," the Last Man Who Renenbered crowed to the people. "They
ragged and they nagged. And what can you do with naggers and raggers? Get rid
of them that's all."

And an officer of some high station addressed the crowd briefly: "Qurs
is awrldtobelivedin. It is a conplete world. It is the way we like it."

They had the semfinals of the regional pig-sticking tournanment then
and sorme of the best riders and |l ancers in the nation took part. They had
t hree hundred marchi ng hands, but they often had nore than that at their
weekl y
festivals. They had thirty speakers, |loaded with wit and program and linited
to thirty seconds each. They had the second half of the football ganme then

Al of these things were carefully balanced and interspersed. And again
and again they cut back to the 'Last Man' for his remarks:

"Heh, heh," the Last Man Who Renenbered cackl ed. "They thought that we
couldn't get along with them W showed them There used to be the saying ' You
can't live with themand you can't live without them' And then there cane
along a taller saying 'The hell we can't live w thout them "'

"This 'Last Man Who Renenbers' will soon be on his way out of the
world," an official announced. "He will be acconpanied by a boy, and by the
pet pig of the boy."

The sel ect dozen Horn-Boys blew with such trunpeting power that there
were, here and there in the assenbly, burst ears and bl ood running down jow s.
The boys bl ew superbly: but one of them so it was bruited about by those who
understand hi gh trunpeting, blew inconpletely. This inconplete trunpeter would
have to be killed, the runor said. But one always hates to see a boy chopped
even before he even becones a man.

There was a heavywei ght prize fight, very good, and it ended in a
knockout in four rounds.

"Heh, heh, they were always nore trouble than they were worth," the Last
Man Who Renenbered was cackling to the assenbly. "Well, we did give up
somet hi ng when we gave them up, heh, heh, but I'mthe only one who renenbers
what it was, so it won't matter to the rest of you. '

"There are still sonme few persons who are inconplete and unsatisfied,"
anot her high official announced. "There's about one of themin a mllion. They
believe that they're m ssing something. Some of them even beheve that the
m ssing element lingers on the other side of the hills. But all of us who have
our sanity and bal ance know that there is nothing worthwhile over the hills,
that we're not m ssing anything. Wat could there possibly be that we don't
al ready have?"

The twel ve | oud trunpets spoke again, and then one of them predoni nated.
It didn't win place for |oudness or for excellence either. It won a tenporary
first place by the trickiness of its time. There was shocking joy in that
tune, but there was nore joy in the know edge that there would be extra bonus
bl ood spilled that night.

"Hey, hey, 'tis said that sone of themare still left in the OTHAFA
val l eys," the Last Man Who Renenbered crowed. "I never believed it."

And now the action picked up pace and noved to the climx. Twel ve
trunpets shouted together. And then eleven of themfell silent, and a single
one kept on with its strange tine that seened to be requiring an answer or at

| east a counterpoint. "It's the only tune that he can play," people with
speci al trunpet know edge told their neighbors. Then the lonmr trunpeter with
his conch-shell trunpet still roaring and soaring canme to the very center of

the arena. His pet pig was at his heels; and the finest riders and | ancers



cane to that sane center which was really the coursing area.

The Last Man Who Renenbered, wired for sound so that none of his
observations mght be |lost, was brought to that sane central area.

"Heh, heh, we got rid of them" he cackled. "Good riddance. They kept

the whole world in a turmoil. Howis it that the trunpet-boy knows about them
t hough? Well, no matter. He'll be going with ne."
Tom Hal fshel I, the trunpet-boy, still played. The expert pig-lancers

were in the nmul e-saddles to make their kills and send the three creatures on
their ways.

"Heh, heh, they're well forgotten," the Last Man crowed. "They were one
ki nd of fun, but there were so many other kinds of fun that you couldn't have
when they were in the world. Wiy, you couldn't even have a pig-sticking
pageant with them around."

A lancer got the old Last Man then. He was down, dead on the turf then
with a self-satisfied grin on his fice. And an era was over.

Tomthe trunpeter blew powerfully and disturbingly again. A |ancer
killed the pet pig, a very tricky small target. The little pig was stretched
out on the turf at the head of the dead Last Man.

Tom bl ew his powerful half-tune again. Then it was cut off sharply by a
| ance. He was down dead, and he was placed on the turf at the feet of the dead
Last Man.

That was the end of the pig and the boy and the man, and of any secret
that they night know

But an answer to the tinme of Tom Hal fshell arrived then, distantly, but
clear and carrying, from'over the Hlls and far away,' played on the
unpl ayabl e trunpet-shell of the Butterfly Mon Sl ail

This really was an answer to Tomls tune, a convincing answer, and it
t hunderstruck a mllion men and boys -- while seven notes of it sounded --

-- and then -- it was cut off sharply -- by a rmurdering | ance.

There is no faking a | ancing.

And there is no avoiding a countervailing action. A countervailing
action is presupposed by an action on this side of the hills, just as matter
presupposed antimatter. The anti-creatures in the 'over the hills and far

away' (OTHAFA) regions (what was the nane of themwhen they still lived in
this plane of the world? -- Yes -- 'Wnen') they could not let one of their
own persons go intuitive and evocative, not any nore than could the men on
this side of the hill. Silent and sharp nmurder (how fitting an instrunment is

the Iance!) may be the only possible response in some cases, in the case of a
trunpet-call that threatens to play havoc in just seven notes.
If you suppress a secret you rmust suppress the anti-sccret also.

YOU CAN' T GO BACK

A note, a nusty snell, a tune,

Sone bones and pebbl es fromthe noon!
Today they set a-flow a spring,
Remenberi ng, renenbering.

The Hel en Hor n- Book

One evening in the Latter Days, Helen brought over sone bones and rocks
t hat bel onged to her |ate husband John Pal ner. She brought the

Hel en had married again, and to a man who hadn't known John. Moon
Whistle too. And she left all those things with us.

And she thought that she'd better get sone of those funny old things out
of her house.

"The Moon Whistle will be no good without you to blowit, Helen," Hector
O Day said. She blew it then, very loudly, with her too-big nouth; and there
was | aughing lightning in her eyes, still undin nished. Then she was away and



down the stairs and out of the building with that rush of hers hat was a sort
of break-neck tunble.

And she |l eft behind her a tunble of nenories of the tines when we
decades before this, had gone to Wiite Cow Town four tines. It had never been
crowded in Wiite Cow Town when we were there. It wasn't a place you stunbl ed
over, not unless you were a pretty high stepper

In Csage County there were sonme pretty small towns: Bigheart, Hul ah
keas, WIld Horse, Shidler, Wiite Eagle, Horseshoe, Kaw City, Hog Shooter
Rock Salt, Bluestem each of these towns being smaller than its fellows. But
smal l er than any of themwas Wite Cow Town.

There just weren't many people there, and those that were there were
pretty narrow. There was a saying "There are no fat people in Wite Cow Town."

(An informant has just told me that Hog Shooter isn't in Gsage County,
that it's over the line in Washington County. Not in menory it isn't! The
i nformant nmust be wong.)

In these latter days it was Barry Shi bbeen, G over Wel k, Caesar Ducat o,
Hector O Day and mnysel f who were together in our card-playing and di scussion
den when Hel en had brought those nmement os over

But back in the old days John Pal mer had been with us, and Hel en had
been there too for the events at Wiite Cow Town, and some of the Bl uestens.

That first time, we had ridden up to Bluestem Ranch Nunber One with Tom
Bl uestem and his nother in her Buick sedan. The Nunber One was the ol dest of
t he Bl uestem Ranches and was run by Tom s grandparents. They were wonderf ul
peopl e and they said that the place was ours.

The Moon Wi stle was hanging on the wall in the ranch-house, and Hel en
who was a horn-bl ower and whistle-blower asked if she could blowit.

"Ch, we'll give it to you," Tom s grandnot her said, and she handed it to
Hel en. And Helen blew it |oudly.

"Don't blow that dammed thing in here!" G andfather Bluestem shouted.
"Take it down to Lost Mbon Canyon if you want to blowit. W'Ill have Wite Cow
Rock breaking in our roof here if it hears it. Oh, that damed whistlel"

This was a surprising outburst, for G andfather Bluestemwas always a
friendly and soft-spoken man.

Wl |, that Moon Whistle did have an eerie and shrill and demandi ng tone,
even a little bit insulting. It was a 'call', and sonmebody had better answer
it.

"I don't know where Lost Mbon Canyon is," Hel en said.

"Ch, 1I'll take you all over there," G andnother Bluestemtold us. Barry,
Crover, Caesar, Hector, John, Helen, myself, and Tom Bluestem we all got in
the ranch truck and G andnot her Bl uestem drove us to Lost Mdon Canyon. W were
all nine years old except John Pal ner who had recent! V had his tenth
bi rt hday, and Grandnot her Bl uestem who said that she was either fifty or a
hundred years, she forgot which, she was weak at nunbers.

Lost Mbon Canyon, through which ran Hom ny Creek, was the roughest place
on the Bluestem Ranches. There were | arge and danger ous4ooki ng over hangi ng
rocks, unnaturally large for a canyon no bigger than that, absolutely
threatening in their extreme overhang. There was the feeling that one of them
was about to fall right down. Then the biggest of those rocks noved, and we
how ed in near fear.

"Ch, that's only White Cow Rock," Grandnother Bluestem "It's different
fromthe other rocks. It's a noon. And it won't fall. It noves slowy. Bl ow
the Moon Whistle, Helen, and it'll come on down."

Hel en bl ew the Moon Wiistle (Ch, that damed shrill whistle!l), and Wite
Cow Rock descended a hundred feet, with a slow and wobbling notion, and hung
right over the ranch truck. There was an upsi de-down goat standing on the
bottom of the big rock, but it didn't seemas if it were going to fall off.
There were al so some ducks wal ki ng upsi de-down on the bottom of Wiite Cow
Rock.



"Let's go up,"” Tom Bluestem said. "There's a shaft or channel right here
inthe mddle of it, and you can clinb through it all the way to the top. You
can if you're not afraid. It's scary, but that's all."

"I"'mnot afraid of anything," Caesar said, "but sone things make nme ki nd
of nervous. | don't know when anything's made ne as nervous as that big,
bobbl i ng rock does."

Fromthe top of the cab of the truck we could get to the bottom of the
shaft in the rock. Tom Bl uestem clinbed up that shaft foll owed by John Pal ner,
Barry Shi bbeen, G over Wel k, Caesar Ducato, Hector O Day, nyself, and Hel en

"Aren't you comng up too, G andnother Bl uesten?" Hel en asked.

"No, | can't," that lady said. "Since |'ve gotten older | can't do it.
There are no fat people on Wiite Cow Rock or in Wite Cow Town."

As we clinbed up the shaft we could see why there were no fat people on
top of that rock. That shaft got pretty narrow in sone places. It was tricky
climbing up it, but not as dangerous as it might seem There was no place so
wi de that we couldn't put one hand on each side of the shaft, and there were
no smooth or slippery places init. But it was a very high and long clinmb and
it was pretty dark in there. W had clinbed about fifty yards when we cane to
a short tunnel leading into a little cave.

"We can crawl in here and rest for alittle while," Caesar said.

"No, we can't either,"” Tom Bluestem contradi cted. "There's sone rea
mean and peculiar people who live in that nook, and the gnawed bones on the
floor of their cave are real weird. Some of them are bones of kids about our
age. Let's keep clinbing."

"What lives in that cave are gnonmes and trolls," Helen said.

"How d you know?" Barry asked her. "You've never been up here before."

"Every noon everywhere has a famly of gnones or trolls or whatever
their local nane is living in the exact center of it," Helen said. "And al
t he caves have real weird bones in them dire wolf bones, wooly rhinoceros
bones, human bones, things |like that."

There was sharp, strong snell there. It was the nost characteristic
snell on the whole of White Cow Moon. We clinbed the rest of the way to the
top. And then we were in the mddle of Wite Cow Town and in the brightest and
friendliest sunshine ever anywhere.

White Cow Rock was a rough, rock-and-clay sphere about a hundred yards
in diameter. Wiite Cow Town on the top of the rock had thirteen houses and one
store in it. Nine of the houses had out-houses behind them but the out-houses
t hat had been behind the other four houses had fallen off that rock or noon in
ti mes gone by. O necessity, for there wasn't nuch | evel space on Wite Cow
Rock, those out-houses had been built quite a ways down the sl ope, and
sometines the whol e rock wobbled. It had never been very safe to use any of
t hose out-houses of the rears of those lots in Wite Cow Town.

"I tell you though," said an elderly citizen of the town, "there cones
times, at |east once a day, when it's not very safe not to use themeither."

Listen, it was plain magic up on top of that rock or nmoon. There were
never such bright colors or such nourishing air anywhere. The rock was
free-floating. It had now drifted about five hundred feet higher in the air
and about half a mle to the North. It gave us a good view of both Lost Moon
Canyon and the Bl uestem Ranch House far bel ow, and you could even see the
towers of Pawhuska off in the m sty distance north-east. This was nuch nore
magi cal than being up in a balloon even

Al'l of us had been up in a balloon once, at the Barton's Show G ounds in
T-Town. But that balloon was held up by three cables worked by w nches, and it
rose only about seventy-five feet up in the air. This moon had it beat by a
sky mle.

Al'l those houses up on the noon were ol d-l1ooking and unpai nted, but they
had a sharpness of outline and a liveliness of detail that isn't to be found
in the houses down on Earth. This was like being in really bright daylight for
the first time in our lives.



The only animals that the people up on Wite Cow had were chi ckens and
ducks and goats. The sayi ng about the place should have been amended to say
"There are no fat people nor no big aninals on Wite Cow either." The goats
were native to that nmoon, a man said, and so were the chickens. The ducks had
cone there about five hundred years before this, and the people had conme about
a thousand years ago. But big animals wouldn't have been able to go up that
shaft.

The delight and magic of Wiite Cow was just the "living in the sky' that
was the condition there. There was an i mmedi acy, a wi niness, a happi ness, an
exhilaration, a music, a delight about 'living in the sky'.

Four of the men on Wiite Cow worked for the Bl uestem Ranches down bel ow,
mowi ng and bal i ng hay, mending fences, noving cattle fromone pasture to
anot her, doi ng what ever workers do on a ranch. One of the wonen taught at the
consol i dated school that was between Bl uestem and Gray Horse. And nine of the
children of White Cow went to that same country school down on Earth. One of

the men up there had a still and made noonshi ne.
"You show ne a | aw that says you can't nake moonshine on a noon," he
used to chall enge people. H s still gave a sour-nmash snmell to the whol e noon,

but it wasn't the strongest or sharpest snell that they had.

"How can the goats and the ducks wal k straight out or even upside down
on this rock?" Hector O Day puzzled to us. "They wal k on every part of this
sphere.”

"It's all a question of gravity," John Palner said. "A weak gravity will
hold little things but not big things. It'll hold goats or ducks on a noon
maybe, but it might not hold the people on. One of you lighter kids try
wal ki ng around this nmoon to the bottomand up again if you want to. If you
don't fall off, then the heavier of us will try it."

"The mat hematics of the gravity here is really rum" Barry Shi bbeen cut
in, but he had that crooked grin on his funny-Iooking face that neant that he
couldn't be trusted. "Recall Foxley's Formula Five, and you'll understand the
gravity a little bit better. Think about Edwardson's Elliptical Equation
Remenber Munford's Mnotrene! "

"That sounds |ike a good battle-cry slogan, 'Renenber Munford's
Monotrene! "' G over Wel k giggled. "I wonder what it nmeans.”

"I know what Foxley's Formula Five nmeans," Helen contributed, "and it
doesn't have anything to do with gravitation. It's for wonmen's sickness and it
cones in blue bottles. Mama takes it sonetines."”

There was one 'wanted' man who lived in Wite Cow Town, and the sheriff
woul dn't go up there to get him

"The sheriff is afraid of nme," the man said.

"I"'mnot afraid of any nan on Earth,"” the sheriff answered when that was
reported to him "and I'Il go anywhere on Earth to get a man. But White Cow
Town isn't on Earth. I'mnot afraid of that man. |I'mjust spooked of those
of f-Earth pl aces. "

In the general store they had a little radi o, home-made, and superior to
anyt hi ng that m ght be bought. It would get station KVOO fifty miles away in
Bristow. It would get it clear and | oud whenever Wite Cow Mbon went up nore
than five hundred feet in the air.

They had Nehi pop in that store, but it cost six cents a bottle instead
of a nickel.

"That's because of the transportation,” the lady said. "W have to get a
penny nmore for it up here than they get of it down on Earth."

The kids in Wite Cow Town had a rope and they were playing tug-of-war,
but they were playing it |like a bunch of sissies. They didn't show us nuch
pull at all.

"Look," Barry Shibbeen told them "there are eight of us and ni ne of
you, and | bet we can out-pull you all over the place."

"No, there are just seven of you, Barry," Tom Bluestem said. "Count ne
out of it." That was odd. Tom had al ways been very conpetitive in all ganes



and sports. Well, there were seven of us then, and there were nine of the
White Cow kids, and sone of themwere quite a bit bigger than we were. And we
still pulled themall over the place. W pulled themall over the place unti
Vell, we pulled themuntil, if they had let go of that rope, we would have
fallen clear off of Wite Cow Mbon. W were that far down on the slope of the
sphere.

"Hel p, Tom what'll we do?" we called to our friend, our friend who had
been acting a little bit funny and not joining in the gane.
"When you play tug-of-war up here, the nanme of the gane isn't checkers,’
said. "The name of the ganme is 'give-away'."
"Don't let themgive us away," we wail ed.
The kids finally dug in and held the rope fast, with the aid of a | oop around
'Last Chance Tree'. W clinbed up the rope to safety then. But those noon kids
sure |laughed and hooted at us a lot after that. W had been beaten about as
bad as anybody can be beaten at any game; and we were the smart kids and they
were just a bunch of sky bunpkins.

Hel en said she was going to stay on that noon forever since they had
plenty of the two things she |oved the nost, duck eggs and goat nilk.

Tom

"You'll want to go back hone and get your cornet," John Pal mer told her
"And you can al ways come back here."
"That's right. |I can always conme back here,"” Hel en said.

W were adopted by several nations of birds. They gathered on White Cow
Moon |i ke clouds, black clouds of crows and bl ackbirds, gray clouds of doves,
br own- and-yel | ow cl ouds of |arks. There were congregati ons of cat-birds up
there, and of night hawks, even of king birds and nocki ng birds, and of hawks
and eagl es. Mst of these birds had a contenpt for the people of Earth, but
they were friendly and genial to the people on the noon.

And there were other things up there that were not quite birds. W
didn't know to call them but they were things of a different wing. And the
bones in their nests were as strange and varied as those in the trolls' cave.

Seedi ng cl ouds nested on White Cow Mdon, and sone of themglittered |ike
jewels fromall the sparkling water in them Wen they wanted to start a
shower down bel ow one of themwould 'now , another one would say 'now, and a
third one would say 'now . Then they would zoom down and start a shower and

spill all over place.
From a hundred feet down in the shaft you could see the stars in the
dayti ne sky.

And this moon was the place where the 'nysterious night lights' nested
in the daytime. Al nost every rural nei ghborhood in Osage County has had its
own special ghost light for at |east a century. These things draw notice, and
they scare people. Sonetines they are witten up in the news papers, and there
is no explanation of them But, as to where they conme from they conme from
VWhite Cow Moon. 'Mysterious Night Lights' |ook funny in the daytine though
You'd hardly recognize themas |ights when you see them nesting and conf abbi ng
toget her in the sunlight.

And there were the millions of wonderful junping fleas on Wite Cow
Moon. Fleas can always junp a little bit further on a nobon than they can on
Earth. It's a question of gravity.

W played up there till alnmost dark, and it was one of the finest days
of our entire lives. Then we heard G andnot her Bl uestem honking the horn of
the ranch truck far below and to the south of us. Fromthe top of Wite Cow
Moon when it's high in the sky you can hear a | ong ways.

Hel en blew ' Go down, go down' on the Mbon Wiistle. She could really bl ow
that thing! And White Cow Moon settled down over Lost Mbon Canyon again. W
climbed down through the shaft once nore (it was a pretty dark and spooky go
of it there), and we finally dropped out of it and onto the top of the cab of
the truck. Then we all went back to the Bluestemranch house.

"But what is it really?" Hector O Day asked them when we were back in



the ranch house and eating a ranch house supper. "Really, | nean.”

That Heck! What did he nmean by 'really'? W had been up into reality, up
into blue-sky reality alnost all day |ong. Wy the grubby question?

"Ch, it's just one of the Earth's noons," G andfather Bl uestem said.

"How, how?" Hector asked |like a gooney. "What one of the Earth's nmoons?"

"I don't have the conparative nmeasures of nasses," G andfather Bluestem
smled, "but 1'd say that it was the smaller of the Earth's two noons.

"But where did it cone fron?" Hector still asked.

"Ch, it used to hang out up in Mssouri, about a hundred mles sout hwest
of St. Louis," G andfather Bluestemsaid. "Then, when some of the Gsage
I ndi ans came down here from M ssouri in 18Q2, that noon just followed al ong
after them and cane down here too. It had always got along with the Osage
people, but it didn't Iike nost people at all."

G andf at her Bl uestem was a full-bl ooded Osage, of course.

That hardly touched it. Life on a nmoon has so many things that just
aren't to be found on Earth at all. It has a special magic. Ch, there are
pl enty of nmagics on Earth, but nmoon-magic is in a different category
conpl etely. Every group of kids should have a noon of their own.

But there were other activities and delights. There was an endl ess
tunmbl e of delights for us in those years. In such cases, it is good to keep
one particul ar treasure-house-full of delights in reserve. So we went back to
Wiite Cow Moon a few nore times in that wonderful old decade.

W went once the sumer we were ten years old; once the sunmer we were
el even; and once when we were twelve years old (we stayed up there three days
that tine).

It was on that last and |ongest visit that John Pal mer and Barry
Shi bbeen were able to fill up a gunny sack with stones and bones fromthe cave
of the gnones or trolls who lived right at the center of that noon.

Barry made a chl orof orm bonb and he tossed it into that cave and knocked
all those strange things out. And John Pal mer had nade gas masks for hinself
and Barry. So they put themon and craw ed in and | oaded up the sack. A study
of those stones and bones was to raise questions that aren't all answered yet.

But, though it was the nost mmgi cal place on the world, or just off the
world, we didn't get back there in those early years, after that |ong special
visit when we were all twelve years old. There were just too many other things
to do. We nearly forgot it, the pervading magi c of the place, and the strong
sharp odor. But it was a buried treasure that the pack of us owned henceforth,
atreasure buried a little ways up in the sky.

2

In skies unhigh it still is set.

It's as it's always been... And yet
There's thinnish magi c that does cling,
Di m ni shi ng, din nishing.

Barry's Shi bbeens

Into these |atter days again where have all been adults for many aeons.

"Who faked them who faked then? And how did they do it? Hector O Day
asked on that latter day eveni ng when Hel en had brought the bones and stones
and the Moon Wiistle over to us. Many years had gone by since we had | ast gone
up onto Wite Cow Moon

"It had to be you and John Palmer, Barry," Hector said. "Both of you
were smart as well as book-Iearned, but how did you fake the bones and stones
fromthat rock, fromthat rock that you conned us into thinking was a nmoon?"

"I didn't fake them and | don't believe that John did," Barry said.
"Wl yes, they were an odd |l ot of things. The gnawed bones that we took from
that cave were those human children, of bear cubs, of crested eagles, and of
certain extinct dog-sized rhinos. They were just the sort of bones, Heck, that



you are likely to find in any trolls' cave on any noon. And the fossil stones,
they are sonewhat stranger. They record a life on that little noon that was
quite different and somewhat ol der than anything on Earth."

"Exqui site fakeries, that's what some of the savants have called the
things, Barry'. But they haven't been able to explain how the fakeries were
done. Wy have they not, exquisite faker, Barry?"

"Because they're not fakes. At least | don't think that they are."

"Just what is the 'core of facts' in the whole business?" Caesar Ducato
asked the bunch of us. "Just what was the thing that we psyched our young
selves into believing was a noon? Well, | guess that there was a | arge and
nearly spherical rock in the Lost Mbon Canyon area of the Bl uestem Ranches.
And it did have a fissure in it by which we clinbed up onto the top of the
rock. And it did have a dangerous wobble to it, or at |east sonme kind of
nmotion. And so we were hypnotized into believing that it was a little noon
hanging in | ow sky. W believed that easily when we were nine years old. Wat
puzzles nme is that we still believed it when we were twelve years old and were
capabl e of conceptual thinking. Wat hypnotism"

"Who coul d have hypnotized us and turned our wits noony?" Barry asked.
"Several of us were types al nost inpossible to hypnotize. Wo could have
conned us into believing that it was a noon, if it wasn't? But it was."

"Hel en coul d have hypnotized us into it, Barry. John Pal mer could have
done it. You could have done it a little bit yourself. The three of you
toget her could certainly have done it --"

"What, what, what? Did you just say 'But it was', Barry? But it wasn't,
man. It couldn't have been.”

"It could have been, yes,'

Barry Shi bbeen mai ntai ned. "The best argunent

that it was is that it still is. | fly over it sonetinmes in ny helicopter. And
| still fly under it sometines, which is nore to the proof. How about all of
you flying there with ne in the copter in the norning and | anding on the
little noon? WII that be proof that it's still there, Hector?"

"Man, it can't be! It's physically and psychol ogi cally imnpossible. None
of us has even thought that he saw it since we were twelve years old."

"Wong, Hector. Tom Bluestem and Julia Flaxfield spent their honeynoon
on Wiite Cow Moon ten years after that."

"But they're both Indian. And they hadn't really grown up then, however
old they were. They were high on each other then, and it would have seened to
them that they were on a noon wherever they were. Danmit, Barry, there is just
no way that a thinking person can accept that there's a little noon there."

"Ch, Caesar, and you too, Hector 0' Day, | say that if you can accept
the Earth's regular or big noon, it's a mllion tinmes as easy to accept that
little moon in the I ow sky in OGsage County. Do you fell ows accept the regul ar
or big noon of the Earth? That so-called nmoon is an anonaly and the father of
anomalies. It's irrational and it's inpossible. The only reason we have for
believing in its existence is that we've seen it, and that several persons
have attested to have been on it. And there is plenty of instrumental evidence
for it. But we have better reason to believe in the existence of the little
moon. We have seen it at much cl oser range. Several persons that we know nmuch
better (ourselves) have been on it. W have even traversed its dark inner
tract. And if electronic waves have been bounced off the |arger nmoon, we have
bounced baseballs off the smaller nobon. And baseballs are nore tangible. Yes,
that little moon is real."

"In its psychol ogi cal involvenent with our chil dhoods it was real, |
suppose, " Gover \Welk said, "but it wasn't real in any other sense. |'m not
sure whether its psychol ogi cal effect on us was good or bad."

"Somebody should be smart enough to settle this matter," Hector said,

"especially to settle your pig-headedness in still believing init, Barry."
"Ch, I'msmart enough to settle it," Barry proposed. "I've already

offered the way to do it, and | offer it again. Let's all get into my copter

in the norning and go find that little moon. We'll fly under it and we'll fly

over it and we'll land upon it. If we can do these things, then it's real. If



we can't do them then it isn't real. Let's all be ready to take off at a
reasonable tine of eight-thirty in the norning. Agreed, Cease, G ove, Heck
A ?"

"Agreed,"” we all said. And that is where we made our m st ake.

W call ed Hel en the next norning, but she said that she didn't want to
go. "It'd spoil it for ne," she said. But her daughter Catherine Palner ("the
child of ny old age," Helen always called Catherine) told her nother that she
wanted to go, and Hel en conveyed t he nmessage over the phone. "It will be all
right with Catherine," Helen said. "She was born an adult, so it won't do her
any harmto know that the noon is a crunby place. But |'meternally a child
and it would shatter ne. 'You can't go back', you know. "

So Catherine Pal mer, a seventeen year old mature adult and a major in
psychol ogi cal ant hropol ogy cane with us. She was a cheerful kid.

"Ch yeah, |1've been up on the little nmoon before," she said. "I went up
there with sone of the Bluestemkids the sunmer before last, but it didn't do
much for nme. | hadn't yet become psychologically oriented the sunmer before
last. Now I'Il have to discover why that little noon did sonething for you old

fogi es, and why some of you think about it and nunble 'nagic!"'"

I f Catherine hadn't been so pretty and so seventeeni sh, she coul dn't
have gotten away with that psychol ogi cal patter

W took off fromthe Jenks airport which is closer to T-Town than the
T-Town airport is. It also has better facilities for stabling private pl anes
and copters, not being obsessed with all those schedul ed cormercial flights.

It was no nore than thirty mles to our destination. Ch, it is pleasant to
rattle in a copter over the Green Country on a fine nmorning in late spring!

"Catherine, | want you to realize that Wite Cow Moon is a magic place,"”
Barry al nost sang. "I don't believe that young peopl e have nearly enough magic
intheir lives nowa-years. Drink deep of it when we get there, Cat."

"Al'l right."

"Cat herine, yes, it was enchanting," Hector 0'Day said. "I only w sh
that it was real, that it had been real, that it could be real again. | w sh
that you coul d experience the enchantment of it, but | don't even know how we
were able to experience it once. We'd like to offer it to you, but I'"'mafraid
that we don't have it to offer."

"Thanks anyhow," young Cat herine said.

"Ah, it was wonder, it was sortilege, it was delight,"'

Caesar Ducato

murmured. "It was a special place. It was the el egance and the charm And at
the sane tine it was tall magic with all the hair onit. It was the "world of
our own', the 'noon of our own'. It was the place that only the secret nasters

knew about. So we belonged to the secret masters. It's a pity that the little
nmoon di dn't exist except in our imaginations."

"M . Ducato, your wattles wobbl e when you get intense about sonething,"
Cat heri ne said.

"It was the thirst and the slaking at the same tinme," Gover \Welk
declaimed. "It was the 'promise fulfilled . It's too bad that it never was.
But even thinking that we remenber it is wonderful."

"Why not let is stand on its own two absci ssae?" Catherine said. She
sounded |i ke her nother Hel en when she nade cracks like that.

"See, it isn't therel" Hector O Day cried out, half sad, half gl oating,
when we had cone to the region

"See, it is there!" Barry Shibbeen countered. "It's there, with its
little bit different col or green, snuggl ed down alnost to Earth over Lost Mon
Canyon, nearly invisible anong other rocks al nost as big and al nbst the sane
color. Blow the Mon Wistle, Catherine. Blow the 'R se up, rise up!' sequence
and let's get it up into the sky a ways."

Cat herine Pal mer bl ew the Moon Wistle. She had al nbst as big a nouth as
her nother Hel en had, and she had an equal talent for blow ng all horns and
whi stl es. She bl ew t he sequence, and \White Cow Mbon wobbl ed a few hundred feet



up into the sky.

"It isn't as big as it used to be," Gover Welk said sadly.

"Yes it is, Gove," Caesar said with sudden animation. "And it does have
that peculiar green color in its topping boscage. It has it yet. | don't quite
know t he nanme of that color of green.”

"Bilious green, sour bilious green,"” young Catherine said. She was right
of course. Vhite Cow Moon had risen about five hundred feet into the air.
Barry Shi bbeen flew the copter under several tinmes, and then he hovered it at
stand-still under it so we could | ook up through the old fissure that ran
through it fromtop to bottom Yes, it sure did | ook as though Wite Cow Mon
was real and present.

"Well, are you fellows convinced that it's real?" Barry ji bed.

"Not entirely convinced," Hector O Day nunbl ed thoughtfully. "You have
to admt, Barry, that it doesn't | ook very convincing."

"No, it doesn't,"” Barry adnmtted. "I wonder why it doesn't. But it is as
big as it used to be. It's still about a hundred yards in dianeter,"

"Yes, but the yards aren't as long as they used to be," Wel k
conpl ai ned.

W clinbed around and above Wiite Cow Moon. Then we landed in the middle
of the top of it. Yes, that strong and sharp odor was still as perneating a
presence on White Cow Moon as it had been when we were children. W hadn't
realized that it was an unpl easant odor, but we realized it now

"It smells like a badly-kept zoo," Catherine said. "I think it's the
snell of the Greater Yeti or Stinking Yeti. I'll interview himin the
interests of science."

There were only four houses left on Wite Cow Mbon, and only one
out - house.

"When the last out-house falls off Wiite Cow Moon, | just don't know
what will happen to us," an old citizen said. "Extinction, | guess. People
wi t hout out-houses just would not be people any |onger."

"I discern the true and unnenorable quality of Wite Cow Moon now, "
Barry Shi bbeen said, "but | just can't set ny tongue to the nane of it."

"*Dingy' is the word for it," Catherine said. She was right, of course.
| felt a sort of constriction in my throat and chest, and | believe that the
rest of themfelt it too

"This moon is full of swanp gas or worse,’
made of nothing better than swanmp gas?"

Cat herine took the drinking gourd that was hangi ng on the town punp and
mlked it full fromone of the she-goats there. The goats all had the mange.
The chi ckens had the mange. Even the ducks on White Cow Mbon had the mange
NOW.

Caesar said. "lIs Magic itself

"Mother and | both drink a lot of goat milk for our health,"” Catherine
said. "Ch, it's sour!"

"Maybe it's the gourd that's sour and gives a sour taste to the mlk,"
Barry said hopefully.

"Nab, it's the goat herself who's sour and gives a sour taste to the
mlk," Catherine said. "I suppose that the Geater Yeti or Stinking Yeti lives
down in that hole that runs through this moon. I'd better go see"’

And Cat herine Pal mer di sappeared down the shaft that ran clear through
White Cow Moon

"Well, how does it go on this nmoon?" Barry asked one of the citizens.

"Badly," that person said. "The main thing wong is our shrinking
popul ati on. There's only seven people left. A century ago there were a hundred
of us here.”

"What's the next main thing wong here?" Gover Wel k asked.

"The corruption,” the citizen said. "The trolls or yeti in the mddle of
our noon have corrupted our children, both of them They've taught them
imorality and di sobedi ence and smart talk. It's those befud dung mushroons
that they grow down there and give our kids to eat that do the damage. Yeah
there goes the future of Wite Cow Mbon blown, conpletely blown. And the third



main thing wong on this nmoon is the fleas.

Fl eas! Yes, there were lots of fleas on that noon, and they got all over
you and set you to scratching. Well, there had al ways been lots of fleas
there, but they hadn't seemed so denmeaning in the old days.

"I'f you have trolls or yetis, you' re going to have fleas,'
said. "There's no way you can mss it."

Cat herine cane up out of the shaft then, and a Yeti followed her out. He
was eight feet tall, shaggy, quite stringy and spare (there were no fat Yetis
on Wiite Cow Moon), and snelly. He was roughly thirty-three and one-third
percent of the strong, sharp odor of that moon.

"He's a genuine Hono Yeti Putens or Stinking Yeti," Catherine said, "and
there's two nore of them another gentleman one, and a | ady one. Even in the
i nterest of science there's nothing to be got fromthe Yetis. Nothing,
nothing. This one is the least interesting creature | ever saw. | guess he's
harm ess t hough. "

"I"'mnot so sure of that," Hector O Day grow ed. "How about all those
gnawed bones down in your hole, tall fellow? Sone of them were bones of hunman
children."

"I'f nore people gnawed nore bones they'd have better teeth,” the Yeti

a citizen

sai d.

"Ugh, platitudes yet!" Catherine shuddered. And we all felt a bit glum

"How our great nenories have shrunken!" Caesar Ducato | amented.

"It isand it isn't," Hector said cryptically. "The noon, | nean. And
the way it is, it wouldn't matter nuch if it was."

"Not only has the magic gone out of it, but nothing else has taken its
pl ace," Barry Shi bbeen mourned. "What's the word for this place? Oh yes,
‘dingy'. | could cry."

"If you cry a tear down into the fissure, it will fall all the way
t hrough, and if a sky person should | ook down and see it through the hole it'd
look Iike a star in the daytine," Catherine said with sudden poetic insight.

Young Cat herine Pal mer blew 'Retreat' on the Mon Wistle. W all got
into the copter and rattled away fromthere.

"You can't go back' the proverb says.

And it's a good thing you can't.

SQUARE AND ABOVE BOARD

The peopl e were young and the season was springtine.

It was said of young M das Mil doon that he was a conplex man, but this
was a lie. He was as straightforward as a crooked man coul d be. He wanted
power, he wanted prestige, and he wanted whoppi ng wealth. He wanted to be
envied. He wanted to be hated and admired at the sane tine. He wanted to nake
people crawl. He wanted to nmake people quake in fear. Certainly those were al
straightforward ainms, and in Mdas there was never any el ement of conceal nent.

M das had been given his curious nane by his father Croesus Mil doon, a
confidence man who al ways swore that he would live and die in a great stone
castle. And he did die in a great stone castle of sorts, one of the outskirts
of McAl ester klahoma. Mdas, like his father, liked to bet. And he liked to
fight. He was athletic, magnetic, and chanpion at the game of checkers or
draught s.

In contrast to Mdas, his best friend Cristopher Kearny was an intricate
and convoluted fellow He often stopped to think things over, and you can get
eaten alive doing that. This being-eaten-alive was never fatal to Cris
however. For him it was one way of getting to the very inside of a situation
or a corporation. He was an inventor, a pronoter, an investor. He had only a
nom nal lust for wealth, and yet he began to acquire rapid wealth while stil
quite young; and he did this by being an insider in very many ways.

Cris was not athletic; he was not magnetic (he said that only the base
nmetal s were magnetic); and he was not a checkers chanpion. Hi s game was chess.
He did not like to fight, or bet. He won a lot of bets, it's true, some of



them | arge ones, sone of themfrom M das Mil doon. In these cases however Cris
was not betting. Mdas was always betting, but Cris was always riding an

i nside sure thing. Mdas Mil doon and Cristopher Kearney were rivals in many

t hi ngs.

One of the things that they were rivals for was Bridie Caislean, a very
pretty and devious and intelligent girl. And M das Mil doon al ways seened to be
very far ahead on this particular rivalry.

When Cris Kearny was twenty-two years old, his auditor Linus Caislean
told himthat he had just become a millionaire.

"It couldn't have happened to a nicer fellow " Linus said, "nor could
t he other good mews that Bridie has just told ne of you have happened to a

nicer fellow | heartily welcome you in-to the famly."

Sonet hi ng about this cane very near to puzzling Cris, but he hadn't
become a millionaire at twenty-two by allowi ng hinmself to be puzzled very nmuch
or very long. So when Bridie Caislean canme into Cris' little office exactly

one mnute after her father Linus Caislean had wal ked out of it. Cris |ooked
at her and asked her only one word: "Wen7"

"There's two things | like about you, Cris honey," Bridie said. "One of
themis that you catch onto things quick. The other one is that you're a
mllionaire now. |'ve been doing the work on your account for papa, you know.
Ch, one month fromtoday, the first day of June we'll get nmarried. Mdas
Mul doon wi Il whip you when he hears about it, of course. He may even kill you.
That's the day when he was supposed to marry nme, and he doesn't know any
different yet."

"Mdas will neither whip me nor kill me, but neither will he give you up
as easily as that. He'll stay in the race all the way down to the wire, and
he's especially tricky in the hack-stretch. But there's no way that he can
acquire a mllion dollars within a nonth; and | can t think of anything that
could hook you better than a nmllion dolla's."

"Neither can |," Bridie Caislean said.

Bridie herself was quite magnetic. She had sufficient of base netal
iron and steel, in her for that. She al so had an anmal gamated heart: one part
pure gold, one part quick nercury, and eight parts brass.

Bridi e had been beauty queen at North-Central State A & M Tech (she'd
have been beauty queen even at Harvard if she'd gone there) and she was an
extravagantly attractive girl. She was as straightforward in her ainms as was
M das Mul doon, and she had a talent for being on the inside of things that was
at least equal to that of Cris Kearny. She was full of fun and interests, and
she was the only thing that Cris had ever envied M das. Now he was quite
pl eased to be marrying her.

"What are you thinking about, dear?" Bridle asked Cris one sunny day during
t hei r engagenent .

"Ch, of all the ancient terrors,” Cris said, "of the Sea Mnster that is

the nost prinordial of the terrors, of the |oathsome and nurderous disease

that will be diverted fromits victimonly by another victim of ghosts that
return with the sea-wack of their deaths still on them And nost of all 1 was
thinking of the terror of falling, though in the sunny little day-dream
reverie |I've just been having the fall is only a piddling thousand feet. But
the terror of falling is the nost over-riding terror of themall. Did you know
that even bright Lucifer, a winged creature, was so terrified of the depths
before himthat he forgot to use his wings and so fell like I|ightning?"

"Cris, Cris, maybe you are just terrified of marrying ne."

"Fear of marriage is one of the ancient terrors, yes, but it's a mnor
one of them But strangely enough, in ny afternoon daydream | do not marry
you.

"Then throw that daydream away. It's flawed. Forget it. Is your cousin
Cohn Kearny coming to our weddi ng, have you heard? |'ve phoned him He says
that he may cone. | just believe that | will phone himagain and nake sure
that he comes. Hey, we sure did get acquainted fast on that transatlantic
t el ephone! "



"How di d you know that | had a cousin named Cohn Kear ny?"

"How did | know that you have a cousin who has five times as nmuch noney
as you have? Honey, would | mss sonmething |like that when | was running a
check on you? I'mthorough. Two million Irish pounds, and a Castle in Irel and
besides. Oh, I'lIl get himto come somehow "

"Bridle, in your slippery little mnd you' re not thinking of swtching
to a man you've never even seen? You' re capable of it."

"OfF course |'mcapable of it, but I'll stick to Plan A for the nonment at
| east, and you're Plan A. You are Colin's first cousin. He has a termna
di sease that will allow himto live |l ess than two years nmore. How sad that it
shoul d happen to one so young! You are his only kindred in the world, and he
has not made a will yet. That must he renedi ed. He must cone to our wedding
and he nust nake his will to us."

"How do you know that he hasn't nade his wll?"

"Ch, | learned that froma chatterbox young | ady who works for Cohn's
lawyer in Cork. There's lots of information to be garnered by transatlantic
phone. | learned too that the nane of his Castle, Cearnog Ficheall, neans the
Chess Squares. The chatterbox who | aughs with a brogue told me that it's
because the Castle is above Chess Square Valley where there are alternate
fields of light flax and dark hops that | ook |ike a checkerboard. And every
seven years they change them and grow the hops where the flax had been and the
flax where the hops had been. The chatterbox and nyself have becone great
friends. | asked her how nuch she wei ghed and she said fifteen stone. Fifteen
stone translates into pounds as 'fat'. The ideal world is one in which all the
girls except myself are fat. Wiy didn't you tell me that you had a cousin with
two million Irish pounds, a castle, and a term nal disease!"

"Al'l three are recent acquisitions. Until a year ago he was only a poor
relation in the castle of a rich uncle. And the nane of the Castle, Cearnog
Fi cheal | or Chess Squares, is really an euphem smfor Cearnog Fuil or Bl oody
Squares. Cearnog is our fanmly name 'Kearny';, and it does mean a square, or
squares. "

"How apt, bel oved square! How opportune! Ch, things will go sw nmngly!"

And things did go swwmingly, right up to the eve of the weddi ng, even
t hough Bridie hadn't been able to get Cousin Cohn to make a will during the
week he had been in town.

"Ch, | couldn't will such a nonstr9us castle and the nonstrous
entail ments that acconpany it to two such nice people as you and Cris,"” Cousin
Colin always said. "No, no, you two have beconme nmuch too dear to nme for that."

"The nore nonstrous the castle the better,” Bridle insisted. "It isn't
any prosaic castle that | intend to inherit. Does it have a ghost?"

"Indeed it does, half a dozen ghosts, and the bones of some of themare
still far below the castle on the rocky and forbidding shore. It's quite a

fall that they take when they go through the floor in the G eat Checker-board
Dining Hall of the castle. It breaks al nost every bone they have. And then the
Sea Monster (he's carried on the Castle Rolls as the 'O d Retainer of the
Castle') comes and strips all the flesh off of the new bones. The whol e
situation has given the castle sonething of a bad nane.

"You're being droll, Cousin Colin," Bridie said. "My own nane, Bridie
Cai sl ean, neans both Brigid of the Castle or Bride of the Castle, and | insist
that nmy name shall be fulfilled. See! | already have done all the work. | have
the will drawn up here. Al you have to do is sign it."

"Some days | just don't believe in siting docunments after noon."

"But yesterday you said that sone days you don't believe in signing
docunents before noon, and then | never could find you after noon."

"Some days it's one way, Bridle, and sone days it's the other way,
Cousin Colin said.

But it was M das Mul doon who struck up an exceptionally close friendship
with Colin Kearny during the week that Colin was in town before the weddi ng of
Cris and Bridle. They played checkers together a lot. Mdas said that he was
chanpi on of America. Cohn said that he was chanpion of Ireland and of al



Europe as well as the Straits Settlements and Madagascar and Patagonia. Colin
had sought his fortune in the latter three places while he was in his late
teens. They played very close, and a canny observer woul d have noticed that
both of themwere holding back a little bit.

Then, at Cris' bachelor party the night before the wedding, M das and
Colin tied one on together. It was quite sloppy, but here also an astute o~
server mght have noticed that each was hol di ng sonet hi ng back. They sl ashed
their arms and mngled their blood and becane bl ood brothers forever. It was
t hat kind of bash. Then they began to play checkers for extravagant stakes,

t hough each of them seened to have trouble even seeing the board. They played
for such high stakes as alnmpst to preclude their being serious.

Finally, when the fiasco had run its course, M das Mil doon had won the
Castle in Ireland as well as the two million Irish pounds from Colin. And
Colin just happened to have deeds and assi gnnent papers in his pockets, and he
spread themout to sign everything over to Mdas. Then Cris pulled Cohn aside.

"Cousin Colin, I cannot allow this nonsense to go any further," Cris
said. "Do not sign anything. Not anything."

"Don't spoil it, Cris," Cousin Colin said in a | ow voice, and he was
totally sober. "Don't spoil it now Ch, |'ve conned this fellow into becom ng
bl ood brother of me, and he thinks he's conned nme into it. |I've conned him
into taking deed to the castle and taking conveyance to the two nmillion Irish
pounds that are one of the entailments of the castle. And he never even
suspects, Cris. Ch, | love nyself when | pull a smart one like this. It gives

me top pleasure to outsmart people.”

"However have you outsmarted M das Mil doon, Cousin Colin! There's been a
horri bl e m stake."

"I love you, Cousin Cris, when you pretend not to understand a trick
like this,” Cousin Colin chortled. "Ch wonderful, wonderful! Don't spoil it."

So the nysterious business was consumat ed.

Bridl e Caislean cane by Cris' place and waked himquite early the next
morning. Cris was pleasantly befuddled fromthe Inperial Irish Brandy (a gift
of Cousin Colin) that they had indulged in the night before, and he had a
feeling that something had gone amiss. And he did not, for the barest noment
there, quite catch the inport of Bridle' s chatter

"There is no reason for Mdas and | to be out expense when everything
for a luxury wedding is already standing ready and is already paid for by you,
Cris," Bridle was saying. "I've always |oved your habit of paying al
extraordi nary expenses imredi ately and on the spot. And M das and | can use
the sane airplane tickets and hotel reservations (how nice that you paid them
i n advance) for our honeynoon just as Nell as you and | could have used t hem

"You and M das Ml doon?" Cris asked.

"Well sure,” Bridle bubbled. "M das won the Castle and the two million
Irish pounds from Cousin Colin (that's about five mllion Anerican dollars,
with a Castle thrown in), so of course |I'mnmarrying Mdas instead of you this
nmorni ng. There's a sort of poetic justice here too. This is the day | was
supposed to marry Mdas in the first place, before | was supposed to marry
you, and now |' m supposed to marry himagain. Isn't it nice that things always
work out so nice for ne!"

So this other not-too-nysterious business was consummated al so. M das
Mul doon and Bridl e Caislean were married that norning. And Cristopher Kearny
was left with an enpty sort of feeling.

It was just one year later that Bridl e Mil doon phoned Cris Kearny from
Castl e Cearnog Ficheall in Ireland.

"Conme and visit us, Cris, and the sooner the better,"” she said. "W are
so happy here that we want to share our happiness with sonebody, and as the
best friend of both of us you are the logical choice. If you start sonetine
today you can be here sonetine tonorrow. "

"That'd be a good slogan for a travel agency to use. Wat's your angl e,
girl of a thousand angl es?"

"No angle, Cris. This is the new Bridle. I'mkind, |I'm benevol ent,



unsel fish, altruistic, and one other word that | forget. Were's your ganbling
instinct? Cone and take a chance on a visit to us."

"I never ganble, Bridle. | go only for sure things."

"It's a sure thing that we want to see you, Cris. Do cone."

Chris left sometine that day and his plane was over Ireland sonetine the
next day. Fromthe air he saw the checkerboard of |ight and al nost white
fields of flax and of dark and al nost black fields of hops. He saw the Castle
(for they were already in their descent), and sonething twanged in his
heart-strings like a harp tuned a little bit flat. It may have been the piles
of whiteness on the stoney shore bel ow the Castle that gave himthe queer flat
feeling. And no nore than twenty mles fromthe Castle he was down at Cork
International Airport.

He went first to the office of a lawer in Cork. This was the | awer of
Cousin Colin, and he was also the |awer of Cris Kearny now, for Irish affairs
at least. The lawer was not in, but the |lawer's assistant was full of news
and good cheer and advi ce.

"Remenber that you are in Ireland now, " said this assistant who was a
nmerry and anpl e person who | aughed with a brogue. "This place is full of
dr ai ocht . "

"Yes, draiocht, magic, especially the voices of the people,"” Cris
agr eed.

"Moreover you are in County Cork. And here, especially in the castles
and the crags, it is likely to be the drai ocht dorcha."

"Ch yes, dark magic or bal eful nagic. And what do you reconmend to ward
off this dark or bal eful magic, |awer assistant?"

"Chi cken blood. 1'Il draw sone for you fromthe cock in the yard before
you | eave. And be advised also that the term nal disease, called here only the
'l oat hsome di sease', can be entailed along with the castle, |ike any other
entail ment, onto the new owner of the castle. If the entailnment rite is not
broken, then the new owner will have the fatal disease, and the old owner will
have it no longer. And the new and entailed owner of the castle will die of
the disease within two years. Medical science now confirnms that this really
happens. "

"I"'ma great adm rer of medical science nyself. Is there a specific
agai nst the entail ment of the |oathsome di sease? And how is Cousin Colin these

days?"

"Chi cken blood is the specific against the | oathsone entailment, as it
is against so many other things. 1'Il draw sone for you fromthe cock in the
yard before you | eave. And your Cousin Colin is presently vacationing in
foreign parts. Rio, | believe, is the name of the place. He had several recent

fortunes that were not entailed, you know He has willed themto you, but you
may have to wait a hundred or nmore years to inherit them considering the
exuberant and brawny health he has enjoyed for this |ast year. Renenber too,
Cri stopher Kearny, that old precept: 'Beware of the Overseas Irish hearing
Castles'."
"I thought it was: 'Beware of Greeks bearing Gfts'.
"Same thing. Look at an Overseas Irishman si deways and he could just as

well be a Greek. You will be offered a castle, yes, and its double entail nent,
aye, and a thousand years free supply of bones on the shore below it into the
bar gai n. When you accept the deed to the castle you will sign a very curious
codicil to that deed."

"How do you know that it is a curious codicil, |lawer's assistant?"

"Ch, | drewit up for themat the castle. This entailed gift will cone

about through the bl oody swearing of the bl ood-brotherhood and through the
checker-playing in big Checkerboard Hall. Wen you play those dire games of

checkers you will lose if you lose, and you will only seemto win if you wn.
If you win you will |ose by dying of the |oathsone term nal disease within two
years."

"And again, |lawer's assistant, is there not a specific against this
terrible msfortune of the checker games turning against ne and gobbling ne



up?" What a pl easant and roony person this |awer's assistant was!

"Once again the specific against this luckless gamng is chicken bl ood.
['lI'l draw some for you fromthe cock in the yard before you | eave. And there
is one square in Checkerboard Hall on which the Master of the Castle has
hi nsel f placed when he is in his |last agony fromthe | oat hsone di sease. At the
nmonent of his death, the square opens and dunps himon the rocks a thousand
feet below and a friendly Sea Monster cones and strips the flesh fromthe
bones. It's a good arrangenent. Persons dying of the |oathsome di sease nmay not
be buried in Irish Gound |lest they contanmnate it. And they beconme so snelly
when | eft unburied. Sone of the bones are fromold guests who were robbed and
had their throats cut by old Castle Masters; and then, being placed on the
dire square, they were |ikew se dunped at their death nonment and had their
bones stri pped. "

"Al'l Irish castles have nottos. What is the notto of this Casfie Cearnog
Ficheal |, |awer's assistant?"

"The motto of Castle Cearnog Ficheall is Cearnog Agus Ci onn NMhord or
' Square and Above Board'. And yet with a different intonation and a different
vi ewpoi nt, that out of the eyes of a dead person on the stoney shore bel ow the
Castle for instance, the notto could as well be Englished ' Cch, That Square in
the Board Above!' and this would be in the tone of a warning. And now you mnust
be going if you're to be in time for supper at the Castle. But first we'll
gat her the bl ood. "

Qut in the yard, the lawer's assistant dew a small sackful of blood

fromthe cock. It stood still for the drawing, and then it crowed in a | oud
Voi ce.

The | awyer's assistant drew a second sackful of blood fromthe cock. It
stood still for the drawing, and then it crowed in a weak voice.

The | awyer's assistant drew a third sackful of blood fromthe cock. It
stood still for the drawing, and then it crowed in a sad and broken voi ce and

fell over dead.

"He'll| be good for after-mdnight supper tonight," the | awer's
assistant said. "I |ove blooded rooster roasted on a spit. My nother will
pluck it and draw it and roast it and have it ready. I'll drive you to the
castle now It's but twenty mles or thirty dloneadgir. OCch, it's no trouble.
| often drive that far in a single week."

The lawyer's assistant got Cris to the Castle at suppetine.

"How ol d are you, lawer's assistant,"” Cris Kearny asked.
"I"mtwenty-two this springtime, and everyone else in the world is
twenty-three," she said. "Howideal! 1'Il be back for you about m dnight. Your

busi ness at the Castle should be consunmated by then."

Then she | aughed, with a brogue.

Cri stopher Kearny bl ew the burnished trunpet that was set into the front
door of Castle Cearnog Ficheall or Chess Squares Castle, and at the sane tine
he splatted one sack of the cock's blood on the same door as a specific
agai nst msfortune comng to himwthin.

Then M das Ml doon flung the door open, and Bridle and M das greeted him
with great affection. Ch, they nmade big over him and they showed him al
around the wonderful Castle. He saw everything that could be seen by
torchlight. Bridle even introduced himto three of the Castle CGhosts. These
were quite urbane and pleleaant entities and somewhat nore at their ease than
were M das and Bridie Mil doon. The Mil doons seenmed to have just a touch of the
jitters.

And then it was no tinme at all till they were all sat down to a
wonder ful supper in the G eat Checkerboard Dining Hall. There is sonething
excessi vel y bl ack-and-whitish about the term'checkerboard', but in the D ning
Hall it was not so. The great squares (each the dinmension of the First Master
of the Castle and he had been a tall man) were royally colored. The white was
really a sort of golden ivory, and the black was really nidnight ocean-bl ue
wi th touches of French Lilac and Royal Purple. And by the torchlight of the
Dining Hall (lIrish Castles have electricity only in the bathrooms; it would be



a vul gar intrusion anywhere else) the effect was enchanti ng.

The courses of that supper were like a litany of the great dishes of
' Supper in Heaven': Gamecock, Rampant Ram Trucul ent Trout (each trout gl ared
at one with angry and living eyes fromthe plate, but that could only have
been the effect of the torchlight), Gored Ox, Young Foal of Horse: what great
di shes they were on that supper table! There were seven sorts of brandy to go
with the seven courses, and seven little piles of snuff were on the serviette
at each pl ace.

Seven brandi es nade each of thema little drunk and nore than a little
effusive. There cane the nmonent when M das Ml doon insisted that he and
Cri stopher should slash their forearns and mingle their blood and so becone
bl ood brot hers.

Cris was thankful that it was night as he worked his bl oody deception
with the second sackful of blood. The outcone, of course, was that M das
Mul doon becane bl ood-brother of a cock that was two-and-a-half hours dead. Had
it been otherwi se, the |oath-sone di sease woul d have passed out of the blood
of Mdas and into that of Cris as part of the deecing-and-entailnent rite.

And then the supper was cleared away, and a checkerboard and nore brandy
brought. And M das suggested that they play checkers for moderately high
stakes and for the chanpionship of Anerica and Ireland and all Europe as well
as the Straits Settlements and Madagascar and Patagonia, which latter string
of titles Mdas had won from Colin Kearny just one year before. Cris agreed,
but first (thankful again that they had naught but torchlight) he went to one
of the squares of the great checkerboard floor (the |awer's assistant had
told himwhich one it would be) and dribbled a little blood fromthe third
sack on it.

"Be careful of that one square, Cris honey,'
-- alittle precarious."

Then Cris sprinkled the remai nder of the third sack of blood on the
checkerboard on which they were to play.

Bridle warned. "It's -- ah

"Ch, I'msorry, Mdas," he said. "It is only sone of our brothership
bl ood that was still on nmy arm™
"Wonderful , wonderful ," M das Mil doon gloated. ""Twill nake the rite al

t he nore binding."

They played, and Cris won. They played, and Cris continued to wi n. They
pl ayed, and Cris won bigger and bigger bets. They played, and Cris won Castle
Cearnog Ficheall itself from Mdas Miul doon as will as two million Irish pounds
in entailment with the Castle and also '"a nore intimate entail nent sealed in
t he bl ood of undying brotherhood' . The Castle and attendi ng kal e consol i dat ed
all Mdas' |osses for the evening.

Bridle Miul don had all the papers ready. Cris received the deed to the
Castl e and the assignnment of the two million pounds. And in turn he signed a
codicil to each paper, to the deed, and to the assignnment. The codicil to the
deed said that Cris would not take possession of the castle until two years
and one day had gone by; and in case of his untinmely death before that tine,
ownership of the Castle would revert to the Mil doons. The codicil to the
assignment of the two million pounds said that the nmoney would be held in
escrow by a legal firmin Cork for two years ,and one day, after which it
woul d be paid to Cris Kearny; but in case of the untinmely death of M. Kearny
before that time, the nmoney would be returned to the Mil doons.

"It's all pro forma stuff, honey,"” Bridle said. "You don't even need to
read it if you don't want to. Just signit."

"Fine, fine," Cris laughed as he signed the codicils. "Al Square and
Above Board."

"How odd that you should use that phrase,”" M das commented. "You could
not have known it, but that is the motto of this Castle Cearnog Ficheall which
you now own tentatively."

"Haven't you grown skinnier since your nmarriage, Bridle?" Cris asked.

"Not at all. |'ve gained two stone since |'ve been married. That's
twenty-ei ght pounds. Subconsciously |I did it for you. | remenber you used to



say that | was perfect but that | would be even nore perfect if | were a bit
nore anmple. And now | amthat."
"Somehow you seem skinnier, Bridle," Cis said.
Daydreans of anplitude. Rather, waking torchlight night dreans of
anplitude. The beauties of spaciousness. Wiy was Cris rmusing on such things?
At mdnight the trunpet that was inset in the front door blew the
angriest tune that ever was heard, like a signature tune of sonebody.

"That is a friend who is taking me back to Cork tonight," Cris said.
"I'"l'l look in on you at the Castle again tonorrow perhaps."”

"Wonderful!'" M das shouted. "It's been wonderful to see you again,
Cris."

And after Cris had left, Mdas shouted still nore |oudly: "Wnderful
wonderful! Now | have transmitted the fatal | oathsone disease to Cris through
the botherhood rite and the entainnent rite. And | amfree of the sickness,

and he will die of it before two years have gone by. And the Castle and the
funds will revert to us. Nothing can go wong, nothing."

"Not hi ng can go wong for ne at least," Bridle shouted inwardly to
herself. "Even if this trick doesn't work, it will work for nme. Even if the

di sease sonehow was not transmtted, even if Mdas dies of it instead of Cris,
| can always marry Cris. He loves nme eternally, and nobody el se can ever take
my place with him Maybe it will be even better for me if this doesn't work.
Then I will have all the fortunes of both Mdas and Cris. Isn't it nice that

t hi ngs always turn out so nice for ne!"

But Bridle was wong about nobody ever being able to take her place. And
she'd be furious when she found out who it was. Bridle had the beauty, yes,
but beauty wasn't everything.

There were such things as anplitude, as Cris realized when he got into
the car with the | awer's assistant at nidnight and had an anple kiss from
her. There were such things as spaci ousness, and nmerrinment. There were even
such things as that business of |aughing with a brogue.

Ch, Bridie was beautiful, but Sharon (Sharon MSorley was the name of
the awer's assistant) would make two of her with a bit left over. And you
can't have too nuch of a good thing.

They plighted their troth over an after-m dni ght supper of rooster hot
fromthe spit, and Spanish sherry.

"When we nove into the Castle, in two years and a day, |'m going to make
only one change,"” said full-bodied Sharon. "I"'mgoing to fix that tricky
square in Checkerboard Dining Hall so that nobody will ever exit that way
again. 1've already told the Sea Monster. He says that he can get by on bodies
as sel dom as one every seven years, but |I've told himthat there'll be no nore
at all. He thinks that he nmay get another appointment at a Castle that
overhangs Dingle Bay in Kerry County. Sea-runor says that there's a good fal
of bodies fromthat Castle. I've told the Castle CGhosts that they may remmin
after we nove in. They are pleased entirely with the arrargenment. They say
that it's always been the case that when the Castle has an anple m stress
there will be nmerry times in the old place.™

IFRIT

I am Henry Inkling, newspaper reporter and feature story witer. | am
t he best around here, but | never seenmed to have anything to show for it unti
quite recently, within the |last several days. It was always the expenses of
keeping up nmy life style that swall owed up everything | coul d nake.

But now I've whipped that. Now | have a beautiful honme on a beautiful
| ake. | have stunning nmountains rising right out of my own back yard. | have
food and drink beyond anything | ever imagi ned before. And ny friends and
visitors are absolutely astoni shed by ny setup. | have elan, | have style,
have class. | have becone the hottest host in the newsy fraternity in town,
and | never knew that adul ation could be heaped so high. My eveni ngs-at-hone



are probably the nost cultural in town and likely the nost boozy, and they are
certainly the nmost I n-Goupy. And the whol e busi ness doesn't cost ny anything

at all. Everything | earn goes straight into the bank now. | don't need it,
but it seens |like a good idea to put it somewhere. Not only do | have no new
expenses at ny new and | uxurious setup, but |I have no expenses at all. Allis
free. I have it made. This change of life and change of circunmstance began
about two weeks ago when editor Sandow X Mboshla gave ne a story to do

"Westling," he said. "I"'msorry, Henry, but the westling shows
advertise pretty big in the papers, and we try to do a westling special once
a year. Do this, and I'll give you a really good assignnent the day after
tomorrow. Ugh, westling, ugh!"

"Ugh," | said. "Well, at least there can't be anything new in westling.

W' ve had the Wld Man of Borneo who was wheeled up to the ring in a cage.

W' ve had Nunmber 131-3 arriving with his handcuffs and his ball-and-chain and
his prison-striped trunks. We've had Le Canonnier with his brass cannon that
he was al ways wheel i ng around and pointing at his opponent while he al nbost got
it torched off with a burning fuse. W've had Hayfield Hooligan with the giant
bal e of hay in his coner which he always cut open and scattered around the
ring. He was the only one who could keep his footing when the ring was
knee-deep in hay. We've had the Hangman with that little gallows on wheels,
and the rope with its noose that he was always trying to put around his
opponent's neck to hang himright there in the ring. Is there anything new
this year?"

"There's the Weeping Genii, henry. He arrives as the Genii in the
bottle. Hi s manager carries himinto the ring in a half-gallon bottle. Then he
takes the cork out of it, and the Genii pours out. He's about as big as a
squirrel at first, but then he expands till he's six-foot-nine and three
hundred and ei ghty pounds. He can't westle nmuch, but he's good show 1'm
sorry, Henry, but he's about the only newthing in westling this year."

"How could he do that?" | asked. It hit ne alittle odd. "How could his
manager carry himinto the ring ma half-gallon bottle and then have hi m expand
to such a size as that?"

"Ch, it's all a fake, henry. You know that everything in professiona
westling is a fake."

So that night | went out to the Junior Pavilion at the Fairgrounds to
see the westling matches. Sure they were all fakes, but they were good show
and they drew the crowd along with them

Lord Stanford Heat her-Rose had his valet spray the ring Qut of a
conmer ci al -si zed crop sprayer that had the words "Attar of Roses" lettered on
it. Then his opponent Josh Pol e-Cat had his valet spray the ring with an even
| arger sprayer that had the words "Essence of Skunk" stenciled on it. Josh
Pol e- Cat was the good guy for that evening, however, and Lord Stanford
Heat her - Rose was the villain. And Josh won it all in about that degenerated
into sonething very near to straight westling.

Hor seshoe Jones was matched with Rexford "The Lawer" Pettifogger in the
next bout. Horseshoe al ways seenmed to have a horseshoe in his hand, and he
brandi shed it as a weapon. As many horseshoes as the referee took away from
him Horseshoe al ways seened to cone up with one nore. Rexford "The Lawer"
Pettifogger had an equally never-failing supply of large wits with the words
"Legal Wit. Cease and desist!" witten on themso big that everyone in the
Pavilion could read themeasily. The Lawer woul d hand one of these big wits
to his opponent, Horseshoe Jones. Horseshoe was a slow reader. He read letter
by letter rather than word by word, and about the time that his finger finally
cane to the last letter, "The Lawer" would knock himdown wth a whangi ng
bl ow right on the button. But Horseshoe woul d al ways come up off the mat with
anot her horseshoe in his hand, and they would go at it again.

The Weeping Genii was in the senmi-final match against Battering Ram
Bently, and | felt a curious excitenent as they got ready for that bout.
Battering Ramcane into the ring with his manager. And then the ot her nanager
seened to cone into the ring alone. He carried several towels and a



hal f-gal l on bottle. Then, when the referee notioned the westlers to conme to
the center of the ring, the Genii's manager pulled the cork out of that

bottle, and the Genii poured out of it. Sure enough, he was only about as big
as a squirrel at first, and then he expanded to six-foot-nine-inches and three
hundred and ei ghty pounds. The two westlers joined battle. And nobody seened
at all amazed by the unbottling trick. Well, it amazed ne.

"How did they do that?" | asked a | ady next to ne.

"Ch, it's all a fake," the lady said. "You know that everything in
prof essional westling is a fake. Yi, yi, yi, kill him kill him kill him
Genii!'

"How in the world did that huge creature come out of that little
bottl e?" | asked the |ady on the other side of ne.

"Ch, they borrowed that fromthe Arabian N ghts that we read when we
were little," the lady said. "It's all a trick, of course. You know that
everything in professional westling is a trick. Ww, wow, wow, gouge his eyes
out, Weeper! Break himin two, Battering Ram"

The Weeping Genii wept when the Battering Ram battered hi maround, and
it was good show to see that great hulk crying like that. And yet the Geni
had the better of it, and he won the bout. He was popul ar. The Battering Ram
was the good guy and the Genii was the villain. But he was a villain that
everybody |iked. And after his hand had been raised in victory, he dimnished
and entered into the half-gallon battle again. And his nmanager corked the

bottle and carried it away with him And still nobody seemed to regard it as
an extraordinary trick.

| didn't stay to see the main event. | followed the manager with his
bottled Genii. | had to get an interviewwith them | caught up with themin
t he di ning roomof the Fairmnt Mayo downtown. The manager had a fine neal
al ready spread out before him And the Genii in the bottle also seened to have

a fine neal spread out before him on a banquet table not even an inch | ong.
The CGenii had a lot of roomto nove about in that bottle.

"I want an interview with either or both of youl" | said. "Nobody else
seened to pay nuch attention to it, but yours is the slickest trick that I
ever sawin ny life."

"It's alittle too sophisticated for the common people,” the nanager said,
"but it's a good trick and | have ny livelihood fromit." He took the cork out
of the bottle. "I'Il answer any question you want to ask, as will ny
associate, Ifrit the Genii. But he's a little hard to hear in his smaller
state. You'd just about have to get down on his mensural level to hold
conversation with him You may as well ask nme what you have on your m nd
first."”

"How does the CGenii grow small, or how do you rmake himgrow smal [ ?" "It
only works for persons of honest heart," the manager said. "Persons of good
heart, whether of the Genie or the human sort, have only to say four words in
Arabian, 'El-hadd el-itnein el-talat el-arba, and they will grow smal
qui ckly, but not so quickly as to bew | der them"

"You said the words and you did not grow snmall,"” | charged.

"No, I'ma bl ack-hearted and di shonest-hearted person. | don't know what you
are. But, so that you will not find yourself marooned, let me tell you that to
grow | arge again you must say three other Arabian words: 'El kharnis el-gonma
el -sabt.""

"That's the damedest spoof | ever heard of," | said.

"Try it," the manager told me. "If you are of brave heart as well as
honest heart, try it. You have nothing to | ose except your own orientation and
perhaps your life. And you stand to gain a whole new way of | ooking at
t hi ngs."

"El-hadd el-itnein el~talat el-arba.” | spoke the words bravely. No.
didn't begin to grow smaller. Everything else in the world began to grow
larger. | clinbed onto the enlarging table. | hooked ny fingers over the rim

of the nouth of the bottle. And when | was in the bottle and had becone
stabilized in ny smaller size, | conducted an interviewwth Ifrit the Genii.



In this | use the formGenii for the singular and Genie for the plural. | know
that's incorrect, but that's Ifrit's usage and that of the other Genie.

MYSELF: Just what is a Genii?

| FRIT: W are a species a little lower than the Angels. To put it
bluntly, we're a species a little bit |ower than al nbst everything. There are
three races of the Genii, the Gul who are always nale, the Ifrit who may be
either male or female, and the Sila who are always female. | ama male Ifrit.
I[frit is not ny personal nane. W do not have personal names. But that is what
nmy manager calls nme for want of sonething better, and that is what you may
call me for convenience.

MYSELF: How in the world do the Gul who are all male or the Sila who
are all fenmale have of fspring?
| FRIT: Mostly by the natural nethod. Some of them have their births

by section, though. And sone of them give birth under hypnosis or anesthesia,
much as do humans. But in the beginning it was al ways the natural method.

MYSELF: This is quite luxurious here, Ifrit. This seems to be a
| arger place by the monment. It's a real manor house you have here. This
veranda is as big as a castle by itself. How does it all cone about?

| FRIT: | carve sonme of the things out of little pieces of wood when
I"'min nmy larger form Rough carving is all that's needed. And ny manager buys
some of the little things in toy stores and drops theminto the bottle. Then
when | come into the bottle, the things are no longer little, and they're no
| onger rough. They becone perfectly arranged and perfectly formed. And they
becorme incredibly detail ed. New details add thensel ves fromonly shadowy hints
or fromnone at all

MYSELF: But that's beyond all reason and nature. That's magic.

| FRIT: Ch sure. Magic on a small scale is always freely given, and
we nmake use of it by going on a small scal e ourselves. That grand piano there,
it's of concert quality. And yet the original of it was only a penny piece of
pl astic out of a crackerjack box. But, as we say, there's really nothing mgic
about magic. It is the natural anbient of us Genie.

MYSELF: Are you the slave of your manager? |Is he your master?

| FRIT: Ch, | suppose so. The arrangenent is a pretty good one. A
Genii can only have one manager at a tine, and if he has a good master, he's
safe fromfalling under the dom nion of a bad one. Mne is a pretty good
master, and | have a good life. In two-thirds of the towns on the circuit I'm
visited by others of ny kind. W have our own nethods of getting together. And
| have ny books and my records here, nore than ten thousand of each. | have ny
flute and my violin and ny piano. | have all the best to eat and drink. | have
nmy correspondence. We have our own bottle-to-bottle instant mail service. The
phrase ' A nessage found in a bottle'" has nore meaning than you'd believe. And
| have several hundred human friends who have nastered their fear and who
visit me on nmy estate here. Even ny gl adiatorial conbats are rather fun. It is
to play the "G ant of the First Kind" in a mnmng formof com c drama when
do the westling. There are also times when | becone a 'G ant of the Second
kind', a giant who is nore than a mle tall. Ch, we're a prodigious people.'
And when | look up fromny estate here, it is the humans who are the giants.
Sonetimes a bunch of themlook |ike a skyful of giants to ne. W CGenie may
al ways have nasters because we belong to an inferior race.

MYSELF: But what about the Genie who are slaves to bad nasters?

IFRIT: Oh, they have a bad time of it. There's a breaking point, but
it's so fin3l a breaking point that it's never been used yet. If you ever get
a Genii conpletely in your power, Henry, don't push himto the limt. Every
Genii knows a word he can say that will bring the world to its end. It's a
dangerous and fearful situation

MYSELF; What is the word, Ifrit?

IFRIT; It's El-jhokholinfhorad -- Ch, no, no, no. | alnpbst said the
direful word. If I'd gone on and said the last eleven syllables of it, the
worl d woul d have cone to its end. Never again ask me what that word is. |
m ght forget nyself and say it. |I'msurprised that the world hasn't already



been destroyed by some CGenii saying the word. Lots of Genie are even goolier
than I am

MYSELF; Why are you billed as the 'Weping Genii'?" Wiy do you weep?

IFRIT; 1've always been a very enotional person, and tears conme easy to
me. And It's a minmng role that | enjoy. | used to be billed as the 'Weping
Axe-Man' when 1 was a gl adi ator at Rone.

MYSELF; How old are you, Ifrit?

IFRIT; I'ma little over eleven thousand years old. My master, that
giant in the sky above us, above this bottle, has fallen asleep over his wine.
You had bet ter |Iamnew or he may decide to hold you for ransom Al he has to
do is put the cork in the bottle and you're trapped. He does tricks like that.
Up the | adder quickly now That's fine. Now the three words!

MYSELF: El -khani s el -goma el -sabt.

Then | was out of the bottle and was nmy own size again. | found nyself
rather awkwardly standing on a table in the dining roomof the Fairnont Myo,
but | junped down quietly and | eft the roomas nonchal antly' as | coul d.

Ifrit and his manager left town quite early the next nmorning. Ifrit had a
wrestling date that night in Miskogee, and then he bad them on successive
nights in Fort Smith, Little Rock, Texarkana, Shreveport, Baton Rouge, Port
Arthur, and Beaunont. | followed along after them and had further interviews
with Ifrit in each of those eight towns. In five of them he was also visited
by friends, either human or Genie, in his estate-in-the-bottle. Ifrit and
became the best friends in the world. He was a person of deep-rooted cul ture;
and he al so had a strong and endearing streak of goofiness in him He may even
have been a tall-storyteller. He told me that he had a wife, that she was
currently living in a three-liter gin bottle in the Netherlands, that she was
carrying a child of his, but that the birth would be not at all soon. The
gestation period of CGenie, Ifrit said, was a hundred and ei ght-seven years,
and only half of that time had passed with his wife. But another CGenii, also
of the Ifrit race, told me that my friend Ifrit had been spoofing ne, that the
gestation period of Genie is only ninety-four years, and that the w fe of

Ifrit would cone to her time within thirty years. Wich one to believe?

Al things that are worn or carried by a person when he enters a bottle
are mniaturized along with him But it is not really the case of the person
or his things being mniaturized at all, but of his being put into a different
juxtaposition with all things else in the world so that there is greater
variance of apparent size. And for this reason al so, the space inside a bottle
may sometines seem much nore vast than at other tines. And it is generally the
case that as a person develops his estate-in-a-bottle he is given nore space
in which to develop it.

Al inall, my friendship with Ifrit was anong the nost rewardi ng of ny
life. Wien | left the westling circuit after eight days with it on the road,
| felt a terrible |oss.

"But after all, I will be westling through this part of the country
again in three nonths' time," Ifrit reassured ne.

He had heard through their own networks that about a thousand humans in
the United States al one had now set up plush estates-in-bottles. This had
becorme the nost exclusive of all the in novenents. You had to be pretty well
in even to have heard of it. But some of those thousand humans, Ifrit gave the
opinion, didn't really have the tenperanent to handle bottled estates.

This was on the night that Ifrit had defeated the Alligator Man in a
bout in Beaurmont, and had then fulfilled his vaunt to cut enough out of the
Alligator man's hide to have made for hinself a pair of alligator shoes. And
Ifrit did cut the pieces out of the hide of his defeated opponent right there
inthe ring with a big knife. It was all a hoax, though. That was not the rea
hide of the Alligator Man. He actually had an ordinary skin like that of
yourself or nyself, and the alligator hide was only part of his costune.

And the Shoemaker fromthe "G eat Col ossal Inperial Alligator Shoe
Factory of Tanpa Florida" was faking it all when he went for the world's
record (nineteen seconds) for making a pair of alligator shoes right there in



the ring. Neverthel ess, the Shoemaker seened to be ma king the shoes, while
drumrolls marked off the seconds, and while the Alligator Man still lay on
his belly and withed, and screaned at the holes that were cut in his hide.
And the shoes, size eighteen very wide, did fit Ifrit's big bare feet
perfectly, though really they had been bought previously and only seened to be
made by the Shoemaker in the ring. The | oudspeakers announced though that the
new world's record for making a pair of alligator shoes had been set, and that
it was eighteen-point-nine-nine-tw seconds.

This was all fun. It was part of the fol k fakery of professional west
ng. Yet | realized at my heart-wenching | eave-taking that night that there
was one thing in professional westling that was not a fake. Ifrit the Geni
was not a fake. He was the nobst genuine person | had ever net.

The last words he said to me that night at our parting were, "Wy don't
you get a bottle of your own, Henry?" And he added, "Beware of the Pride of
Lions in the Sky. That is the only threat to you that | see.™

| smled. W have very fewlions in the skies in ny part of the country.

No, there is not any twist to this account, no flashy ending. | wll not
hoke it up in any way. There is nothing here except the plain observed facts
about a patient creature who was born into slavery, a valiant nenber of a
vani shing species that is sonmething of an anomaly in the nodem world, a good
person, an adnmirable person, a friendly person. No great deeds attach to him

no exciting actions, and none will be invented for him

| wite only, "He is a good person,” and if that is not exciting, then
we will do without excitenent this day.

| did, as Ifrit had suggested, get a bottle of my own, an enpty gallon
bottle that had once held Red Rosa wine. | put it in a fence corner off an

alley behind St. Louis Street, about four feet above the concrete, where two
of the fence braces joined. No one would notice it there or bother it there. |
put just enough water in it to make a | arge |ake, and enough dirt and pebbles

to supply spacious and rolling nmeadows and sudden mountains. | seeded ot her
things in there with mcroscopic tokens of thenselves. | cane and went into ny
bottle, into ny own estate or universe there. | felt |ike Superman entering

that little bottle that contained a great estate and world. And ny estate
thrived quickly, as | explained at the beginning of this account. In ny
estate-in-a-bottle I had beautiful friends, a beautiful manor house, a
beautiful |ake, and beautiful mountains. Listen, did you ever course and race
fine horses for mle after mle on the inside of a gallon bottle that had once
cont ai ned Red Rosa wi ne? \WWre your evenings-at-hone ever the nmost cultural in
town, the nost boozy, the nmpbst In-Goupy? Did you ever feel that your bottle
was so full that it was running over?

Then disaster struck!. Oh, it struck only five mnutes ago. It was so
sudden that | amnot yet able to appreciate the magnitude of it. My seven best
friends, including ny fiancee, went up the ladder to the nouth of the bottle
just at dawn after the happiest night we had ever experienced together. Then I
| ooked up to watch them going, and | saw the Lions in the Sky, and |I froze
with fear and horror. And ny friends, as they enmerged fromthe throat of the
bottl e and began to say the three enlarging words, were slapped to their
deaths. It was a nother cat there, and she sl apped each of my friends
(including nmy fiancee) to one of her seven kittens to catlike bugs.

This, since the striking of that disaster, has been the |ongest five
mnutes of ny life.

Oh, | see too late that | amone of those humans who | acks the
tenmperament to run an estate-in-a-bottle. And | failed to heed the warning of
Ifrit about the dreaded Lions in the Sky. And now | fear that there is no way
that | can escape gory death.

Still and all, |I was the hottest host in town for a while, and to the
I nnest Group. And it may have been worth it.

The biggest of the Lions in the Sky, the nother cat, has her paw over
the mouth of the bottle, and she is wobbling the bottle. By the flick of her



giant tail in the sky I can tell that she is calculating everything mnutely.

She will tip the bottle It WII fall four feet to the concrete and it
will shatter.

How fast can | say three enlarging words aftenstand free fromthe
shattered bottl e? How fast can the nother cat and those seven kittens pounce
on what they believe is a tasty bug?

"Il race you for it, Lions in the Sky!

GOLDEN GATE

When you have shot and killed a man you have in sone measure clarified
your attitude toward him You have given a definite answer to a definite
problem For better or worse you have acted decisively.

In a way, the next nove is up to him

And it can be a satisfying experience; the nore so here, as many woul d
like to have killed him And now it is done under the ghastly light, just as
that old devil's tune conmes to a climax and the voices have swelled to an
ani mal roar.

And afterwards an overfl owi ng satisfaction compounded of defiance and
daring; and a wonderful clarity born of the roaring excitenent. Not peace, but
achi evenent. The shadows prowl in the corners like wolves, and one glows |ike
a lantern.

But Barnaby did not shoot himtill Thursday evening. And this was only
Monday, and that state of clarity had not yet been attai ned.

It was clear to Barnaby that Blackie was really a villain. Not everybody
knew this. A nelodrama villain is only black behind the Iights. Of stage he
shoul d have a heart of gold. Wiether of westling match, or afternoon serial
or evening drama or film or on the little stage here at the Gol den Gate Bar
the villain should be -- when his role is finished -- kind and courteous,

t hought ful and big-hearted, a prince of a fell ow

That is no nyth. Here it was not entirely true.

"I have al ways suspected," said Barnaby, "that there is sone bad in
every villain. | would prove this if only | had proof. Wy am| drinking
ci der?"

"W al ways give you cider when you have had enough beer."

"It is adirty trick, and you are a dirty Irish trickster. Tell Jeannie
to play 'Fire in the Cockl eburs.""

"There isn't any such song, dear."

"I know there isn't, Margaret, but once | asked her to play a song that
wasn't, and she played it."

Bar naby was a confused young man. He was sonething of a rumdumas are
many of the noble nen of the world. And even with a broken nose he was better
| ooking than nost. He cane to the Gol den Gate because he was in love with
three wonderful wonen there.

The Colden Gate Bar is not on the Pacific Ccean. It is on another ocean
at this point several thousand mles distant. But if the name of fine ocean
wer e known, people would go there, and range up and down that coast until they
found this wonderful place. And they would come in every night, and take up
room and stay till closing tine.

It is cromded here as it is, The nbst one can ever get is one wist on
the bar. Al the tables are filled early, and no coupl e ever has one al one for
long. The relentless and scantily-dressed waitresses doubl e them up. Then they
doubl e them up again as the crowd grows. Soon the girls and | adi es have al
the seats, and the men stand behind themat the tables. And later, as the
drinki ng and singing continue, sone of the nmen sit on the ladies' |aps. They
do things like that at the Gol den Gate.

G ancy O dune, the singing bartender, began this custom He sang
bal | ads and | ove songs to the girls. He wandered as he sang, and pi cked out



t he plai nest and shyest and nobst spinsterish creature he could find. He would
sit on her lap and sing to her; and as soon as her enbarrassnent had faded a
little, she would join in the fun and sing with the crowd.

Group singing was what brought the crowds to the CGol den Gate. For people
love to sing if they don't have to sing alone. Jeannie was marvel ous at the
pi ano, and with her, people would sing all the old ballads: "Tavern in a
Town, " "I Wonder Who's Kissing Her Now, " "Wen You Were Sixteen,”" "Hot Tine in
the Ad Town."

The Gate was a fanmily place down on the old pier, and the only
drinki ng spot along the beach where children were admtted. For them was cider
in great steins. The notif was Gay Nineties. The were npustaches and derby
hats. The waitresses were scanty and seductive, and plumed and pretty in sone
ol d dance hall costune fashion. Even the custoners liked to dress the part,
and came in vintage gowns and ol d checkered vests from ancient trunks.

"I know the evil of himis largely conpounded of soot and grease," said
Bar naby who was still thinking of Blackie, the villain. "How do we know t hat
the evil of the devil hinmself is not so conmpounded?"

On the floor was sawdust, and the lights were gas |lights. The cuspidors
were old brass, and stood up in their glory.

"Has Bl acki e a name, Margaret, |ike regular people?"

"OfF course he has, dear. He is WK. WIlingsforth."

Now that was interesting. The true name of the Devil was sought by
Faust, as to know it gives a power over him And to learn it so casualty was
unheard-of luck. And if he had a name, than possibly he had al so a habitation
as though he were human

The lanp lighter turned out the lights in the bar-roomand fired the
eerie gas torches it each and of the stage. For every evening was the
nmel odrama. This was lend and wide, with pistols and boots and whips, and the
bul | -roarer voice of Blackie. Cancy O dune was the hero. Jenny, bustled and
bosomed, was the thrilling heroine. And Bl ackie was the villain, that filthy
ol d snake of a man.

The crowd would howl out "No! No! No!" to his nonstrous demands, and
hiss and cat-call. And Jeannie at the piano ran a marvel ous acconpani nent as
her sister Jenny fluted her outraged i nnocence and terror

This was a Monday ni ght that Barnaby first saw the villain. And an odd
passi on cane on him for beyond the com c and burl esque he felt a struggle and
a terror. The sandy hair raised on his neck, and he knew the villain for what
he was.

Barnaby sat with a niddl e-aged coupl e and drank beer froma pitcher
| arge beyond all believing.

"W | ove to come here," said Anne Keppel, "W have so rmuch fun just
wat chi ng the ot her people have fun. This is the only place this old bear wll
ever take ne. | love to sing, but | wouldn't dare sing anywhere el se. He nakes

j okes about the ghost of a dead cat com ng back, and why does it have to
suffer Iike that."

"The only place | ever sing," said Aurelius Keppel, "is here and in the
bath tub. In the tub, | have to keep up a great splashing, or this shrew w ||
beat on the door and announce that the doctor will be here in a mnute, and to

be brave. It isn't that | haven't a wonderful voice. It isn't that | haven't a
wonderful wife. But my wonderful w fe doesn't appreciate ny wonderful voice."
If one is to hate the villain properly, he should | ove the heroine.
Bar naby | oved passionately, but knew only slightly, the heroine, Jenny. A
little better he knew, a little nore he | oved her sister, Jeannie, the pretty
pi ano pl ayer. But he knew Margaret, the nother of the two girls, quite well.
Margaret was nore beautiful than her daughters. She was the tallest and
best |iked of those wonderful waitresses. And she was the owner of the Golden
Gat e.
And the girls were onto him "It isn't us, it's mama you |like. How does
she do it?"
"Il tell you. She's younger than her daughters. You're a couple of old



mai ds. Young and pretty, but still old maids. You're not in your nother's
class. "

"Ch, we knowit."

But they were no such thing. They were as exciting and heady a pair as
were ever met. jenny, the frail heroine, mght toss a man over her shoul der
like a sack and spin away with him And there was never any telling what
Jeanni e woul d do

The nel odrama was over, and the little stage was dark. And it was then
t hat Barnaby knew that he nust kill the villain.

Cancy Odune, still in his hero's habilinents, picked a slightly gray
and quietly amused pretty lady. He sat on her lap and sang to her softly a
goodni ght lull aby. Afterwards, Jeannie brought the piano to a great vol une,
and everybody sang "W Wn't Go Hone Till Mrning."

But they all went home at m dni ght when the Gol den Gate cl osed.

And when Barnaby was honme, he took out a little six-shot and fondled it
as though it were a jewel

2

Now it was Tuesday, the second day of the invol venent. Barnaby was
sitting in the conpany or rour sophonores fromCity College. It is known by
all, though not adnmitted by all, that sophonores are at the sanme time the nost
i ngenuous, ingenious, and disingenuous people in the world. They are a wonder
and a confrontation. Their hearts are ripe and their nminds are on fire, and
t he door of the whole cosnbps is open to them Now, at the end of their second
spring, they are inbued with clarity and charm

"A survey reveals that eighty percent of the people believe in Heaven
but only twenty percent in Hell," said Veronica. "That is like believing in up
but not down, in a disc of only one side, a pole with a top but no bottom
Maki ng Love to Alice Bly, in light but not in darkness."

That one line in the mddle was not part of the argunent. It was a line
in the ballad that the crowd was singing, and Veronica sang it with them And
yet it too was part of the argument, for Mss Bly, who | ooked |ike an angol
had roots that went down to Hell

It was odd that they would be talking of things like that. And only
Bar naby know t he reason: that Blackie was so nmuch a Devil that they were
rem nded of his honel and.

"If it weren't for the evil init the world would be a fine place," said
Sinmon. "But it is only the Evil who do not believe in evil, and only the
Hel I i sh who do not believe in Hell. There's Seven Men Going to the
G aveyard. "

"And Only Six are Com ng Back," sang Hazel. Then she said, "It is there
like a cold wind, and curls in the corner |like a dog. A whole roomfull of
people can turn evil in a mnute. The world grinds and shudders. It can cone
like a bolt and stand in the mddle of you."

It did come like a bolt and stand in the niddle of them but perhaps
only Barnaby knew what it was and shivered for it. And yet the rest shivered
as with sudden cold. For the Villain had appeared costuned in his villainy,
and the nel odrama began.

Once more the short red hair rose on the nape of Barnaby, and the odd
passi on cane over him He breathed heavily, as did others in the room There
was a terror in the conmic, and excitenment danced |ike |ightning over the
burl esque st age.

And when tile cromd howl ed "No! No! No!" in sinulated fury, it was not
entirely simulated. And there were sonme who crowed "Yes! Yes!" w ckedly
agai nst the crowd; and one of these was Hazel, bright-eyed and panting, as she
felt the evil, like a dog in the corner, rise wthin her

So it thrashed to a clinmax. Did not Jeannie know that the acconpani nment



she played on the piano was diabolic? For the tenptations of the dark villain
were manifold. But for a word of his, the crippled brother of the heroine
would go to prison; and he withheld the word. But for his testinmony, the nine
of the heroine's father would pass into the domain of the Fast Buck M ning
Conpany, and he would not give the testinmony. There was even evi dence, clear
to the nore perspicacious, that he was hinself the Fast Buck M ning Conpany.
But for him the dastardly he about the heroine's nother woul d spread and
spread; and perhaps he would be the one to spread it. There would be no bread
in the cupboard, nor coal in the scuttle, nor mlk for the small children. And

against all this only the frail virtue of the thrilling heroine.
"She ought to go with him" said the girl at the next table. "He only
wants her for the weekend. I1'd go with him Yes! Yes!" cried the girl at the

next table.

And then Barnaby knew for sure that the old dark villain had to die.

Now t he nel odrama was over and the lanmp lighter lit the lights again.
The sods rose in a hundred-headed fountain; everybody had a dozen nore beers
and sang the ballads of Jeannie. Cancy O Clune put on his sheriffs badge that
was ei ghteen inches across, and there was |aw and order, though a great dea
of noise, in the Golden CGate Bar

And when the m dnight tide pounded under the pier, Cancy came and sat
on the silken knees of a little houri named Maybelline, and sang to her "Good
Night Little Sweetheart."

And after everybody sang "W Wn't Go Hone Till Mrning," they all went
hone. Except those who went to the Buccaneer, and the Al anmp, and the Town
House, and places like that.

3

Wednesday norni ng Barnaby had a breakfast date with Jenny. It may not
have been nade clear that jenny was really beautiful. Just how beautiful, it
is inmpossible to say. Not, perhaps, as beautiful as her sister Jeannie. Not,
certainly, as beautiful as her nother, Margaret. But neverthel ess
breat h-t aki ng, fantastic, clear out of the world.

But she asked the oddest questions.

"Why don't you work? You're not working today. You didn't work
yesterday. | don't think you even worked Mnday."

"Listen," said Barnaby. "You can believe it or not, but before that I
wor ked for four weeks straight. Naturally I'mentitled to a vacati on. How
could I work this week when I've met you wonderful people and have you to

think about? If it wouldn't nike you conceited, 1'd tell you how wonderful you
really are.”
"No. It won't mike nme conceited. Please tell ne. | know, of course, but

| like to have people tell ne.

"You are just a dream You are that little heroine all the time. Al of
you are wonderful except that villain. | would like to strangle himw th ny
hands. "

"Why, he's the nost wonderful of us all, He's a real flesh-crawer. |
know what's the matter. You're jeal ous because it's really mana you're in | ove
with. | guess all villains are really marvel ous."

"I know a devil when | see one. I'll bring a gun some night and kil
him"

"He says sonetines people do. Not kill him but shoot at him Then he
knows he's getting across. But it'd be terrible if sonething happened to
him"

"I't would be grand."

"Don't talk like that, | have to go. |I'mglad you asked me, but |I'm mad
that you asked Jeannie first. If I'"'ma dream why did you ask her first? Now I
have to | eave because |I'm always so busy. Wait till the waitress goes by, and

then kiss me. Be in tonight and see how pretty | |ook."



Now it was Wednesday night, the third of the epic. Barnaby was at a
table with three seanen. These were not unknown. Long John in particul ar was
known all over town. He was not nerely lantern-jawed, he was jawed |ike an
ei ghteenth-century ship's lantern, copper bound and brass bottoned, and the
nose on himas livid and red as an old beacon at night. His clothing was
beyond desricption, and the hat on his head ol der than any man now living in
the worl d. And nmost know Benny Bi gby and Liney Lynd, the other two. To know
them however, was not to |like them Benny had a nuzzle like a fox and was
al ways | ooki ng over his shoul der. Liney was a cockney dude. They were | oud and
obscene. If they hadn't been friends of Barnaby, he wouldn't have |iked them
ei t her.

Al ready, through the early crowd there was running a tide of resentnent
toward the seanen; and this only for their insistence that all the songs that
ni ght shoul d be sea songs. Now there is nothing wong with "As | was A-wal ki ng
Down Paradi se Street -- Wth a Ho Ho Bl ow The Man Down, " but it has seventeen
choruses, and when it is sung seventeen tines, that nakes either two hundred
and ei ghty-nine or two hundred and ni nety-nine. That is too much.

And when anot her ballad slipped in sideways:

"I only ask you, lack, to do your duty, that is all
You know you prom sed that we should be wed,"

they sit in towering silence and woul d not sing.

"It isn't as though they were high-sea seanen," Blackie, the villain,
said to Cancy O Clune. "One of themworks on a garbage scow, and one on a
pil e-driving barge, and one on a ferry boat."

But Barnaby was loyal to his friends, and he considered only the evil
source of the remark. So he al so how ed for sea songs.

Now the crowd canme |ike snow and filled the room

"I have been in every Hell Hole of the world," said Long John
"Zanzi bar, Devil's Island, Port Royal (that was before the earthquake),

&l ahoma City, Cote der Pirates, Newport News, Mbile, A abama; but | have
never seen a nore evil |ooking man. Wo is he?"

Bar naby was pl eased. He had found a friend. Soneone el se who hated
Bl ackie. "That is Blackie, the Villain."

"Ah, Le Noire, | should have known. | heard of himonce in Marseille."

And yet that was hardly possible, for neither of them had ever been
there.

The thing about Blackie, is that he was very easy to be afraid of. He
had arnms |like a python. And if one cannot conceive of a python with arms, no
nore can he of Bl ackie. Barnaby was a handy young man. Though he fought | ess
than he once did, yet he always won nore fights than he |ost. He neasured
Bl ackie with his gray eyes, and he knew that he was afraid of him

"I wonder howit will be when he is dead," said Barnaby. "Wen the soul
| eaves the body, they speak of the Wngs of the Dove. Wth himit will be the
pi ni ons of the vulture."

The little houri naned Maybelline cane over and made hersel f acquai nted
wi t h Barnaby, and he was entranced with her. And however it happened, she was
soon sitting on his knee, and they we drinking beer fromthe sanme mug.

It wasn't as though he weren't still in love with Jeannie, who now
sm |l ed and frowned at himtogether from her piano.
It wasn't as though he wasn't stil in |ove with Margaret who now wagged

a finger at himfromacross the room But an houri is different from other
girls, and when you are entranced, what can you do?
Everybody sang:

"In a cottage down in Sussex

Li ve her parents old and | ane,

And they drink the wi ne she sends them
But they never speak her nane."



And t hey sang:

"Shoot nme like an Irish soldier
Do not hang nme |like a dog."

Everybody sang together the music of Jeannie, and the only lights in the
pl ace were those old gas lights. Sonething went out of the world with them
These new lights, they have no snell to them they have no flicker or rea
glow. You can't reach up and light a cigar or dramatically burn a letter. It's
al nrost as though they weren't alive.

And after a while, Jeannie began to play devil's nusic, and BEvi
uncoi l ed like a snake and slid into the room The lights in the world went
out, and the torches were Iit in Hell; and the nel odrama began on the little
stage. The world shuddered on its axis, and the villain was prince of the
worl d. Once nore the odd passion cane on Barnaby. An ani mal surge went through
the crowd as the noble hero and the trilling heroine and the dark villain
acted out the oldest epic in the world.

"No! No! No!" But tonight virtue would not triunph. The nore he was
hi ssed, the nmore powerful the villain becane. For he al so had his supporters,

and now they rose like a ground swell. Virtue was how ed down in a crescendo
of devil's nusic played by Jeannie at the piano.
"O K" said Jenny, the heroine, "let's go and get it over." So Jenny

went with the evil villain, and everybody |aughed as the lights were lit again
with a taper.
Now they all had a dozen nore beers and sang:

"Just break the news to Mot her,
She knows how dear | | ove her,
And tell her not to wait for ne,
For 1'm not comi ng hone."

And the words had a doubl e neani ng for Barnaby.
They sang:

"The cook she was a kind old soul
She had a ragged dress.

W hoi sted her upon a pole

As a signal of distress.”

And this seemed i nexpressibly sad to Barnaby, and not even the houri on
hi s knees coul d cheer himup

For over in the corner was jenny, and she was sitting with Blackie, the
villain, in a condition of extrene friendliness; and for all he knew they were
drinking their beer fromthe same pitcher

Then, as the night ran on, Cancy O Cune picked out an el even year old
girl who was drinking cider with her father, who was a barber, and he canme and
sat on her lap and sang to her "Believe Me If Al Those Endearing Young
Charns" for a goodni ght song.

Afterwards everybody sang "W Wn't Go Hone Till Mrning." And they al
went home at midnight.

4

Thur sday norni ng Barnaby had a breakfast date with Jeannie, the
out rageously beautiful piano player.
"Did Jenny turn you down? Wiy did you ask ne first today?"
"I always ask you first."
"Jebny says you're nmad at her because she's friendly with Bl ackie.
But he's so nice. Don't you know that? He's one of the nicest nen we



ever net."

"He is a devil. He makes ny flesh craw ."

"He is supposed to. But only on the stage, He's a consummate actor. |
think that's the word that mama says he is. And mama says for us to keep an
eye on you because you're acting so peculiar. We tell her you only act
pecul i ar over her. Don't you think we'd nake nice daughters-in-Iaw?"

"You woul d be nice anything, Jennie."

"And don't you wi sh you were a sultan and could have us all at once?"

"Yes | do. | never thought of it, but that's just what | w sh."

"And the houri too?"

"How di d you know she was an houri? | thought | was the only one who
knew. "

"I"mnever sure you're serious. | do have to go, dear. Isn't it too bad
t hat everyone always has to go all the tine? You eat the rest of ny jelly and
egg. Kiss ne. Good bye."

And it was norning and evening, the fourth day.

And in the evening Barnaby sat with a table full of refinery workers. He
had brought with himtonight his little six shot |oaded. And five were bl anks
and one was not.

The refinery workers were naned Croesus Kahl neyer, M das Mrressey, and
Money- Bags Miul doon. These are the names that the waitresses gave to them for
refinery workers are the biggest tippers in the world. They tip livishly. The
reason they call do this is that all refinery workers get a hundred hours a
week overtine, and the noney they nmake is fantastic.

Gaiety Garrett was waiting their table. The boys all called her Gaiety
Unrestrained. And in a |arger sense gaiety unrestrained reigned through the
whol e of the Col den Gate.

Now t he surf pounded |oudly under the pier. It always seened noi siest
when the mel odranma was about to start. For after the hours had passed, the
lanp lighter turned out the lights in the barroomand flared the torches on
the stage. The snell of them came over the roomlike a weird fog.

Then Barnaby took the little six-shot fromhis pocket and fondled it.
For the reign of the prince of evil was about to be ended in the world.

And when the nel odrama was at its |oudest, and the pistols barked, and
the crowd roared |ike an animal, Barnaby raised his six-shot trenbling.

And fired it six tines.

It is such alittle thing to kill a man and brings so nuch sati sfaction
you wonder everybody does not do it. It is |ike walking through green neadows
after an oppressing darkness.

Bar naby rel axed and the short hairs subsided on his nape; for the
passion had |l eft him Peace came down on himlike white snow.

"I have killed the villain," he slid. And he had. The pinions of the
vul ture had sounded and the soul of the villain had gone.

But the act was for hinself alone. Only he and the victimknew that it
had happened.

For Bl ackie did not act as though he were killed. He strutted through
the drama to its close while the crowd how ed and everyone was happy.

Yet there was no doubt that the villain was dead, for a great clarity
had descended on Barnaby. And Bl ackie was now nore |like an odd old friend who
needed a shave, and no nore a python or a devil.

Margaret cane to the table and she was white faced.

"Don't you ever do a thing like that again. Gve me that. How could you
do that to hin? W all |ove you and thought you | oved us."

And she | ooked at himqueerly. He liked the way she | ooked at him a
sort of wild worry beneath the kindness.

Everybody drank an ocean of beer and sang thousands upon thousands of
songs. And when it was late, Cancy O dune went over to d adys, who wore



gl asses, and sat on her |lap and sang "Just a Song at Twi light" for a goodnight
song.

And as al ways they sang "W Wn't Go Hone Till Morning". And as al ways
t hey went hone at mi dnight.

5

Friday norning Barnaby went to work; but there was only a half day's
work for him It often happens that a boy will find only a half day's work
after he has laid off for a week and needs it.

And in the afternoon he went to the Golden Gate, which was closed in the
daytime. He went in the back where deliveries were made.

The sour ghost of last night's beer perneated the place. And there was
anot her ghost there, loud and wailing.

It was a terrible noise, a discordant clanging and chording that was the
saddest thing he had ever heard: the woeful wailing of a soul that has been in
purgatory a long century, and has just been told that it is not purgatory it
isin. It was a hopeless crash filled with a deep abiding sorrow that had once
been hope.

Bl acki e was pl aying the piano, and there was torture in his eyes. Yet he
tal ked happily.

"Hell o, Barnaby. | love the instrunent. | play it every chance | get.

Yet | amtold that | do not play well. Do | play well, Barnaby?"

"No, no, you play quite badly."

Bl ackie, thit old python who needed a shave, seemed di scouraged.

"I was afraid you would think so. Yet to nyself it is beautiful. Do you
think it sounds beautiful to anyone?"

"No. | don't think it would sound beautiful to anyone in the world,

Bl acki e. "

"I wishit weren't so."

"I shot at you |l ast night, Blackie."

"I knowit. Six shots. | knew you woul d."

"One of themwas not a bl ank."

"The third. |I know it would be the third. |I dug it out of the plaster
this nmorning."

"Does anyone el se know?"

"No. How woul d anyone el se know? | am goi ng away, Barnaby."

"Wher e?"

"Kate's Kl ondi ke Bar. They need a villain there. Here they are changi ng
the format. They will call this the Speakeasy. It will be a gin mll with
fl apper waitresses |like John Held Jr. pictures. They will have a | ost
generation notif and sing lost twenties songs. Clancy is practicing 'Star
Dust' all the tine. | could stay an as a gangster, but | ambetter as an old
time villiin. The gay days are about over. The Twenties will be the new era of
nostal gia."

"I will not like that."

He went to find Margaret where she was counting her nmoney in a little
room

"Bl ackie siys you are going to change this to a Sad Twenti es pl ace."

"Yes, dear, the Twenties will be all the rage now "

"I don't renenber themlike | do the older tines. | wasn't even born
yet, in the twenties. Do you renmenber them Margaret?"

"Of course | do. It'll be sweet to have them back. W have sone

wonderful ideas. The girls play old scratchy records all day long to learn
them'

"WIl you still have the nel odrama?"
"Well, no. But we'll leave skits. Well, not skits really; we'll have
ukel el e players and things like that. You'll like it."

"There's only one thing bothers ne."
"What, dear?"



"I'n the Twenties, how did they know who was the villain?"
"I don't know, dear. Here are the nen with the scenery. | have to show
t hem where to put it."

But that Friday night it wasn't the sane. The girls were all dressed in
potato sacks with the belts only three inches fromthe bottom Their stockings
were rolled and their knees were rouged; and on their heads were sheath-1like
hel mets that nade them |l ook like interplanetary creatures with the ears
sheared of f them Jenny and Jeanni e | ooked like two peel ed onions w th not
enough hair on their heads to cover them OGCh, that those breath-taking
creatures should conme to thisl!

They sang "Yes Sir, she's my baby." They sang "Ch you have no idea."
They sang:

"You play the Uke,
You' re from Dubuque,
| go for that."

The Speakeasy spoke, but Barnaby could not hear its nessage. To himit
was di smal and deep. And then the |ong evening was over and the gin gl asses
were enpty.

G ancy O dune was singing a good night song to a boney fl apper

"Picture ne

Upon your knee,
And tea for two,
And two for tea."

But he didn't sit on her lap. All at once none of the ladies were built
i ke that anynore.

Bar naby went to Blackie's room Bl ackie was packing.

"What town is Kate's Klondi ke Bar in?"

Bl ackie told himthe town. But it shall be told to no one else. If it
were known, people would go there, and conme in every night, and take up room
and it's going to be crowded enough there as it is.

"That isn't very far," said Barnaby. "That's only a coupl e of hundred
mles. "Il go there and get a job. Then at night I can cone in and listen to
t hem sing, and watch the mel odrama. "

THI'S BODI NG | TCH

The Pal mer Itch, the Palmer Itch
Assuaged with oil and honey,

It means that we will all be rich
In everything but noney.
C.S. Wnward Lew s

On all channels, the conedians on the early evening (6:05-6:10) conedy
spot had j okes about itching palnms. Yes, and they were all jokes about the
left palmbeing itchier than the right palm

"I didn't know that anybody except me had itching pal ns today," one

hundred nmillion wives in just one country said when they heard the comc
"I didn't know that anybody except me had itching pal ns today," one
hundred nillion husbands gave the echo. "And | sure didn't know that anybody

except ne had their left palmitcllier than their right one."
And six mnutes later, it was on all the early (6:16-6:21) news spots.
"If only they don't call it the "lItchy Palm Syndrone,'" a young | ady
naned Vera Vanguard said. "I can stand any thing except that."



"l suppose that we rmay as well call it the '"Itchy Pal m Syndrone,'" the
spot news commentator said. "The phenonenon is with us and it may well be with
us for the foreseeable future, possibly until the 7:01 news spot. Qur foreign
contacts assilre us that it is now world-wide. Ch, there is professor Arpad
Arutinov. Professor, can you give us an opinion on the 'Itchy Palm
Syndr one' ?"

"See page 982, paragraph 2," Arutinov said. He was an inposing man
except for his shocking weasel -1ike face.

"Page 982, paragraph 2 of what, sir?" the spot news comentator asked.

"OfF the book," Arpad Arutinov said. "And don't ask what book. There is
only one." The Professor disappeared fromthe screen. He al ways seened to be
just passing through, and yet he was always seen briefly in very many pl aces,
dozens every night, wherever the TV |ights were shining.

"l wonder what book he neans,"” the commentator said. He | ooked at his
next note. "So far, the wave of suicides attributed to the 'lItchy Palm
Syndrome' has been quite light. The Syndrone is driving people bugs, but it is
not driving very many of them over the buggy edge yet. The death rate is sure
to pick up as the evening unrolls, if the itchiness holds."

The conmentator didn't know what book the Professor neant, but at |east
two of his listeners did know

"Hand me the book, Fritz," Vera Vanguard said, "and then | ook to your
Happy Ox Hodgepodge. | think it's burning."

"There is no way ny Happy Ox Hodgepodge can burn," Fritz said. "The
hotter the fire, the nore juice will bubble up init." And Fritz Der G osse
handed the book to Vera and she turned to page 982 paragraph 2 and read:

"The Mut ational - Advances in the hunan speci es have been orderly and
wel | - spaced. And each has been quite clearly announced, though only at the
very noment of its happening. The coining of color vision, the com ng of
speech, the com ng of consciousness (the latter two were probably sinultaneous
com ngs) have all been announced by ranmpant pruritus. The ancient trepanning
of skulls which so puzzled archeol ogi sts and ant hropol ogi sts was directed at
getting into the brain to scratch the announcing pruritus, the Boding Itch

"Hurmans as they are now constituted are only about two steps away from
perfection. Since the nutational -advances have been orderly and well -spaced,
| et us consider which advances are next in order. And let us consider when the
spacing will be fulfilled. My own figures indicate that the spacing is
fulfilled al nost exactly now and that it is tine for a new appearance (which |
believe will be a doubl e ippearance).

"Al'l that humans now need for their conpletion are a handy road map to
show t hem where they're going, and a correlating eye to show them where they

are right now They will get these two benefits quite soon, and there will be
a spill-over of themto other intelligent species.

"The spill-over to other intelligent species is a sort of insurance. If
manki nd stunbl es and falls back at this step, or at any other step, things
will not have to begin quite at the beginning again. The other intelligent
species will have a good start on things, a better-than-nothing start.

"When the ranpant and universal itching appears, know you that the
illuminating sumer of the intellect is nigh."

"Well, that's surely plain enough," Fritz said. He took the book from
Vera and put it back on the shelf. Tile name of the book was The Back Door of
H story and it was witten by that weasel -faced Doctor Arpad Arutinov.

Vera and Fritz went into the kitchen to eat the Happy Ox Hodgepodge, one
of the Geat Dishes of the Western Worl d.

"Yes, that's surely plain enough,” Vera agreed as she tied the bib under
her chin (Happy Ox is sloppy), "but there's many a slip on those nuddy
syl l ogistic roads. When will WHEWget into the act? And how can WHEW be bal ked
from spoiling the whol e show?"

VHEW was ' Worl dwi de Heal th Enforcenment Wardens.' This nultinationa
agency under its notto ' Good health and good attitude conpul sory for
everyone!' could act on a worl d-wi de scale within short mnutes to obliterate



any new ail ment or unease. Sonetimes it acted too rapidly, but it was never
guilty of not acting. There was no way that it could neglect sonething |like
the new itch.

"What worries me nost is WHEW s secondary notto 'Qut by the roots! Leave
not a trace,'" Fritz said. "I believe that it will be a very delicate and
detailed tracery, and | don't want my own version of it to be obliterated
without a trace. | believe that the tracery will consist of a "world line'" as
well as a 'personal line," and that those of us who are the natural |eaders
nmust conbine the two of themin our |eadership. Perhaps some of us could
hi de?"

"Hi de fromWEW Ch, that's funny. Nobody can hide from WHEW Fritz."

"Monkeys and apes world-wide ire also exhibiting the 'lItchy Palm
Syndrome,'" a commentators voice on the 6:41 news spot was saying. "And
dol phins are showi ng a strange and unl ocal i zed unease whi ch i s sonmewhat
simlar to the "lItchy Palm Syndrone.' Let ne enphasize though that the
dol phins are not actually suffering froman itching of the palns of their
hands. They haven't any hands or pal ns thereof.

"But WHEWis on the job. Already they have treated and cured ten mllion
persons and they will be treating about ten million persons a mnute unti
everybody on Earth is cured. WHEWis using the new (well, it's about six
m nutes old now) Deep-Bite Acid Treatnent. There have been early conplaints of
the treatnent | eaving holes clear through the palns of the hands, but this has
now been adjusted for. The Deep-Bite Treatnent was biting a little bit too
deep for a short while there. But the nysterious itch will soon be no nore
than a nenory."

"Maybe we coul d got good depth photographs of the -- ah -- road maps of
the future before they are obliterated," Fritz Der Gosse hazarded to Vera.

"I"'mafraid not," she snuffed that one out. "The maps are not clarified

yet, on ne or on you, and | don't believe that they will be clarified unti
the itch has run its course."
"If extrenes cone to the extreme, we could --" Fritz hesitated.

"What, funny man, what?" Vera asked him
"Lop themoff," Fritz Der Grosse said in a pale voice

Vera Vanguard read scraps from anot her book, while they assessed a very
direful situation.

"There are seven major nounts on the palmof the hand: the Munts of
Jupiter, Saturn, Apollo, Mercury, Mars, Venus, and the Mon

"There are seven maj or nodes on the palmof the palm the Nodes of
Sol onon or Judgement, of Everl astingness or Transcendence, of Virtue, of
El oquence, of Power, of Agape or Enabling Love, and of Futurity.

"There are six mnor lines on the palmof the hand: the Life Line, the
Saturn Line, the Head Line, the Heart Line, the Mars Line, and the Grdle of
Venus.

"Thus it is seen that there are seven notints and seven nodes, but only
six major lines. This does not nean that we have | ost one of the lines of the
pal m of our hand. It neans that we haven't arrived at it yet. Indeed there is
folk memory of the time when there were only four major lines in our pal ns.

"The seventh line, when it appears, will be the Iline of the Future, and
it will be the chart of things to come. It will erupt out of the Node of
Futurity which is located in the Mount of the Moon, and it will nove across

the palmto the Ring of Saturn which is at the base of the index finger

"It is the customto end books on Palmstry with the question, 'Wat
does the future hold?" The answer is that the future for us holds the Vision
of the Future Limed out plainly in the palnms of our hands, and it holds a new
[Ilum nation to see that Future by."

The book that Vera Vanguard had read this fromwas Palmstry for Plain
Peopl e, by Mdses Mntes.



About thirty of the people who considered thensel ves as natural |eaders
in that town had githered in the roonms of Fritz Der G osse.

"Ifwe are able to effect telekinesis it all, and | believe that we are,
then we should surely be able to control and influence our detached parts,"
Ceorge Frontrunner said. "W are already on the verge of a breakthrough in
this field. W'll let this inpasse push us right into this breakthrough."

Then the comentator on tile 7:01 news spot was tal king:

"For more than eight m nutes now WHEW has been devel opi hg new breed of
dog that will go direct to severed nmenbers, and utterly destroy them Here is
a direct quote fromthe Plenipotentiary of WHEW 'Don't hack them off, folks.
They aren't that itchy. And if you have any | eft-handed (hey, that's a pun)

i deas about this, well, forget them' People out there, WHEW neans what it
says. "

"Let's cut our losses in half," Fritz said to that circle of his
friends. "Oh, we'll each just lop the left one off and try to conceal it in a
good pl ace, though the dogs do conplicate that. The left palmis supposed to
be much the nore informative one, you know "

2

The eyes we have, the eyes we have,
And soon we'll have another!

O else a | eopard epitaph.

Ch how they slink and slutlier!

C.S. Leeward Lew s

Vera Vanguard was giggling. Her handless |eft hand was packed in dry ice
to stop its bl eeding, and she | ooked di smal and di shevel ed. None the |ess, she
was gi ggling.

"I thought it would stop half the itching, at |east," she snickered,
"and it did for a nonent. But now | have a nowitch, right on the top of ny
head. And I've only one hand to scratch that with, and no other hand at al
for scratching ny itching hand."

"Yes, | have an itching right on the top of nmy head too," several of
themsaid. "It's the second stage of the rocket, as it were."

"The 'Book' said that the new apearance woul d probably be a double
appearance,"” Fritz rem nded them "Well, what is going to devel op on the tops

of our heads?"

The severed left hands of the thirty persons were ronping around on the
tal bes and floor, and clinbing up the draperies. They we under pretty good
tel ekinetic control by their owners, though several of the hands seend to have
m nds and lives of their own. Each of these hands bore an dnergi ng map of the
future, and they nust be kept safe fromthe effecting cures of the WHEW

Four of the hands, working together, raised one of the w ndows two
i nches and craw ed out under it to the stone | edge outside. O her |eft hands
opened the other two wi ndows of the room and then all the hands were outside
on the | edges. The people closed and | ocked the wi ndows then and pulled the
drapes over them Wuld the dogs devel oped by WHEW be able to find and destroy
t he hands when the hands were outside on stone | edges that were thirty stories
hi gh?

"The dol phins, worlw de, are spending a lot of time contenplating their
navel s," the comenator on the 7:31 news spot was speaking. "They are
contenpl ating their navels and grinning those wi de dol phin grins. And the
dol phis are, especially within the last four ninutes, becom ng arrogant and
uncooperative in certain experinments that people have been conducting on them
What does it all mean?"

"I't neans that now the dol phins can read the future and the humans
can't," said a one-handed young | ade naned Clair O Hare. It's been suspected



t hat dol phns had the equival ent of our palmstry all along, but we never knew
how it was recorded. So that's wehre they have it, in the navel. Never m nd
in three or four mnutes we'll be able to read the future too."

"WHEW has nearly conpleted its world-wi de work," the conmmrentator was
sayi ng. "The Deep-Bite Acid Treatnent has already been applied to nroe than
ni nety-ni ne percent of the people in the world and the damabl e itching has
been eaten out to its roots. After being healed, all persons will have slick
and unlined pal ns. The WHEW crews are now noppi ng up the remaining one-third
of one percent of the people in the world, those who are marked for speci al
handl i ng, those idenfied by the sensors as bei ng sonehow uncooperati ve.

"There's an interesting side-light to this. Mst people, as soon as the
itching in their palms is cured, conmplain of an itshing in the top of their
heard. 'I think ny head has been itching for quite a while,' some of them say,
"but | didn't notice it so nmuch because the itching in ny hands was worse.' W
may, have a follow up on the 'ltchy Pate Syndrone' on the 7:46 news spot."

A bunch of WHEW crewren burst in on the gruop in the rooms of Fritz Der
Gross. "You people are ticketed for special handling," the | eader said, "but
don't know why. OCh, maybe that's it! Eustace, bring the specially trained
dogs. Thirty of you fol ks here, and each of you has his left hand freshly
| opped off. How are we going to treat hands that aren't here? How did this
happen?"

"Thirty separate grotesque accidents, "Fritz said. "I knowit's an
out rageous coi nci dence, but it's no nore than that."

The Whew crewren gave the right hands of each of the group the Deep-Bite
Acid Treatment and burned out their Lines of the Future just when they were in
the final stages of being born. Never mind, the lines of the left palmare
al ways cl earer than those of the right.

Then the crewran, Eustace, canme in with nine fierce, new y-trained dogs.
The dogs threw thensel ves agai nst the wi ndows of the room broke them out, and
t unbl ed t hr ough

"After than!" the chief of the WHEWcrew cried; and all of those crewren
foll owed the dogs through the windows and into a thirty-story fall to
shattering death. The crewren on 'special handling; jobs are indeed
speci alist, but their specializations have crowded out their conmon sense.

The phone rang. Fritz answered it. And a tapping noise cane fromit.

"That's mni-Mrse Code," said a one-handed nan nanmed Horace Rand. "I'm
pretty sure that | can understand it. I'mpretty sure that I'msending it, ina
way, thorugh ny own detached and observing left hand. 1've sent a | ot of

m ni - Morse by that hand. Yes, here is the nessage: 'All clear here. W' re on
the wi ndow | edges three floors above you. W sure did snooker those dogs and
fellows, didn't we? Did you ever see dogs trying to follow a trail straight up
into the air when they're falling strai ght down? They can't get any traction
Is it all clear down there? Can we cone back down?'"

"Wandering hands, cone back to us," Horace tapped in mni-Mrse. And
within three mnutes all the severed hands had returned to their owners and
were frolicking over themlike so many pet squirrels.

"Qur hands really could be handier for us now than they were before,"
Claire said. "This is neat. And the Line of the Future in ny separated hand

here has becone quite clear and wonderfully detailed. | can't quite interpret
it yet, but | feel that the ability and illumination for that is on the way to
ne. "

They all knew what was happeni ng, of course, and how that ability and
illumnation was comng to them They knew that at the
fontanel of the head there was a'third-eye' that saw by a sense other than
regul ar sight, the third eye that had been asleep in all of us for the |ast
few short thousands of years, the third eye that should open to new unifying
and illumnating vision any tinme now.

"Zoo monkeys and apes have becone very arch and knowing in the |ast few



nmonents," the commentator on the 8:01 news spot was saying. "They | ook at the
pal ms of their |left hands and they | augh. They scratch their heads (they seem
to have the new pate itch the same as humans do), but they scratch their heads
with a sort of delight. They seemto know sonething that we don't."

The thirty persons in Fritz Der Gosse's roons (natural |eaders, every
one of then) | ooked at the palms of their left hands ("Ch, roll over, now
flatten out a bit, perfect, perfect!") and |laughed with new joy. They
scratched the tops of their heads (with their right hands only), and they
scratched with a sort of delight. They were begi nning to know thi ngs that
nobody had ever known before.

And they ate nore Happy Ox Hodgepodge. It's great brain-food, it's great
di sposition-and-attitude food, and it's the best '"third-eye' food in the
wor | d.

"The dol phins still contenplate their navels," the comrentator was
saying, "and now they seemto ripple the skin of their heads and whistle and
giggle a lot."

"The dol phins al ready have the bl owholes at the proper place," a
one- handed man naned Cyril H Digby said. "They are natural 'third-eye
creatures. The third eye as shown in old al chemical drawi ngs has al ways | ooked
at least as nuch like a dolphin's eye as a hunan's eye to ne."

"But WHEWis on the job," the spot commentator was continuing. "The
Deep-Bite Acid Treatnment devel oped earlier in the evening for the obliteration
of the 'ltchy Pal m Syndrome' has been adapted and deepened for the
obliteration of the 'ltchy Pate Syndronme.' The secondary notto of WHEWt he
Wor| dwi de Heal th Enforcement Wardens is still 'Qut by the Roots. Leave not a
Trace.' WHEWis now making twenty mllion cures per mnute Wrldw de of the
"Itchy Pate Syndromne."'

"N pped in the bud," Vera Vanguard said, "or rather 'nipped in the
bloom' for we have al ready begun to bl oomw th our gl orious new
mut at i onal - advance. W have the handy road maps to show us where we're going,
to show us the future; and we begin to have the correlating inner-outer eye to
show us where we really are now It sees by a sense other than regul ar sight,
but it sees totally. But WHEWis on the strike again. Wiat will we do?"

"When a process has worked well once --" Fritz Der Grosse began

"Then take a long cool look at it before you try it again," Horace Rand
of f er ed.

"W may not have tinme enough to take a long cool |ook," very said
appr ehensi vel y.

"I say 'Lop themoff!'," Fritz cried.

"I's it our heads you are tal king about, man?" Cyril H. Di gby asked.

"Yes, our heads," Fritz maintained it, "our wonderful heads with so nuch new
illumnation churning around in them Onh, | feel nyself getting smarter by the
m nute. "

"I"'mnot sure that your |atest proposal reflects that, man," Cyril said.

And now the 8: 11 spot news comentator wis talking: "Wthin the |ast
ei ght m nutes WHEW has devel oped a new breed of hunting | eopards that will
savagely and instinctively zero in on severed human heads and find them and
devour them Don't |ook for easy outs, folks. WHEWw || cure your pate itch in
WHEW s own way. "

"That just about does us in," Claire O Hare railed. "The | edges outside
the wi ndows are too narrow for our heads. They'd roll off. And even if they
didn't roll off, they wouldn't be able to clinb up the walls to the higher
stories. The | eopared would have themright where they were."

"It's going to be a race, folks, and | always |loved a race," Vera crowed
with avid pleasure. "I feel myself getting smarter by the second, and |I'm sure
the rest of you are lighting up too. If only a WHEW crew doesn't got here for



three or four mnutes we'll be so smart that we can outwit them a dozen
di fferent ways."

But a WHEW crew burst into the roonms in that very instant.

"Delay themjust half a minute, group," Vera Vanguard begged her
associates in a husky voice. "Ch, I'mgetting so smart so fast that | know
["1I'l think of something in half a mnute.”

But the WHEW crewren were already inflicting the Deep-Bite Acid
Treatment cures on the heads of group people, eating those third eyes clown to
their roots before they were fully awake.

"No, no, our heads don't itch at all," Horace Rand protested.

"The Pruritus-meters are running and they say that your heads do itch,"
the chief of the WHEW crew said. "Geat |eaping |eopards, that's what the
joyful |eaping marks on ny Line of the Future are,"” Fritz cried. "Ch great
| eapi ng | eopards!"”

And the | eaping | eopards were in the room

"Wn't you WHEW gentl eren all have some Happy Ox Hodgepodge?" Vera
asked.

"I will," the chief said, and he began to fill a big platter with it.
"And my men will have some of it just as soon as they finish treating you
peopl e, just as soon as they are certain that they have you cured and no
m st ake about it."

"Areport fromlIndia says that the el ephants are | ooking into the ends
of their trunks and cooing with delight,"” the commentator on the 8:16 news
spot was saying. "And they are scratching the tops of their heads on the hol es
of trees with obvious pleasure."

"I suppose that the spill-over to the other intelligent species is a
good thing," Fritz Der Grosse said, "but it is not enough. W need us too."

A one- handed man naned Buford Cracksworthy, in a nonent of panic, had
| opped of f his own head.

"Here, here, here," the chief of the WHEWcrew cried. "That isn't
allowed at all."

"Ch boy oh boy oh boy!" the severed head noaned in severe unease. The
sl unped- over body of Gracksworthy wasn't in control of its head, and the head
wasn't in very good control of itself. That wasn't a successful way of saving
the third eye.

One of the |eaping | eopards came, smashed the head, and then chewed it
iipind swallowed it. It sounded as if the beast was chew ng a head of
cabbage.

"What a race, right down to the wire," Vera Vanguard chortled. "I'm
getting so smart |'mabout to bust. Ch, is it nmy turn now? Have you al ready
blinded the third eyes, that is cured all the others? Hand, just let ne see
that line once nmore by my new illumnation. Ch, | understand it. There is a
delay, and there is a great burgeoning in the group futurity line then, an
absol ute i ncandescence. But ny personal future line, why is it blurred?

"I'"l'l think of something, 1'll think of sonething fast. Quch! Say, that
deep-bite acid does have a bite to it! Ch, its darker in here than it was. And
| forget what | was trying to do."

TONGUES OF THE MATAGORDA
"I will tell you one of nmy early adventures," said Esteban of Azanor,

"the adventure that, nore than any other, nade ne what | amtoday. It is an
account that should be cut in crystal for the magnificence of it, but I can do

no i-nore than tell it in crystalline words."
"Make it that they are Quevenes words then," said a surly Quevenes
I ndian called d aukos. "You know what will happen if you continue to use

Spani sh words. "



"Ch certainly, you will cut another piece out of nmy tongue. But 1've
saved you the trouble. Here is a piece of nmy tongue that | cut off already. So
if in my account | do use a Spanish word now and then, it is already paid
for."

"This is no piece of your tongue," Giukos said. "It is a piece of
nmoon-crab neat. But | amstarving so |l will cat it." The Quevenes did not |ike
their slaves to talk in words they did not understand; and to conpel themto
speak Quevenes they had indeed cut notches and slivers fromthe tongues of
Esteban and al so his conpanions in slavery, Captain Dorantes and Captain
Castillo.

"It was in the year of Restored Salvation 1481 and | was the son of the
Enperor Maximlian of the Holy Roman Enpire when | decided that | would reach
out ny hand and obtain as big a share of the world and its glory as | was able
to do," Esteban began his tale. "Ch, even nore than | was able to do, for
intended to go into the area of the inpossible. My father the Enperor had
given me five realnms in Europe and two in Asia, but that was hardly enough to
sati sfy a shining young man |ike nyself."

"I have never heard of the Enperor Maximlian having a black son,"
Captain Castillo objected in that sunny voice of his.

"Did | say that | was a black person then?" Esteban asked. "No. | was
fair of hair and skin. I was tawny as a lion, and as fierce. It was in the
course of this heroic adventure that | becane bl ack person. Pay attention and
do not interrupt. There is a rite and cerenpny which is enacted on the day
when the son of an Enperor decides to reach out his hand. Certain Jinns
(Christians pretend not to know about the Hi nns, but the Mslens understand
that God created three intelligent species, Angels, Jinns and Humans) come to
the son of even a Christian Enperor and pl edge thenselves to do favors for him
and to stand by himin both success and adversary. They do this because every
Jinn is hinmself the son of an Enperor somewhere. One of them prom sed ne noney
unfailing; one of them prom sed ne | ove unfailing; one of them prom sedne
adequate m ght at arns agai nst opponents of ordinary flesh. And so the
prom ses were made by seven of them But the eighth of them made me an odd and

crabbed promise: 'If you are ever in an encounter where you are overmatched,’
he said, 'you will have the choice of changing places with your opponent in
all ways.' 'It's a favor of which I will have no use,' | said. 'By whom woul d

| be overmatched? "

"Wth nine hundred and ninety-nine followers, all of themlike young
lions in their hearts, | conquered three nore realns in Europe, three nore in
Asia, and three in Africa where | had been unreal med before. Then | cane to
the central realmof Africa, the Kingdom of Sonrai. W had conme over five
hundred | and | eagues of desert to the wonderful City of Tinmbucktoo the capita
of Sonrai which is like a paridise in the niddle of the desert. There we net a
force ten tinmes our nunbering that was captained by the tall and nuscul ar son
of King Askia of Sonrai. This son, who was nanmed Esteban, was a great captain
of combat. To each of nmy lion-spirited nen he assigned ten of his strong and
swift warriors. Each of nmy men killed the ten nen sent against him but each
of my men lost his own life in slaying them And finally there was nobody | eft

except nyself and Esteban the son of King Askia. 'Well, find nine nore nen
somewhere and | will battle you," | said. "It is time that | put a finish to
this." "It is nyself and thyself,' the big Esteban told nme. 'l do not need
ni ne other men. Perhaps you need them but they will not be provided to you.'

W began to fight with swords, and suddenly | was afraid. This Esteban was
stronger and qui cker than nyself.
"Hi s sword was | onger and heavier and his shield was taller and nore

massi ve. He began to kill nme with sure and careful blows, and | caught the
frightening scent of nmy own dead body as it would be by sundown of that day.
So, inny mind, | called on the Jinns for help. The first seven of them said

"W have already given you all that we pronised to you, noney and | ove and
adequate m ght at arns agai nst opponents of ordinary flesh. It is no fault of
ours that this Esteban is of extraordinary and spectacul ar flesh.'’



"' Oh, eighth Jinn, | amovermatched,' | cried then. 'For what it's
worth, let nme change places with this strong opponent in all ways.' At once
felt nyself to be taller and stronger and faster of hand and arm and body. At
once | wis handling nore easily a | onger and heavier sword and taller and nore
massi ve shield. And nmy opponent was no |longer a black African man, but a tawny
[ion man the col or of desert sand, and his face was the face that had al ways
been mne. And | saw that | nyself now had bl ack hands and arns and |legs. So |
killed the sand-col ored nman who had been mnyself, and cut off his held, and cut
his body into four quarters. And by this | nyself became Esteban of the
spectacul ar flesh. 'Ch nmy son!' King Askia of Sonrai cried, and he came and
put his arns around nme. 'There has never been such a warrior as you since
nmyself in ny youth.' So | became Esteban the son of King Askia of Sonrai, and
| have been that person ever since. | still have nenories of the years when
was the son of Maximilian of the Holy Roman Enpire, but that old body of nine
has long since to dust. | don't know what the original Esteban has nenories of
or where his essence is now. | guess | amliving in that essence. That is ny
heroi ¢ adventure."

"It is a good enough tongue,"” a Quevenes Indian called Melas said, "but
it would be better if we had drummers to drumit and fluters to flute it. It
lacks a little without them"

"But when | came upon you, Esteban, you were a boy of no nore than
thirteen years old," Captain Dorantes said, "and that was thirty-two years
after the year 1481 of Restored Sal vation."

"Ch, that is a part of a different story," Esteban said, "in which | had
found and drunk of the fountain of youth and had become a young boy fromit.
And in ny boyish guise | had wandered away from the Ki ngdom of Sonrai, and
have lost it this while."

"I"ll tell you a tongue of an adventure that | had,"” said the Quevenes
I ndian called d aukos, "which concerned the devil and his ugly sister. This
was the devil naned Jube, not your own devil named Diablo, who is not a rea
person."

There were five of themsitting on the nud-sand of Matagorda
Bay of the Gulf of Mexico, and the year was probably 1530 or 1531. They were
the big black nman Estaban of Azanor, and the two Spani sh nen Captain Dorantes
and Captain Castillo. These three were the first great explorers to cross the
North American Continent, but there was no one to call themgreat here. They
were tenporarily (for nore than a year now) slaves of the Quevenes I|ndian
people. And there were two Quevenes |ndian nmen, d aukos and Melas. Al five of
these were 'head-taller men', nen who stood a head taller than ordinary
humans. All five of them as it happened, were starving to death. In all other
things they were distinctive and did not resenbl e each other very much.

This area was parched and its grass turned brown and bl ack fromlack of
rain. Salt water had risen in all their water holes. Black buzzards were
hanging in the hot air discussing whether this would be 'carrion evening' or
not. They were weighing the five tall men with their hard eyes.

"I was rolling stones with the devil," d aukos the Quevenes said. "I had
a fine stone with six sides, all of themsquare, and the numbers on it were
fromone to six. But the devil (you can believe this or not, as you w sh) had
a stone with one-nore-than-six sides to it, and on the extra side was the
one- nor e-t han-si x nunber. As you know, we Quevenes have only the six regular
nunbers, and we have the saying that anything that cannot be counted with six
nunbers belongs to the devil. Well, that was all right for a saying, but now
the devil was claimng that he had beat nme at the stone rolling by rolling a
nunber that | could not match, and that | owed himeverything I owned, ny
fish-trap, ny bow, ny club, ny shells and nmy colored stones, nmy life, and ny
death. 'If | owe themthen | will pay them' | said, 'except the last two. |
want to keep ny life and nmy death away fromyou.' W have nore conmuni cation
with Jube the devil than other tribes of people have because we are nore evil
than ot her people, nore Jube's kind of people. 'I will offer you a barter,"
the devil .said. 'Marry ny sister who is the ugliest woman in the world, and



have not been able to find a husband for her anywhere. In barter for your

marrying nmy sister I will wipe out all the debts you owe nme and I will also
give to you and your group the nost favored land in all the world to live in.'
"I accept that barter,' | said. So | married the sister of Jube the devil, and

I and ny group received this wonderful land, this bay, these islands, these

| ong necks of land, the smaller bays and smaller islands. It's true that this
is the nost favored land in the world. W have it good here, and we starve
only five noons of the year. What other tribe of people in all the world does
not starve it |least six or seven noons of the year? And for two noons every
year, when the stinker fish are swarm ng, we becone the fattest people all the
world. And my wife being the ugliest woman anywhere doesn't bother nme at all,
since | amthe ugliest man. | tell you that there is nobody who call get ahead
of me on a barter, not even Jube, the devil. This is ny own tall tongue. It is
the Iife or nyself and of all my group.”

"It is a good tall adventure," Captain Castillo acknol edged. This, as it
happened, was in the niddle of the five-noon period in which the Quevenes
peopl e al ways starved, and their one black and two white sl aves woul d starve
with them Besides it being the regular starvation season, was i drought in
the area this year. The Matagorda Bay (the nanme nmeant 'Fat Bush Bay' or, 'Fat
Thi cket Bay') was ' Skinny Bush Bay' this season.

Oh, there were sand fleas to catch and eat, but it takes 20,000 of them
to make a good neal, and it takes five days to catch that many of them The
sand-rmud shore of the Matagorda was very low, and it seemed as if they |ooked
up at the hazy green water and its puny waves as they sw shed over the
mud-sand. It was dry in that land and all of their sweet water holes had gone
sal t.

"I will tell you all an heroic adventure of ny own," Captain Dorantes
said. "it happened in the year 1520. Esteban will tell you that it could not
have happened, that he was with ne every nonent of that year. But Esteban is
m st aken. He has a forgetful ness of ninety-nine days during which I left him
with a pawn broker in the town or Florence, in Italy. '"Let us step into this
pawn shop and see if we can buy a good used fal con cheap,' | said to Esteban
on that day. | amsorry that | just used a Spanish word, but | don't believe
that the Quevenes have such a word or thing as pawn broker."

"We know what he is," said the Quevenes called Mlis. "He is one who
barters all used property and used persons.”

"Yes," Captain Dorantes said. "I came to the pawn shop in Fl orence
because, whatever people say, one thing is not always as good as another. What
| wanted must be of the G ty-of-Florence sort, and no other variety of it
woul d serve. When | wal ked into the Florentine pawn shop with Esteban, | gave
a secret sign to the pawn broker. He nodded to ne. Then he took a needle with
a leather bulb attached to it and jabbed it into the arm of Esteban. Esteban
i medi ately becane gl azed-eyed and out of his wits. The pawn broker took the
lid off a clay jar that was taller than a tall man. Then he jabbed Esteban in
the buttock with a different sort of needle; and Esteban, still out of his
wits, junped three varas up in the air and came down inside the clay jar. 'One
hundred ducats for himfor a hundred days,' the pawn broker said as he put the
lid back on the big jar with Esteban inside it. 'l agree,'" | told him and the
pawn broker counted out one hundred gold ducats to in one of the hundred,
however, was a Spani sh gold ducat, and | had himreplace it to me so all of
t hem woul d be Fl orentine ducats.

"*1'"1l work himat night, of course,' the pawn broker said. 'l have a
fulling mll for fulling cloth. It consists of a strong man with a hamrer. He
will be the strong man. | have a treadnill that squeezes honey out of the
reed- canes from overseas that we begin to grow here. | have another treadml|
thit drives the grinders to nmll wheat and barley and rye and mllet. These
sl aves work very hard for me when they are in this mnd-captured state, and
they do not really suffer. They believe they are only dreanmng that they are
trudging on worse tread-mlls than those in hell and are suffering nore
hel I'i shly.



""That is all right," | said. "He is very strong.' | took ny hundred
gold Florentine ducats then and I went to Spain. There was a civil war going
on in Spain it that time and certain cities had risen against the realm |
served as captain for our brave Enperor of Spain to put down this rebellion
But | also intended to | ocate and possess the greatest treasure in the world
whi ch was buried
sonmewher e under the Al cazar Fortress.

"As captain of infantry forces, | broke the back of the rebellion of the
agai nst Spain. 'Brave Captain Dorantes,' the Enperor Charles told ne, 'For
your services | will pay you alnost any sumas reward. |1'll give you twenty
gol d ducats for having saved Spain.' "One hundred and twenty,' | countered
him "Twenty-five,' he canme back at me. 'One hundred and eighteen,' | | owered
my figure a little. But we finally fastened onto one hundred gold ducats of
Spain as the reward for serving the country. | put themin my pocket al ong
with the hundred gold of Florence, and I went to the Al cazar Fortress and down
into the cellar of it. Then I went down into the cellar under the first one,
and then to a still lower cellar. | knew that the greatest treasure in the
world was in the |owest cellar of the Alcazar. | also knew that the nonster
who guarded it could be bribed, though this was against the conmon belief that
the nonster was incorruptible. But he could only be bribed with the gold
ducats of Florence. The father of the nonster, a Florentine dragon who had
been in the service of the Geat Lorenzo, had taught that the only trusted
specie in the world was the Florentine. So the nonster would have nothing to
do with the gold ducats of Spain or Naples or Venice or Constantinople.

"I gave the nonster (he was of the genus Draco) the one hundred gold
ducats of Florence that | had received fromrenting out Esteban, and the
nonster declared me to be the new owner and naster of the fortune. | |ooked at
it through the little peep hole into the iron roomwhich contained it, As I
had no other place to put it, and no way to carry it away with me, we deci ded
to leave it where it was. The nonster transferred the key to the treasure room
fromone to another of his pockets in token of the changed ownership. So now
amthe richest man in the world and the owner of the world's greatest
treasure."

"What are 'pockets'?" d aukos asked. "How many of them did the nonster
have? Maybe that nonster had a good thing going."

"I went back to Florence," Captain Dorantes said. "And | paid the pawn
br oker back with the one hundred Spani sh ducats. He grunbled that he would
rat her have Florentine ducats, but he accepted the Spani sh. The pawn broker
wakened Esteban by jabbing himagain with a needle in his buttock, and Esteban
| eaped three varas up in the air and came down outside the clay jar in which
he had been living. | set the good used falcon into Esteban's hands as he woke
up. 'It is a perfect hunting bird, just what | wanted,' he said. He did not
know t hat ni nety-ni ne days had passed since we had first entered the pawn
shop. He thought it had only been an instant.

"The pawn broker gave me one of the notivating sort of needles just to
show what a pleasure it was to do business with me. | have it yet. | can, but
I will not, jab Esteban in the buttock with it and he will |eap three varas
into the air and land in a clay jar, though | don't know where the jar will
have conme from This is the heroic account of how | becane the owner of the
greatest treasure in the world."

"I'f you make me leap three varas into the air, you will be the clay jar
that I will cone down in the mddle of," Esteban told Captain Dorantes, "and
will come down hard."

Mat agorda Bay is not the hottest place in the world. It is no nore than
the third or fourth hottest ordinarily, though nowit was a little bit hotter
than that because of the long dry weather. It is not the nost stinking place
inthe world. It is about the fifth nost stinking. The nosquitos there are not
the largest in the world. They are only the eighth largest. But if the
Mat agor da was not the worst place in the world, neither was it the best. The



of ficial name of the place was Holy Ghost Bay, but the Holy Ghost had traded
it off to Jube the devil.

"I'"ll tell you the tongue how | becane the greatest hunter in the
world," the Quevenes Indian naned Melas said. "I had al ways been a a great
runner. | could run so far and so fast because | imtated the running animals:
the wolf for the long hard run, and the nmountain lion for the shorter bursts
of steep speed. A man can sonetimes run down a deer by hinself, but he does it
by running Iike the running animals. | ran so nmuch like themthat | becane
them | ran down on four legs. | |eaped. |I pounced. | was the tireless wolf
for nobst of the chase, and then | was the | eaping mountain lion for the catch
and the kill. Persons who saw nme running in those ways thought that | was a
wol f and a nountain lion. | felt nmyself to be themtoo. And so | was them |
would rise in front of the deer in ny wolf formand send the deer running
wildly across the prairie. And then | would circle around it and get ahead of
it again. | was able to do this because when |I tired nyself out running as a
wol f | would change, and then | would have the rested strength of the nountain
lion still waiting for ne to use. And then, when the nysel-as-lion ram the
nmysel f-as-wol f rested; but the itself-as-deer never got to rest. So | am able
to drive nost of the deer where | want them and | kill nmost of themin nmy own
area here. When | kill one, I bury it in the sand-nud for three days to rot a
little and to becone loose in the joints and easy to devour. And | did that
with a deer just three days ago. | had forgotten about it, but now the snell
of that deer cones to ny nostrils. So we will dig it up and eat it when the
sun has dropped one bow I ength | ower.

"But first | must tell you that all deer are not as they seem Sone of
t hem are human peopl e. Young wonen and girls like to run in the form of doe
deers, and they cannot change back into their human formwhile they are being
hunted and kept on the nove. It is a sort of sunmmer noon-madness that conpels
them some of themquite young girls, to run across the grassy plains and on
the edges of the salt marshes as doe deers. And sonme of the young nen like to
run in the formof buck deers. | believe it is persons blowing on little
cottonwood flutes who set themonto this notion of turning into deers and
runni ng. Seven years ago, a young worman of this region gave birth to a little
fawn deer. And | think it must have been that both herself and her young man
were running and playing in the deer formwhen they nated.

"When you kill a human in the deer form then it dies as a deer and you
bury it as a deer. But when you dig it up to eat it three days later, you may
find that it is the dead body of a human person. | nyself have got severa

bl eak surprises this way, once digging up the body of one of ny daughters that
| had buried as a killed deer, once digging up the body of one of ny sons in
the sane kind of event. | have digged up five different human persons that |
have buried as deers. They all have a whiff on thema little bit different
fromthat. OF those who are both buried and dug up as | think | catch that
little-bit-different wliiff now, froma nud nmound only six paces from here.

When the sun has dropped anot her half bowlength, we will dig it up and see
which it is; but I will put another log on the fire now to be ready. And when
we have diig it up and roasted it a little bit, we will eat it with either a

sad or a happy stomach, whatever the case may be."
Wl |, they were hungry. They needed big neat of some kind.

"I also have an heroic story-adventure to tell,"” Captain Castillo said.
"It is not that I nyself ama hero either inside or outside of the story. it
is that | have been in places that were thensel ves heroic, that | have washed
in heroic sunshine and heroic water, and | have wal ked on heroic hills, aye,
and in heroic skies. But what | amgoing to do nowis live out a small heroic
adventure rather than tell it.

"John wites in his Apocal ypse ' Then | saw a new heaven and a new earth
the first heaven and the first earth had di sappeared now, and there was no
sea. | believe that this passage as we have it is sonehow i nconpl ete. A seanman
once spoke to me of this very passage 'If there is no sea there, then | won't



go.' But | believe there will be a new ocean, one of sheer crystal, and that
John somehow forgot to nmention it. | ama man who is in love with water, even
such rotten water as surrounds us here.

"I have been called a dreany man; and all ny life | have dreanmed (both
sl eepi ng and waki ng) of blessed and crystalline water of every form Wen |
became a doctor of nedicine, this dream of sweet waters went through ny
heal i ng. When | becane a captain of soldiers, the occanness of withing waters
ran through all ny authority. | have wal ked on arcliing bridges of water; not
of ice, but of water. | have clinbed cliffs of water and lived in water
castles. And |'ve gone down into watery caverns deeper than the dol phins can
go.

"I believe that water is the sane as grace when it falls as rain on the
earth. | believe that an insufficiency of sweet water is nmeant to be a pang
and a puni shnent, and that the present salt swanps of the Matagorda are the
salt swanps of Purgatory itself. But | also maintain that every person and

group can say when his sentence and puni shnent has gone on | ong enough. | am
about to say it now.
"I nyself have been given powers. | amable to | ock up a sky so that

neither rain nor grace may fall upon a region, though | have never done that.
Now | believe that | have the power to open a clogged sky so that rain and
grace may fall again.”

"Not quite yet," said the Quevenos man nanmed G aukos. "Let us set the
rocks above the fire first to make a roof over it." They had two very |arge
flat rocks, and it took all five of the powerful nen to work together to lift
each of them They lifted themand set themon a frane of sticks and stones
about the height of a man above the hearth stone. It would shed rain pretty
well. It would protect the fire.

By the time the hearth was roofed, the armadillos had arrived. They
stood and rattled their armor, and whi npered. There were five of these
armadillos in a small tribe that had cone for the last four days and rattled
insistently. The nmen al ways knew what the |little arnored beasts wanted, that
they should dig with their spade deeper into the sand-rmud than the animals
could dig. For four days, in response to their whinpering, Esteban had dug
with the spade nore than eight feet deep. Each day the animals had gone down
to the water that seeped into the hole, and had found it salt, and had gone
away sorrowful. If there was any sweet water at all it would ride on top of
the heavier salt water. Today the armadill os cane even | ess hopefully than
before. If they did not find sweet water today they would die. So Esteban
began to dig anot her deep hole. And Captain Dorantes and the Quevenes called
Mel as set out all their clay pots and bows to catch the rain.

"There is a small cloud,"” Captain Castillo was saying. "I comrmand that
it becone a big cloud and that it come over us. | command it as a natura
element, and | pray to the Holy Ghost that it may happen.”

"This man does not know how to command!" the Quevenes call ed d aukos
jeered. "It is | who command it! Trenble, cloud, and cone."

"Let us all command, exhort, pray, and cajole the cloud at the sane
time," Esteban boomed reasonably enough fromthe hole he was digging. And the
five of them the Captains Dorantes and Castillo, the Afican Bl ack Esteban
the two Quevenes | ndians d aukos and Melas, all commanded and reasoned and
prayed and caj ol ed.

Then somet hi ng began to happen with a jolt, as if the machinery of the
sky had rmade a nechani cal shift.

"I can feel that the tide has turned in our favor," Captain Castillo

sai d.

"The tide is too slow and too sour," d atikos adnoni shed. "Has the cloud
turned in our favor?" He was watching it with his ugly face intently
upr ai sed.

Yes it had. The little white cloud that had intended to pass themto the
north was now veering back towards them It turned black and enl arged itself.
It filled the sky over their heads and began to rain on them softly and



steadily.

"Men, do not just stand there!" the Quevenes called Melas cried. "Wen
there is one good luck try for another one inmediately before the first one
grows cold. W may yet hive neat that we will not have to shudder at when we
eat. Help nme dig out the buried deer. Wth our new running luck, it will still
be deer when we dig it out and eat it."

Esteban came out of his dug water hole with his spade. The armadill os
tunmbl ed down into it and howed with delight to find sweet water. O course it
was sweet. The rain water was pouring down into that hole in little torrents.
Then Esteban with the spade, and others with rocks and sticks to dig wth,
uncovered the body of the buried deer. At first it seemed that they had
uncovered the face of a human girl, but that was only the tricky afternoon
light coming fractured through the rain into the burial hole. it was a doe
deer of inconparably gentle expression. It was nmildly rotteii. It had becone
loose in the joints and woul d be easy to di smenber and roast and devour. So
they dug it out of the hole.

The deer skinned easily, the mld rot helping. It unjointed easily.

Bi gger pieces went directly into the flat fire in the hearth stone, and
smal | er pieces were spitted in the fline-fire for quicker charring and eati ng.
The man divided the tongue of the deer, into five parts, one for each of them
for they were all tongue nen this day.

"Your tongue, your story was the strongest, water-naster," the Quevenes
d aukos told Captain Castillo. "It brought rain for our dying piece of |and
and good water for our sandy throats."

"No, my tongue, my story was the strongest,

t he Quevenes Mel as

contradicted. "It brought deer neat and saved us fromstarvation. My nmind was
confused with nmy hunger and | did not even renenber that | had killed and
buried a deer three days ago. Then ny 'tongue' whicli | told recalled the
happening to ny nmind, so we do not have to starve to death after all. And now

our luck has changed to the good. The bl ack buzzards are gone out of the sky,
and the white gulls have conme to bounce and lioller in the raiiiy air. Gulls
are good luck birds."

Five heroic stories! Five heroic tongues! (The Quevenes Indians call a
"story' a 'tongue'.) The five tongues hadn't resenbled each other very nuch.
They had only one thing in common: all of them had been true.

"I feel it," Esteban said. "Something is flowing for us now How,
tongue, howl ! Burned yourself, didn't you? You knew you'd get burned if you
tried that piece of deer neat while it was still hot. But it's better than
starving."

"I also feel the power flowi ng in our favor,'
"Ch, fromthis noment on, greatness has found us!"

"A wonderful tide and a wonderful favor," Captain Castillo said. "W
wWill not die in this mserable place. W will travel five hundred hard | and
| eagues to get to other places, but then we will have our crystal day in the
sun, in the new sun."

The five armadill os waddl ed off, fat-stomached fromthe new water they
had drunk. They were naking satisfied and thankful grunts. They raised their
tails in going-away salutes as they passed. Even their skinny tails had row
after row of skinny arnmored scal e plates.

Captai n Dorantes said.

MAKE SURE THE EYES ARE Bl G ENOUGH

It rings |ike happy thunderclap

The nine-tenths world of clown.

It's 'Things Returned" with sop and hap
It's circus Gane to town.

A discovery was nade in the field of phenonenal psychology early this
week. It consisted of opening the eyes and seeing the nine-tenths of the world
that had previously been invisible. The discovery was sinply there for persons



of a certain type, and it had not been there before.

It had been there for certain kids for at |least a day. Then it had been
there for a tyrannical old | ady named Mary Inperial MSIim and she found it
so amazi ng that she decided to keep it for herself. But the next noontine it
was there for her grandson Rusty McSIim the great phenonenal psychol ogi st,
and he was excited enough about it to want to share it with the entire world,
And that evening it was experienced by a dozen of McSlims great colleagues
whom he had called together to tell about it. That was when the thing was
effectively there.

But three others of the coll eagues who were present didn't experience it
at all. They even said that it was another sanple of McSlims droll hunor.

The new experience or discovery was a wi der range of seeing and sensing.
It was the quick cognition of animtions and people and of f-people and
pant ograns and j oyous beasts and nonsters that had heretofore been invisible.
It was seeing the other nine-tenths of the world in its racing brightness, and
the realizing that the one-tenth of the world that had al ways been visible was
conparatively a little bit sub-par. It was -- well, it was the sensua
pleroma, the fulfillment, the actualization, all this laced with the excited
"Hey, where have you guys been!" notif.

Mary Crisis McSIlim a kid and the daughter of Rusty McSIim had seen the
enl arged scene earliest; but the first accountable or adult person to see it
had been her great-grandnother Mary Inperial MSIim the grandmother of Rusty
McSIimthe great phenonenal psychol ogist. And old Mary Inperial had seen that
enl arged world by a peculiar arrangenent.

Great - grandnot her Mary Inperial was an old tyrant, and now fate had
puni shed her for her tyrannies. She was confined to her bed for the rest of
her life. She had al ways wanted to see everything, and now she couldn't. So
the great Rusty McSlimfixed it so that his afflicted grandnother could see
wi th the happy and hungry eyes of his lively daughter, Mary Crisis, who ran
everywhere and saw everyt hi ng.

Al that Rusty had to do was drill a small hole through the I achrymal
crest of his daughter, between the bridge of her nose and her left eye socket
(Mary Crisis was left-eyed), and set a mini-probe into the | acob's nenbrane at
t he back of her eye. And the probe was attached by tight nagnetic couple to a
little recording retro-canera made to hook over the left ear of Mary Crisis.
Mary Crisis didn't like it hanging on her car though, so she wore it stuck
with chewing gumin the corner of her eyebrow. This, of course, gave much
greater fidelity to the running pictures.

The canera was a snall cube about two millineters on a side. If it had
used a lens of its own instead of the lens in the left eye of Mary Crisis, it
woul d need to be at least four millimeters on a side, and Mary Crisis m ght

have let it get covered up or she would have forgotten to turn it on. But she
turned on her own eyes automatically.

Every afternoon when Mary Crisis cane in fromher lively day, she would
click that day's picture-capsule (a cube about one mllimeter on a side) out
of the little camera and give it to her great-grandnother Mary I nperial. And
old Mary Inperial would put it in her projector and watch it for several happy
hours, seeing everything that the hungry eyes of Mary Crisis had seen that
day, and seeing it all with the i mediacy and buoyancy that Mary Crisis
contributed to it. And the great-grandnother would go, in surrogate fashion
everywhere that Mary Crisis and her three best friends, Eustace Riggles,
Bravura Jones, Henry Cusset, had gone that day.

Vell, Mary Inperial couldn't see with the eyes of the three friends of
Mary Crisis, but Mary C was clearly the w de-eyed and hungry-eyed one of the
group. Eustace was all ears, Henry was all nouth, and Bravura was all notion
and she was al nost always in the field of vision of Mary C anyhow. And what
the eyes of Mary C did bring was a varied panorama of the pulsing world
cont ai ni ng everything fromgiggling cows to newborn birds and city traffic.

G ggling cows? Yes, for the |ast couple of days there had been giggling
COows.



Thi s surrogate seeing had becone a big and sustaining thing in the life
of old Mary Inperial, and she prayed that nothing would ever go wong with the
arrangenent. But it was a ten-fold bonus for her when everything suddenly went
exuberantly right with the surrogate living and vi ew ng.

On the evening of the record, she saw the already lively world as
greatly magni fied and wonderfully expl oded and fantastically added to. She saw
"our conpanions and friends', the aura of other creatures with which we are
usual ly invisibly surrounded. And a great quantum stop in perception had been
made.

How thin and tinny and how few i n nunber had been the objects in our old
field of view How nediocre in color and how undi stinguished in style it had
all been! How un-flanboyant the world had been before this! She viewed for
quite a few hours.

Then she buzzed for her great-grandaughter Mary Crisis just at midnight,
and Mary C came al nost instantly from her bed. People al ways cane al nost
instantly when Mary | nperial buzzed for them

"You saw so nmany additional things today, Mary C, such enhanced t hings,
such a mass of wonderful things and people. How?" she asked.

"I don't know. All ny gang saw the new people and things and whirlings
today. We say it's the circus come to town, the Big Circus this tinme. W keep
seei ng and knowi ng nore and nore guys and their dogs, some of those dogs
twenty-five feet long; and they're all so friendly and nonstrous | ooking. W
keep getting hit, '"bop!', by nore and nore colors and better ones. Have a
stick of Sappy-Happy Chewing Gum G G Mdther. Open up and live a little."

"You know that civilized people don't chow gum sappy-happy
great - grandaught er of mine. There has been a premonition of this for severa
days. Do those giggling cows in Mnaghan's nmeadow have anything to do with
t hese new t hi ngs?"

"Yes, | think so," Mary Crisis said. "They started before this other
busi ness started, naybe two days before. They had al ready been giggling for
quite a while before we began to see the Big Circus. | think that they were
al ready seei ng what we saw today."

There was an incredi bl e advance and expansion in the seeing adventure,
that's what it was. There had never been anything like it for a long, |ong
time. When nediumearly man had suddenly acquired col or-vision and so noved
out of the old bl ack-and-gray dinginess, that nmust have been sonething of the
same expl osive and energi ng experience.

But the old tyrant Mary Inperial didn't get all of it. She got only the
vi sual part, and she got that second hand. She shoul d have opened up and |ived
alittle, as Mary Crisis told her. But she missed it by declining the synbol
that was nore than a synbol

Rusty McSIim caught the full phenonmenon about noon the next day, and he
didn't know what triggered it. It wasn't sonething he had eaten; he hadn't
eaten anything that day yet. It cane onto himlike a big door bangi ng open and
letting in endl ess masses of sunshine and color, all of theminhabited by
stimulating creatures that Rusty felt he knew from somewhere.

Rusty was an acute observer of the phenonenon fromthe tine it first
cane to him and he had nore than just a 'seeing’ of the new throngs of
creatures, human, quasi-human, way-off-human, and comically and ranpantly
ani mal .

Besi des the seeing of these folk he also had the bountiful snells of
them Hey, the odd creatures do snell good when you catch themat full whiff!
And he heard them with other ears, with old pointed ears that he had
forgotten about having. He did not hear by conventional sound that is often
irritating, but by the nost wonderful invention ever, sound w thout noise! And
he understood the 'tal k' of these nations of creatures, though perhaps it
shoul d be called 'communication' rather than literal 'talk'.

And he al so had a great new conprehension by that blending of all the
senses (the 'comon sense' in the old neani ng) whose organ of perception is



| ocated just below the fontanel of the head.

Rusty McSIim observed and revel ed, and nided his tinme. This was al nost
too much to take in at once. These new y-visible folks ran fromtyphoeans
(extreme types, they) to very close cousins of humans. And the new appeared
ani mal s had a nmuch w der range, though there were no strict rules for
determ ni ng which were nere aninmals and which were intell ectual quasi-humans.
Rusty spoke civilly when he was spoken to, but he did not yet take any
initiatives.

But, that evening, Rusty convoked a group of his close associates; and
twel ve of his fifteen gathered col |l eagues experienced the whole fulfilinent.
Al'l of them were phenonenal psychol ogists, and so they knew t he inportance of
recording their inpressions. Mst of them spoke their observations into their
recorders (which phenonmenal psychol ogi sts even take to bed with then); and at
the sane tinme they set four panoram c canmeras to gobbling everything up

But the nost startling observation that they made was that the observing
was a two-way street. The 'now appearance persons' were regarding the human
psychol ogi sts as thensel ves being new and they were quite interested in them
Sone of these appearances, a 'first-time-ever-seen' quasi-humans were
recording their own observations of the MSlIimgroup

There was one | arge near-human person who was really a jolly green
giant, but done with quite a bit nore style than the giant of the old
adverti senents.

"Qut of mythol ogy!" the green giant gasped and grinned. "l never
expected anything this exciting. You are creatures right out of nythol ogy!"
And he had his own recorder switches on to catch his own jolly green comrents.
"Amazing," he said, "You really are anmazing!"

That was a recorder the big green person was using?

"Let me see that, let me see that!" cried Doctor Darrel Dogstar whose
real field was electronic psychology. "W don't have anything as snooth and
sophi sticated as that, not at any price."

"Ch, it's just a little knock-about nodel. It is good to see you folKks,
really good to see you! Every new acquai ntance we nake enlarges all of us,"
the jolly green person was speaking to Darrel Dogstar who was exam ning the
snoot h and sophi sticated recorder. "W always suspected that you were there.
You had to be there to to explain certain eccentricities in the animte
conti nuum but we could never see you or sense you before. W considered
filling you with luciferic fluid to nake you visible in outline, but that is a
little bit like putting salt on the tail of a pterosaur: you have to catch it
first. And now you are apparently lit up by sone chenical accident, and we can
see and sense you al nbst as easily as we can see ourselves and persons of the

ot her participating groups. Well, we have caught a group of you here now, and
we have filled you with luciferic fluid, unbeknownst to yourselves; so we will
still be able to see you even if the effect of your chem cal accident wears

off. And it won't matter whether you continue to see us or not. We know what
we | ook like and we don't need you to confirmit. And yet we wel come you as a
participating species, if you are such."

"To us, this is a total surprise,”" Rusty MSlim spoke in honest
humlity. "We hadn't even an inkling of your existence."

"Not so, not so!" half of McSIims colleagues |eaped to |lie about the
situation. "OF course we knew that you existed, nost of you. Your existence
was mandatory for the operation of some of our psychol ogi cal equations.™

The sense of touch was the only one not in full scope here. The entities
of some of the different orders couldn't touch each other, though to a limted
extent (the limt was the strength of the electrical or coronal discharge
experienced in touching alien tools) they could handl e each ot hers'
artifacts.

"It may be a peculiar question," hazarded Doctor Jorkus Halliburton
whose forte was astral psychol ogy, "but what year is this where you are? Is it
with you as it is with us?" He asked this of one of the beautiful fish-faced
peopl e.



"Ch, we don't use years," said that beautiful person, "and 'here' is
where we are. Years are so tenporal. You will notice that only the wavering
and changeabl e speci es use them only about half of the species who are
menbers of the 'great visibility'. You should know that yourselves stil
haven't becone visible to all the species here present. Try harder."

"We don't know what to call all of you. If we call you 'people" there
may be some confusion,"” said Doctor Lollie Li ndmurm who was about as
phenonenal a psychol ogist as you'll find. "W just aren't the sane. W are
i npressed by you, but you make up a very odd cousinship for ourselves. The
green giant says that we are creatures out of mythol ogy, but | believe that
some of you entities are angelic nessengers ascendi ng and descendi ng on
Jacob' s Ladder."

"Not many of us are angelic nessengers," said a |lizard-faced person of
one of the cousinly species. "Hardly one in a thousand. It's probably at |east
as frequent among you as anong nost of us. Generally we are in horizontal or
"big circle' relationship with each other, and there isn't much ascendi ng or
descending to it. Up with the lateral novenent! That's what | al ways say. OCh,
are you old enough to have known Jacob, fenmale cousin?"

"There seemto be fewer outright animls and nore quasi-peopl e anong you
now t han there were when | was out and about today," Rusty MSlIimsaid.

"We're indoors now," answered a lordly type, probably a thunder-nan,
"and the larger beasts are left outdoors.™

"You site] that we are apparently lit up by a chemical accident," Dani el
Dogst ar essayed. "But why do you think that our breakthough is an especially
chemi cal one?"

"Ch, you're a chemcal species," a fine-Iooking, rubbery, frog-faced
person said, "just as | nyself belong to all Urstuff species, lion-nolecular
and non-all-that-detail. You are not so much creatures right out of nythol ogy
as you are creatures right out of a chemi stry book. You renmind ne of sone of
the cartoon characters in Elementary Basic Chem stry Number One. You yourself,
entity Dogstar, are an al nost perfect depictnent of the protean spirit of
Protein as drawn in our elenentary texts. You are hinged and articul ated j ust

as a protein molecule is. W ourselves, I'mafraid, do not offer such graphic
insights into any of the disciplines. | can see that it's going to be a rea
bash, exploring you people who have al ways been invisible to us. | love alien
encount er.

"But you nust understand that your being made manifest isn't really an
unusual thing. It is only that some of us have not personally encountered an
instance of it before. A new species is added to the comunity of the'great
visibility' every aeon or so, and nowit is your turn to be added. And you
wi || be added, though there may be a little bit of that 'watch those bunps!’
experience for two or three days as you cross the threshold."
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What happy incremental eyes!

What newl y opened door!

The "rest of world in weirdly-w se
Reuni ons us, and nore.

More about thit evening neeting cannot be given right here and now.
Doctor Darrel Dogstar got his book First-Ever Meeting with the Sinultaneous
Aliens into print and on sale within eleven hours, and he has wits out to
prevent anyone el se descibing the full conversations and congresses that went
on that night. The wits will run out, of course, after the book has enjoyed
its three full days on sale: but this is'now and not three days from now.

But al nost all who had been present had good feelings about that
nmeeting, especially the part about the human bei ngs being taken for creatures
right out of nythology. And the 'happiness notif' was very strong in the
encounter, strong beyond the ability of words to describe. The reunion with



our kindred was just about the juiciest well of euphoria ever tapped.

But, next day, some of the colleagues gradually |ost their power of
seeing the invisible; and by noon that power was gone fromthem Only two of
them besides McSIim retained the rapport and the seeing. And yet that was
t he day when several million persons in the United States, substantial nunbers
in the Netherlands, and scatterings of folks in England, France, Germany,

Tur key, Japan, and Australia began to see and to sense in the full way, to
make contact with what they were already calling 'the other nine-tenths of the
world', with the qtiasi-people and quasi-ani mal s and quasi - spooks.

So the experience was valid in that it had been partaken of by severa

mllion people: and it |ooked as though it woul d soon be shared by hundreds
and thousands of millions, by al nost everybody. And yet the encounter itself
could not be considered as fully verified until it was known how it happened,
until it was known why it happened to sone people only and not to all, and
until it could be brought about at will.

So the hunt for an effector was on. If one conputer with one car-1oad of
data couldn't find it, then perhaps a hundred conmputers with ten thousand
carl oads of data could find it.

Why had the new power cone to only a fewnmllions of people and not to
the hundreds of millions and the billions? Wre the people who recieved the
power all of one type? And what were the characteristics of that type? What
particular thing did the people of the 'new seeing' eat or snell or drink or
stick in their ears? Wiat thing, that the people |acking the power did not
use?

The peopl e who had managed the 'Big See', well, they had been rather
ki ddi sh people, and four-fifths of them were kids indeed. They were breezy and
easy. They were un-intricate, even when they were rather intelingent. They
were casual. They were at the same tinme rapid and rel axed.

O (and this may be inportant) they were fol ks who had been in the
conpany of such casual people when they first experienced the new powers: and
they just may have shared sone triggering, lifestyle itemof the casua
peopl e.

No, one computer couldn't solve it, and one hundred couldn't. But two
hundred and twel ve conputers were able to do it in alittle less than two
hours. They got it down to about two million possible itenms, and then
everybody knew that the hunt was al nost over with. And quickly the conputers
had it dowmn to a single item verified and certain.

The item of course, was Sappi g- Happi g Chewing Gum called Sappy- Happy
by the children in the United States. And everybody said "Why didn't | guess
that ?" when the conmputers had worked out the answer. What else could it have
been? It's nane in Dutch nmeant 'Juicy Keen' or 'Juicy Slurp', and the gum was
a product of the Royal Dutch Shell O Conpany, their newest flavor of chew ng
gum whi ch brought their total flavors to the nunber of sixty-six. Chewi ng gum
was now one of the thousands of things made out of petroleumin the attenpt to
reduce the glut of all oil products. And the |argest gumfactories, including
t hose of Royal Dutch Shell, were in the United Stites where the chew ng gum
habit was the | argest.

So it was announced to the world that the enabling factor for the 'big
see' was this new and exotic flavor of chewi ng gain. Then everybody began to
chew Sappi g- Happi g gum and anot her hundred million persons in the world
enjoyed the | arger vision and the acquai ntence of their near cousins who had
been till now invisible. ADbillion persons in the world would have enjoyed the
| arger vision that day except that the world supply of Sappig-Happig ran out
wi t hout even reaching nost of the world.

Never mind that; it would be produced and all ocated quickly, tonorrow
enough for a billion people, the next day enough for nine billion, so that
each person could have at |east one package to tide himover until ful
producti on could be achieved. And there was even the belief that the chew ng
gumwi th its enabling ingredient, whatever it was, was only the nose of a
great many-faceted chemical advent for the fulfillnent of nankind.



The ' Reunion of the Peoples' was a stupenduous thing. The 'Big See' was
an 'event for ten thousand years'. "It's a world so nuch bigger than we
t hought it was" was a frequent conment by people who had had the new sight. It
couldn't all have been conprehended in a day or a week, and sonething |ess
than a week has so far been allotted to it.

In the context of the 'Big See' the | aws of nunbers and space becane
nore | enient. For, considering how may of the new creatures there were
probably ten tinmes as many as the old creatures, there wasn't much crowdi ng.
And there wasn't any strong feeling of inferiority in the humans over the new
rel ationships, for the humans were at | east hal fway up the hierarchy of
creatures.

The new animals, seen for the first tine, were really nore striking and
nore varied than the new 'people’ ("It's like wildest Africa raised many
powers, " somebody said about those new aninals), but only a few of the 'old
animal s', sone of the cattle, a few of the horses, as yet seenmed to be aware
of them The 'giggling cattle'" found here and there apparently found the ' new
visibilities' friendly and risible, and they took delight in them

And t he now Fl or a- now becone-vi sible were solid achi evenents. There were
trees so nuch taller and stronger and better-done than the trees that had been
vi si bl e before. There were bushes that were Bushes, there was grass that was
Grass. And even the unliving | andscapes were superior. The sinultaneous rivers
were much nore ranpant and di stingui shed than any known before, nore
"riverly'. The hills, the plains, the nmountains, oh they were giantized, and
yet they didn't deformor destroy the old | andscape. It was just that about
ni ne nore aspects of the world were now known.

And when the other nine-tenths of the 'old people' should be able to see
the other nine-tenths of the living world that had heretofore been invisible
(and that shouldn't be later than the end of this week) then a new phase of
humanity and of the world would be realized.

But the new batch of Sappi g-Happi g chewi ng gumwas a bumrer. Not only
was it s little bit weak on chewability, but it was conpletely lacking in the
"Big See' qualities.

So the people of the world suffered severe w thdrawal synptons, even
that great majority who had not yet experienced that expansive opening. People
went very sour then and they downpl ayed yesterday's exciting phenonena. They
were told that the great thing would come again sorely in a day or two, but
they were skeptical about the whol e business.

Critics clained that the fact that the nade-visible 'cousins' spoke in
t he observers' own | anguage, whether English or Dutch or Japanese, proved that
t he whol e syndronme of events was subjective and fictitious. And yet all the
nore di scerning witnesses had said that the new fol ks had not exactly 'spoken'
to thembut only that they had 'comruni cated’ with themas clearly and
naturally as if they were speaking in words.

And others said that the whole conmplex was no nore than a psychol ogi cal
quirk, a substitution. It was the case of inadequate persons having alienated
t hensel ves from human friends by their difficult personalities, and then
i magi ni ng crowds of new friends who should be a bit different than the
obj ecti onabl e humans, after nuch superior to them These sanme critics pointed
out that the chewing of gumis itself a psychol ogical quirk and a
substitution, an activity w thout content indulged in by persons who were
t hensel ves wi thout content, a noisy gnawing on virtual nothingness. And many
said that the whole affair was only a soap-bubble, a day-fly, rather col orful
and striking for a short nonment; and now that noment was gone.

The entire conplexity and recogniti on was deni grated as bei ng nessi ani c,
mllennnial, chiliastic, soteriological, pleratic, and silly. Strong words,
those! It was even called Owellian and big-brotherish

But thoughtful persons who had thensel ves experienced the 'Big See' knew
that it had been a foot-in-the-door beyond which door the other nine-tenths of



the world was really to be found.
But dashed hope was huge and worl d-wi de.

But new hopes were springing up like springtinme flowers. There was a
total investigation of the chewing gumaffair. And the enabling or triggering
el ement that had been in the introductory batch would be identified and
reconstituted.

Wthin one hour, the world-wi de investigation converged on one man, one
"Fl avor-Master" at the largest gumfactory. H's nane was John Mastic, and he
had been a Fl avor-Mster for twenty-seven years.

"I aman artist,"” John Mastic told the articled investigators. "Wen

mx the First batch of a new Flavor, | ampainting a dawn, | am conposing a
synmphony, | amcreating a folk drama, | am bringing up cool deep neanings from
the cellar of the soul, | amsetting the juice of life to flow ng. Each first

batch of a new flavor is blended in this one big vat here in the anount of
about eighty thousand kil ograns.

"Yes, | amcareful to jot down everything that |I put in. And then if the
flavor catches on, it can be duplicated in any of the f@ctories. Ch, there
was the basic chickle first, there were a hundred kil os of essence of wal nuts,
there was | enon and citron, there were the four sorts of sugar, there was the
coconut fibre. There was the powdered graphite to give it slipability. There
was the mnt and the wormwod. And there were our own patented Sial ogogue
Nurmber N ne which no ot her chewi ng gum manufacturer is able to dilplicate. And
there were twenty thousand kil os of synthetic corn cobs, nade from crude oil
to give it chewability. That's it."

"We have the list", the articled investigators said, "and, yes, it
agrees wi th what you renenber. But sone elenment is mssing, mssing."

"Can't think of what it could be," John Mastic answered cheerfully. And
the articied investigators left himw th end-of-the-roadi sh expressions on
their faces.

"I forgot to tell those fellows that | used four thousand kil os of
Youngman's Royal Range Pellets in place of the sane weight of synthetic corn
cobs," John Mastic told hinself three mnutes later. "The market is so m xed
up lately that range pellets are actually cheaper than synthetic corn cobs
(both of themlargely made out of petroleun)y, and the chewability elenent is
at least equal in the pellets. | can't see where it would nmake any difference
t hough. "

"Why don't we have the Lord Protector of the United States in Washington
get together with the Lord Protectors of all the other countries and declare a
world crisis,” Mary Crisis McSIimasked her father Rusty MSIim "That's the
only thing to get sonething done, to make a world crisis out of it."

"Now, | don't think we'll need a world crisis at all, Mary C," Rusty
sai d.

"Need it! New creature hokey, we want it! There is nothing like a world
crisis to get people stirred up. Way do you think we won't need it, papa?"

"Ah, | just heard cockroaches giggling in the pantry. Wen even
cockroaches see the 'Big See', can people be far behi nd?"

"For a bunch of giggling cockroaches you'd throw away the opportunity
for a world crisis? Ch, you shatter ne," Mary Crisis said.

In two days, they still haven't been able to reconstitute any
Sappi g- Happi g chewi ng gum containing the 'Big See' qualities. Neverthel ess,
four or five hundred million persons in the world are already onto the
expanded vision without it. It will succeed, with chemcals or without, with

substitutes and surrogates, or by sudden conbi nations. The odds are too high
(the acquisition of the nmissing nine-tenths of the world) to give up easily.
The cows are still giggling their delight in Mnaghan's nmeadow, and they
are still munching those good Youngman's Royal Range Pellets. Those happy
cattle are surely enjoying the 'Big See' yet.
And so are ot her things.
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Gar-fish are giggling in the | akes. Honker geese are giggling in their
skies and in their swanps. Earthwornms are giggling in the ground, and
squirrels are chortling in the hickory trees. And many of these species have
neither eaten Youngman's Royal Range Pellets nor chewed Sappy-Happy gum The
Fi sh- and- Gane Departnment guys are reporting happi er species by the hour

It is a many-fronted chem cal advent, a world-w de novenment. It has cone

to the gophers in their tunnels. It will come even to the lords of creation
very soon, nmaybe even to the rest of themtoday. And when it comes, it will be
a nine hundred percent gain in everything. May our eyes be big enough to take
it all in! Don't let any of us be left out.

What's that funny noise in the front yard?
It's giggling noles tearing up the ground. But they are seeing the 'Big
t oo.

See
MARSI LI A V

"The Island of New CGuinea is a nearly subnmerged nmountain-range in the
shape of a bird. And the Vogel kop Peninsula is the head of the bird. The Flora
is the nost fantastic in the world. The Fauna, to ne, is |less so."

That was the entry in the notebook of Lieutenant Littlejohn. The
lieutenant was unfortunate in his famly name. A burly man might carry a nane
like Littlejohn wthout notice. The lieutenant could not, for he was small. He
was unabl e, by taking thought, to add anything at all to his apparent age. He
was an unfini shed spooky colt. And his sterile upper lip quivered when he was
exci t ed.

In bare lip, he was unique in the battery. Every other man had grown a
whacker of a noustache in the nine nonths they had been on Gui nea. Two hundred
and thirty-three men in the battery had grown noustaches. One, Lieutenant
Littl ej ohn, had not.

Actual ly, he was unable to grow one, but it was believed that he could
have done it if he had tried hard enough. Charl ey Redwol f had grown one, and
Charley was an Indian. Indians grow themwth difficulty, and Charley had done
it on sheer determination. He had sunned his upper lip for an hour a day wth
a handkerchi ef over the top part of his face. He had foll owed the advice of a
Mel anesi an boy and every night he had applied w sps of kunai grass soaked in
the urine of the Cuscus or Coconut Possum Redwolf hadn't done nuch else in
t hose ni ne months, but he had grown a noustache.

There was a strong feeling in the battery that Lieutenant Littlejohn
could have done it also if he'd had the heart for it. Littlejohn was not
greatly respected by the nen.

He was left much in peace now, but it hadn't always been so. He had
abandoned sone of his nore interesting hobbies, and others he now carried out
furtively. He had given up his butterfly collecting entirely for the |length of
his service. There is a stigma attached to a butterfly collector. There are
several men even today who will do imtations of Littlejohn and his net, and
these inmtations are hilarious.

And yet, what's so bl oody funny about it? Butterflies are interesting,
and the net is the proper instrument for taking them And sone truly fantastic
varieties had been seen at the stop-off stations of the battery.

But on Guinea, things were better. Here everybody becane odd, so
i ndi vidual oddities were less noticed. Littlejohn wandered by hinself through
the jun-les. He went up and over the cliffs, and down deep ravines. He | earned
whi ch of the boggy neadows coul d be crossed and whi ch could not.

And when he cane to very secluded pools, he stripped and swam But these
had to be secluded. Even so, he often heard nocking whistles as of jungle
birds. Few birds were unknown to the |ieutenant, and he knew t he names of two
of these whistlers. They were Sergant Rand and Corporal Mueller

And Littlejohn made entries and drawi ngs in the notebooks that he al ways
carried with him He drew in a boyish and unsure hand, plants, trees, rivers,
rocks, insects. He naned and cl assified and descri bed them as --



"Marsilia Vogel kopi ensis. Pteridophyta. Hydropteridales. O the Water
Fern Family. Four-lobed leaf. O a green-purple color that | have never before
encountered in nature. The unusual aspect of this Marsilia is that the
Sporophyte is not truly aquatic. It drifts on a norasmal underl ay.
Reproduction is heterosporous.”

Littl ejohn always carried a rock Iiamrer and a thinble-sized bottle of
reagents. And lie read the rocks as if they were newspapers.

PFC Hebert, the tough Cajun, and his shadow, PFC Brooks, came on hi mone
day.

"Ah, Lieutenant Renoncule, are you | ooking for gold?" asked Hebert.

"Not in particular, Soldat Croupe d un Raton."

"You shouldn't have called nme that, Liuetenant."

"You shouldn't have called nme Buttercup. | realize that I am known so,
but not comonly to nmy face.”

"I didn't know you understood. Are you |ooking for gold?"

"No. Though I come on traces of it several tines a day."

"\Where you got your stash? There shoul d be sonmeone |ike us who knows."

"There is no stash. | do not collect it. it would not be renunerative."

"Yeah? How renmunerative wouldn't it be?"

"A dilingent man, working in the nost prom sing streanms, mght realize
eight or ten cents worth a day."

"Maybe you realize nore than that. Maybe you are real diingent. W wll
be wat chi ng."

They were | arge, rough nmen. Good hearted though; just mean everywhere
el se.

Littl ejohn nade a further entry in his notebook --

"I have discovered an entirely new variety of crow or rook today. So far
I have heard only its distant 'caw and found one feather, and that quite ol d.
Yet | know that they go together. | will soon have proof. This will shake
ornithology to its roots."

2

Capt ai n Robi nson was sad. He had boconme infested with snmall guests and
had had to shave all the hair off his body. The prickling, nowin its second
day, had becone intol erable. And he had one other worry.

"Who'm 1 going to send?" he barked at T"3 Carp who was acting First

Sergeant on | oan to headquarters. "Lively nade the last three. | can't send
himall the time. Who'm| going to send?"
"There's only one left. You'll have to send Buttercup."

"Buttercup! He couldn't lead a detail of girl scouts fromhere to the
noss tent."

"I doubt if he could, but this will only be a routine patrol. It
shoul dn't take nmore than twenty nmen to do it, and finish it in twenty-four or
thirty hours. You could send Rand and Miel l er al ong as sergeant and cor poral
and they can take care of anything. W have a pretty rough bunch in our
battery, so there's not nuch to worry about."

"The rough bunch is what I'mworrying about. It's like sending a little
boy into a wolf den. But | can't be holding an unbrella over himforever. You
tell him and then you brief him They'd better |eave about nidnight, and they
can lay up close before dawn and operate by daylight."

"Al'l right. |I wouldn't worry. Lieutenant Lively said that on the |ast
patrol the Hard Heads weren't even there. There was just a bunch of
m ddl e- aged ri bbon-cl erks from Tokyo or somewhere."

"That also is what |'mworrying about. The Hard Heads are supposed to be

there. W& have to know where they are, or sone nidnight they will be in the
m ddl e of us here.”
The battery was available for general guard duty, dock detail, and

perimeter duty. The perineter ran up and along the crests, about ten mles
back fromthe beach. And what Japanese were behind it were nostly content to



stay behind it. But not entirely. They did make sorties, and they had to be
kept track of. There was little daily contact between the two forces al ong the
perimeter itself. If he only trouble was that the two forces were not in
agreement as to where the perimeter was supposed to be. There was const ant
infiltration, the nuisance of tel ephone |ines being tapped or cut, and the
chilly feeling that comes when all phones ring dead and the radio is out. The
radio i s always out.

So there were probing patrols, exploratory patrols, anticipatory
patrols, just plain nuisance patrols in the mddle of the night. The battery
had to supply a patrol every third day, to last approximately half thit
i nterval

They did well to travel at night. The terrible heat went down with the
sun, and novenent was bearabl e. They noved through the dark, covering the
mles as well as they could through the tangles that were always at three
| evel s.

"There is a reason for this," said Lieutenant Littlejohn to Sergeant
Rand. "There is a synmbiosis of three factors all conspiring to bar our way:
the ground grasses which are tendriled rather than ttifted, the parasitic
vines, and the free-standi ng boscage. Each offers its obstacle, and conbi ned
t hey make slow going..."

"That part's all right," said Rand, "but now we're coning into new
country for us. Here we aren't sure of our topography."

"Ch, but | have been here often. | know the topography, and especially I
know t he botany."

"This far through the draw? But this was considered as beyond the
perimeter till the last forty-eight hours. Well, if you can make it, then al
of us can naeke it."

There are men who do not know where it begins. But they would not be too
successful here. There is always a definite point of starting. A nman should be
able to hear the whistle that begins the game, or the bell that starts the
round. He shoul d know when he is wal king on the sand of an arena and no | onger
on a street. They were on an arena now, and nost of them knew when they had
entered it. It was about two-thirty in the norning. It would be hard to define
the change, but it was definite, this point where the area of conflict began

"There's a glow up front," said Corporal Mieller. "Shall | scout it?"

"No need," said the lieutenant. "It's only fox fire, phosphorent gl ow
fromrotting wood. "

"It may, and it may not be. I've been in the jungle a lot at night. |

say it could be anything."

"Too green. Not an artificial light at all. Sinmply fox fire."

"Lieutenant, it could be a snoked-up carbide | antern. They show green
it could be an electric spot with a lurcher's shield on it to make it a dark
lantern. It could be a spot hung with netting, or even with one of their green
fatigue jackets."

Corporal Mieller scouted it. Mieller wal ked |ike a bear, plantigrade,
and he rolled like a boat. But he could nove nore quickly than any other man
of them large or small; and he could get to places that none of the rest
could reach. A bear can go where even a puma cannot. He will grumble and talk
to hinmself and make a fuss over it, as a puma would disdain to do. But he wll
go there and back.

But it was only fox fire, half an icre of it, a cup-shaped swanp of
early subnmerged rotting wood glowing in the jungles.

They lay up about two hours before daylight. There were ei ghteen of
them Lieutenant Littlejohn, Sergeant Rand, Corporals Mieller and Meadows.
PFCs Hebert, Brooks, Pop Parker, Redwolf, Martin, and Gagnon; and privates
Bellar, Grones, Mufios, Villareal, Cross, Jennings, Crawford, and Crandall.
They slept for two hours before daylight, with Meadows, Redwolf, and Bellar as
guar ds.

Then they roused, had J rations, and noved along their route. There is
little twilight in the tropics. It is dark, and then within fifteen mnutes it



is broad daylight. And the sun is the eneny.

They went in three groups of six nen each. Lieutenant Littlejohn took
one with Corporal Meadows as his assistant. Corporal Mieller took one. And
Sergeant Rand took one. Every two or three hours they woul d rendezvous and
rest for half an hour,

"There is sonething noving up that ravine," said Sergeant Rand at one of
their rendezvous points, "less thin a mle fromhere. The birds are rising
above soneone."

"It's likely wild pigs,"” said Mieller

"Birds do not rise for pigs," said Rand. "They rise for sone of the
| arge predatory animals, of which there are none on Guinea. They rise from
birds of other factions. And they rise froma man or nen. These are rising
from men bel ow them Wo can spot one?"

"Heavens," said Lieutenant Littlejohn. "Gve ne the field gl asses.
believe | see him"

"Heavens," said Meadows very softly to hinself. But he gave the field
gl asses to Lieutenant Littlejohn.

"Do you see thenP" asked Rand.

"One, yes. | see himclearly. And he is a beauty."

Meadows and Muel |l er | ooked at each other in disgust.

"Well, can you tell what he is?" asked Sergeant Rand. "Let me look. It's
i mportant."”

"Of course it's inportant,'
ornithology to its roots."

"I't will what?" asked Rand. The day had beconme blindingly hot. There is
an insanity about very hot days. "Tell us at once whether he is Japanese,

Mel anesian, or Malay. Or let one of us |ook. W can tell in an instant."

"Japanese or Mel anesi an? What an odd term of reference! It al nbst seens
that we are not talking about the sane thing. But he is a new species
entirely. | had heard the' caw before, and bad found one feather. And now I
have seen him hinsel f."

Sergeant Rand took the field glasses roughly away fromthe Lieutenant.

"It's too late," said Corporal Meadows. "The man has al ready gone over
the crest. And we still don't know what he was. But he has seen us."

"Lieutenant," said Rand, "will you please tell us just what you were
| ooking it?"

"The crow. A conpletely new species. Do you realize what this
means?"

"Yes, Lieutenant," said Rand wearily. "It will shake orninthology to its
roots. And when you have shaken it, what will you have? The man! The man,

Li eut enant, was he Japanese, Ml ay, or Mel anesi an?"

"Man? WAs there a man there? Probably a patrolan of our counterparts, or
a straggler of sone description. But the crow A conpletely new species!”

"Judas Priest!" said Meadows.

Rand, Meadows, and Mieller talked a little apart fromthe |ieutenant and
fromthe nen. It was very hot now, and all the heat was not fromthe sun

"What we do with the little joker if we get in a jan?" asked Meadows.

said the lieutenant. "It wll shake

"I will be responsible,” said Rand. "If it reaches a point of necessity,
I will do whatever has to be done. You are with ne if that happens?”

"Yes."

"Yes."

"Then the men will be with me also. | have the scent of sonething.
believe that the Hard Heads are back. It's been too quiet today. There is
nowhere so quiet as the nouth of a trap. | feel that there is nore than one

pair of eyeballs watching us. See if you can spot them"
"Lieutenant," said Sargeant Rand a little later, "we will not split up
this time. We will go all eighteen together."

"You are giving the orders now?" asked the Lieutenant with what was
supposed to be ice in his voice. But the ice had a certain rattle and tinkle



toit.

"I seemto be," said Rand. "Someone has to give orders. W are under
surveillance. W will travel together for greater security if we are caught in
t he bag."

"Suppose that | countermand your order?"

"Wul d you give an opposite order, knowing it to be foolish, just to
assert your authority?"

"No. No. The order is correct. It is just that | should have given it.
But I will not give the order to scatter again."

The lieutenant didn't know what was wrong, but he knew that he had | ost
t he argument. He shoul d have been giving the orders and giving the right
orders. And instead, he had been daydream ng and giving no orders at all.

But his resolve, and he made one, didn't last long. At the next check he
turned up mssing, and Corporal Meadows had to go back for him Meadows found
Littlejohn sitting on a rock and sketching plants like a small boy. He caught
him by a handful of jacket and jerked himto his feet.

"That's enough," said Lieutenant Littlejohn. "I am a conm ssioned
of ficer. Lower your hand or you will be sorry for it."

Cor poral Meadows was breathing hard. It was a hot day and this
perversity wore himthin. Wth the heat he couldn't strive, and this thing
here was al nbst as intangi bl e.

"I'f you were only a man, | could hit you. But | don't know what you are.
| can't hit you."

"Whether | amor not we may find out today," said the lieutenant. "I
hal f wi sh you had tried it. It may be that | would have surprised you."

"Not hi ng you could do would surprise me now. But you couldn't surprise
me in that way. | have fifty pounds on you, and | have the nane of being
rough. "

"Several of you have the name for it," said the Lieutenant.

"And several of us are,"are Meadows. They caught up with the others.

"Li eutenant," said Sergeant Rand in a | ow but savage voice. "You will
start to grow up right now You are a drag on us. | cannot have you acting
like a four year old."

"You are right," said Littlejohn, "and it's an ugly habit of yours. But
it may be that some others here could stand a little grow ng up.”

"You could even help a little," said Corporal Mieller. "W believe that
we are in the nmddle of a trap and that any nove may rel ease the trigger. But
we have to spot them the outline of them before we cut |oose. W haven't
really come on a thing, only the snell of a trap.”

"Ch," said the lieutenant. He remenbered sonething but he didn't
renenmber it clearly enough. "I did see a foreign novenent several tines, but |
saw it with only a part of ny mnd. | was otherw se preoccupied."

"Then for God's sake, see it again! Spot them™

"Did you ever know anyone to act like that?" Meadows asked Rand a little
later.

"Yes, many. You on your first patrol, for one, Meadows. You were pretty
scatterbrained. | may have been so on mine."

3

They sank down in a clunp on the edge of a clearing and remai ned very
quiet for a while. But there was a nightmare aspect about the site as though
t he brush and thickets were alive and watching them

Ahead was a flat green-purple neadow.

"I"'d like to forget it all,"” said Rand. "lI'd Iie clown there in the
meadow and just sleep. But it's probably full of thorns.”

"No. No," said the Lieutenant. "How could there be thorns? Woever heard
of Marsilia with thorns? That is the |argest area of Marsilia Vogel kopi ensi s
that | have ever seen. The inconveni ence of |ying down there would not be



thorns."

"Li eutenant," said Corporal Meadows, "I warned you to forget this
science and nature jazz till we're off patrol. Don't make us do anything that
we'll regret.”

"But don't you realize what it is? Afair sized field of quite rare
Marsilia. And the feature of this Marsilia is that its Sporophyte is not truly

aquatic."

"Do tell," said Meadows.

"Instead, the spore apparently noves by slow drift through a norasnal
aggregate.”

"Heavens," said Meadows.
There cones a tine in those afternoons when no one is at his best. The

breeze dies entirely, and the tenperature here in these dead draws will go
past a hundred and twenty. There are blind pockets in the air, and a bird will
fly in and will not fly out. The at- nosphere piles up in shimering |ayers

that confuse the vision and falsify distance, and the hills seemto roll and
rise |ike green waves. The eyes burn and blur, and there is an angry threat in
every tree.

"I have the sudden feeling," said the Lieutenant, "of a groundbird who
has not been paying attention, who | ooks up and sees the bullsnake poised for
the swal | ow. "

"Am | the snake?" asked Meadows.

"You? No. How could you be the snake? This snake is a hundred yards | ong
and we're right in the mddle of his coils. It is a centicephalon, a
hundr ed- headed snake. It prickles nmy hair alittle."

The brush and the thickets were in fact alive and watching them An
anbush has a hundred eyes, and to be found in the niddle of one calls up a
worl d of anger and frustration and sudden fear. Watch out for the man who says
he doesn't scare. He will scare when he sees the eyes of an anbush

"This chills me too," said Corporal Mieller. "Wre we all blind at once?
There is one of them Redwol f, see that form behind the | argest kapok tree in
that group. He is yours when we start blazing. And there is another. They're
all along the far edge of the clearing and are filling in. And they're edging
around. But whatever we do, don't let's panic. How about it, Rand? Shall we
slip out before it's sprung?"

"Yes. Slip out. Craw out. Just plain break out. Get out somehow But
the worst advice that a man in danger can ever followis not to panic, It is
even thought of as somehow noble not to panic. But an old captain used to tel
me that there was a proper tine for everything, including panic. A rabbit
knows that. A deer knows it, and he's not even very snmart. Why does a man try
to forget it? This is the tine for a little judicious panic. Go as quietly as
we can, at first, fellows, right back the way we cane, and then down the first
draw to the right. Craw |ike snakes, nmen, and then run |like horses. W will
rendezvous at Blind Creek Point four mles down. Mst of us should make it.
And we have found out what we cane to find Qut, The Hard Heads are back, and
in nunber. Now nove, nen."

"Just a minute," said an unfamliar voice. "I will give the orders
O was it a famliar voice with an unfamliar ring to it?

"Who said that?"

"I said that. And | will be obeyed. Are you not accustoned to taking
orders froman officer?" asked Lieutenant Littlejohn.

"The Lieutenant will be obeyed," said Sergeant Rand. "And what are the
Li eutenant's orders on this?"

"First we will trigger off the action with an apparently casual shot.
And then we will retreat, but not back the way we came. W will run very | ow
down this gully here on the edge of the Marsilia conplex. And we w Il gather
in a pocket on the other end. There appears to be very good cover there. And
three nen, Mieller, Redwolf, and Cross, will hold this end till we are al
down. It's narrow and crested here, and three nmen can hold it for a while.

And, once we are in the pocket, they will have to come to us, and singly, or a

here.'



fewat atine. The gully is narrow And it is bound to have a back door."

"But, Lieutenant, that's two hundred yards. And it's only crawl cover.
They' Il shoot us like turkeys as we go down. And what's the use of hol ding one
end of the gully when the entire length of it would be open to thenP"

"But how would it be open to then? How would they get at it?"

"Are you crazy, Lieutenant? They'd cross that clearing in fifteen
seconds and have us head on."

"The clearing? But that's the Marsilia. They surely wouldn't venture to
cross that."

"Lieutenant, you're in a child s world. I'msure the Hard Heads w |l not
respect the Marsilia, as you call it."

"Then this is better than | hoped," said the Lieutenant. "If you don't
understand, then maybe they won't either. | read a warni ng once about

over-estimting an eneny. It makes for timdity, Now, if you are ready, nmen, |
will give the order."

"How about it, Rand?" asked Meadows. "We are |ooking to you."

"Do you know what you're doing, Lieutenant Littlejohn?" Rand asked.

"Yes, | know what |'m doing."

"The Lieutenant will be obeyed," said Sergeant Rand

"I have just | ooked into nmy coffin," said Pop Parker. "I hadn't
particularly wanted a dirt one, but it looks as though | wll get it."

"The beauty of the dirt ones is that they will fit anyone," said Pvt.
Crawford. "And there are always enough to go around. But we will soon fill up
ei ghteen. "

"I only knew one man who seriously clained to be afraid of nothing,"
sai d Sergeant Rand. "But the peculiar thing is that he was afraid to die when
the tine cane. He's the only one | ever remenber who was afraid to die when it
cane down to it. A man usually isn't afraid of death when it cones really
near. But he's enbarrassed over it. it's an awkward and unaccount abl e t hi ng.
And it cannot neet your eye when it cones. It's a shuffling skulker. But it's
no great thing to die. Anyone can do it. The defeating thing is to have to do
it needlessly."

"And tell her not to wait for ne
Jenni ngs softly.

"The order will be the rifle shot of PFC Redwol f," said the Lieutenant.
"Corporal Muieller has already given himhis target. Have you still your eye on
your man? Then aim quickly and fire. Now nmove, nmen, move. And don't worry
about a thing."

For 1'm not com ng hone," sang PFC

Redwol f killed the Hard Head behind the kapok tree with a good shot, and
then things began to pop. The old devil was unchained and all sorts of things
began to cone out of the pit.

Miel | er, Redwol f, and Cross hunched down behind the crest, and the
remai ni ng patrol men crawl ed and stunbl ed and ran | ow, down the gully. Muieller
and his two nen could probably have held the end of the gully for severa
m nut es, except that they would be out-flanked in a matter of seconds.

For the trigger had set the whole jungle into notion. The hills rose
i ke green waves, and the earth burst open. The jungle-line ejected nore than
a hundred of the eneny, green-brown nen, noving |like sure animals. No ribbon
clerks these. They were the old Hard Heads, the killer soldiers who struck
like a giant rat pack, all musk-animals, meaner than nen, sharp pack-running
killers.

And, as the fifteen patrol men stunbl ed down the gully, those Hard Heads
charged at themwith a | oose crackle of fire, came across that green-purple
meadow rapidly, nore than a hundred of themw th | ess than seventy-five yards
to go. Not over ten seconds for it. They came in a black rush like the teeth
of one great cutter blade. They cane light and fast. And then, sonehow, heavy
and fast.

They charged to take the fifteen nen strung out single, crawing on
their bellies down the narrow ditch. Fifteen men with not over fifteen inches



of cover, and no firing roomat all. Sitting ducks. Lying down ducks. Plain
dead ducks.

"Somehow | never intended to die on ny belly Iike a snake," said
Meadows. He was ni cked, and he watched a spate of red and black blood m x wth
the green hot nud in a pattern that was also a prempnition. He wasn ni cked
badly, but then he hadn't raised up very high. He had al ways hated to crawl on
his belly.

The [ ast seconds of one's life tick off loudly and with finality. Two.
Four. But slowy now as though the hands of the clock were mred. The
attackers were hal f-way across, a black-green row of themthat filled exactly
hal f the world.

Five. Six. These may have been the | ongest seconds ever. They were
unnaturally long. They were grisly, hot, weird, seconds.

Tinme itself had sl owed down.

Then it stopped conpletely.

The Hard Heads stunbl ed heavy-footed. They were a study in slow notion
These deat h-bringers worked it out with horrible delay. It was eerie that the
| ast scene in life should be run in slow notion. There was sonet hi ng obscene
about it.

The Hard Heads wal | owed, floundered, and pani cked.

And they began to go down.

It is incredible the way a little nmud can swallow a man, or a clutch of
men. The heat was now unbearabl e, and again not all of it came fromthe sun
The piled-up air shimered and shattered the vision. It is possible that this
was all a mistake of blurred sight and that the inpossible thing was not
happening at all. The earth does not comonly devour a group of nen |ike
t hat .

And yet, in the blinding heat and the wavering air, it seemed to do so.
If those Hard Heads weren't sinking out of sight in the nud, it was a very
ni ght mari sh sort of mrage.

"I saw a cow go down once," said Pop Parker. The way he said it, it was
t he nost profound statenent in the world.

But they didn't nake too much fuss about dying, those hundred Hard
Heads. A little protest, a little argunent. Yet nud is very unsatisfatory to
argue with. Alittle screanming and chatter, that was all

It was the ei ghteen men who watched it who felt a sense of sickness and
shock. It was |like the shock of the small boy who, for the first tinme, sees
t he bul | -snake begin to swallow that ground bird.

"I always said I'd never do it," said that tough Cajun Hebert. "I've
never been sick before in ny life, but now I've just brought it up green."

"Santa Maria, Madre di Dios --," said Private G rones.

"-- ruego per nosotros pecadores --," said Private Minas.

-- ahora y en la ore de nuestra muerte," said Private Villareal

After the Hard Heads were chest-deep and really frightened, it seened
that the pressure made it inpossible for themto screamloudly. But they knew
that they were being buried alive and that the hot sky was inexorable. And the
ei ghteen patrollers watched the eneny di sappear with plain horror

"I'f it would rain," said Crandall, "it wouldn't be so hot. And it
woul dn't seem so bad." Wiy had he said such a silly thing as that?

Hs mnd was in a state of shock and his stomach was tied in green
knots. But they all of them spoke inanities when they spoke.

In three mnutes, there was no sign of the Hard Heads. More than a
hundred of them had gone down there, and the Marsilia had al ready begun to sew
up its wounds, oozing its clover-leafed foliage again over the greeni sh sand.

"I will never love it again," said the Lieutenant. "It is really a
sacophag, a flesh-eating plant. But it's quite bland to look at. It is hard to
believe that its enticenent is intentional." "Li eutenant,"” said Sergeant

Rand after a decent period of silence, "did you know that that was



qui cksand?"

"Sergeant, get the nmen started back. Sone of themnmay be a little queasy
after what they have seen, and | believe that they shoul d have sonme novenent
to settle themdown. W can be at Blind Creek Point in an hour and a hal f.

They can take the last of their rations then and rest till sundown. Then we
wi Il nove them again, and should be in our own bivouac area by m dni ght. Now
nmove them Sergeant, and waste no tinme about it."

"Yes, sir."

But, when they were resting at Blind Creek Point, the Sergeant asked
agai n.

"Li eutenant, did you know that that was qui cksand?"

"Certainly. Didn't you? | explained that the Marsilia Vogel kopi ensi s
i nvariably has a nmorasmal underlay."

"Yes, sir. So you did. | wasn't paying attention."

Li eutenant Littlejohn was sketching again as they waited for the sun to
go down. He was sketching a crow in the sky. But now, strangely, it was not a
boyi sh hand that showed in the sketch. The strokes had bol dness and force to
themthat they had | acked before. It was the hand of a sure and canny nan that
drew that stark crow in the sky.

ONE- EYED MOCKI NG- BI RD

Tobi as Lanb, though not well liked, was held in high esteem by the
scientific comunity. There were nmany of us who hardly |iked hi mbecause --
well, it was because his tricks and illusions sonmetinmes shattered us
conpletely. "And besides,” Alwin Garvie said of him "he's in unlikely man."

Ah well, admit it, we were afraid of him He was a harsh nocker; and yet
he had a pleasant strain (or it was nmeant to be pleasant) in him He was a
hard driver. If he didn't actually hold a whip in his hand when he was worKki ng
on a project, there was always a whip in his voice. He was avid, even
feverish, to drive a project to success; and yet he didn't seemat all hungry
for personal glory. Wen Paul Kradzesh stole the credit for the Crisley
Conmuni cator fromhim we really feared for Kradzesh's safety and |ife when
Bi g Toby should react to being robbed of that glory. But Tobias Lanb didn't
react to it at all. Wiether credit should redound to himor to another was
| ess than nothing to Toby.

And now he was tal king about the new project that had hold of him and of
us all.

"The thing is to get a few nations accultured and thriving, and then to
give the inventive tilt to them And then we will let theminvent. As we are
| ooking for rapid invention, we will put atine [imt on their inventiveness;
the tine it takes a rifle bullet to go four kilonmeters. In fact, I'Il put one
of the nations inside a rifle bullet here and shoot it off."

"What in the world for?" Francie Jack asked. She had al ways made an
effort to understand Big Toby, but she hadn't understood himany better than
had the rest of us.

"Toby, you have a bad case of anthroponorphism of putting things into
human ternms and anal ogi es," Luci us Cockburn chided the big | out Toby. "Nations
that can only barely be guessed at with an electronic mcroscope are not true
nations."

"If they are made up of thousands of individuals of a kindred, and if
they are able to live, elect, and proclaima destiny, then they are nations,"
Toby insisted. "What for, Francie? For a test and an experinment and an
opportunity. I will really be shooting at that nocking-bird singing so
i nperfectly on that bough. But whether | miss or hit the bird, the rifle
bullet will still crash into that rock cliff four kiloneters across the
valley, and it will destroy itself and the small nation that | will have put
inside it. It will do this unless the individuals of that nation shall wake to



consci ousness, form|local governments, expand to a linited -universa
government, devel op science and technol ogy, form groups of enpowered geni uses
to apply that science and technol ogy, |learn to navigate the bullet, avoid
destruction against the cliff; and return it here in quest of their origin,

all within two and a half seconds of tine. | have not set it an inpossible
task. It is a short-aeon nation made up of miniaturized intelligences, and the
concept of delay would not be possible toit."

"The 'Reacting Jelly' does react amazingly fast sonetines," Pau
Kradzesh adnmitted, "and nost times it does not react at all. W have the
package to performmracles. W have the activator to go into the package. But
it performs irregularly and randomy. We must induce uniformity. And, Toby, it
is silly torefer to a supersnmall glob as a nation."

"No, it is a sanity which in present conpany seens to be limted to
nmysel f," Big Tobias Lanb said stubbornly. This harsh and clunmsy nan was held
in puzzl ed esteemby the scientific community. He was adnmitted, yes, and there
were even some persons who tried to like him But did he conformto Elton
Cabot's dictumof the ideal scientist? --

' Serene, handsone with inner and outer perfection, into every field of
the m nd, sonething of a poet, totally cultured, conpletely free of hokum
very much of the phil osopher, everything of the humanist.'

It seened that nost of those were things that Toby Lanb was not.

But Bi g Toby, physically powerful and exceptionally ugly, loutish and
i npossi bl e, conpletely anbi guous in his own group; he was a cult hero of
several other groups, though it puzzled us how those culties ever even heard
of him

Toby made noises, it was too rmuch to call it nmusic. He nade these sounds
on supposed reproductions of very ancient instruments, according to probably
faulty interpretations of ancient musical notations. He made these noi ses on
clanging iron '"harps' and on howing flutes. And persons of the 'rattling
rock' sort had intruded audi o pickups into Toby's big studios and they had
turned his sounds into cult things. A clanging, always a clanging, that was
the ' Toby Sound'.

It was so typical of himthat, in his loud tal king, when he banged his
pal ms together for enphasis, he did not nake the'clap' sound that other
persons nake. He had a'cl ang'.

And Bi g Toby painted strong and grotesque pictures. Perhaps 'painted is
the wong word since it is not known how he achi eved them but he 'effected
power ful and vul gar and di sturbing pictures. He called themhis 'Cainite Space
Ship' series. They were wenching and a little bit distasteful, but they were
al so funny.

"You are a nocker," Lucius Cockburn told Toby often

"Ch certainly. There are all too few of us. What we want are nockers who
at the sane time have total faith. | want that in the director of every
project and every public board and governnment. And | want it in the short-aeon
inventive realms and in the miniaturized intelligences that make them up. But
deliver us fromthe nocker who sings too sweetly."

Tobi as Lanb had other activities which, in any other man, would seemto
contribute to Elton Cabot's dictumof the ideal scientist. Well yes, he
was'into every field of the mind ; in that nuch he conformed to it. But how
clumsily he was into many of those fields! He wote several books. But his New
Physics for the M ddl e-School Children was not well accepted. It was forced
off the market. He seemed to be teachi ng physics by neans of a hairy sort of
nmyt hol ogy. Even his mathematics was nore nmyth than math. And his Not For
Everybody Book, well, it was not for everybody.

But now Bi g Toby was teasing an invisible glob of activated nol ecul ar
syndrone into a microscopic hole drilled into the | ead- shot part of arifle
bull et. He used a conplicated mcroscope with a variety of eye-pieces
i mpi nging on his eyes; and he fingered a keyboard that created and controlled
finger-shaped electrical fields to nudge the small glob into the hole and
settle it there.



"Principality and Nation, in you go!" Big Toby spoke to the little glob
that was quite a few orders bel ow bare-eye visibility. "Your history and your
destiny begin right now This is the first instant of your Heroic Age. Be
Heroi c then, which is the same thing as being inventive."

"Why all the attention to that particular snmudge that you are putting
into a place difficult to study?" Alwin Garvie asked. "Should not all of the
snudges have equal attention?"

"You folks talk to the other srudges," Toby said. "I'Il talk to this
one."

"Well, Creager over at the 'Evolvate Science Congl onmerate' does talk
wi th much success to his reactive nolecular jelly," Paul Kradzesh admtted,
"but | don't beheve that he tells it such fairy tales as you tell yours."

"He shoul d!'" Toby Lanb barked harshly. "Perhaps you don't understand

Faerie at all. Wien it is finally discovered (which is to say 'Wen its lair

is finally unroofed') it will be found to possess thousands and thousands of

annal s. Ah, heroic history, prinordial inventiveness, ages of greatness! |

wi sh that one of you would unroof that conplex. | really haven't the time. |

beheve that there is a stuiiiiing inmpetus for invention to be found init."
"Well, there is dispute as to just how we should regard the organi zi ng

facility of these reactive nol ecul ar groupings," Lucius Cockburn said.

"Why di spute?" Toby asked with that |aughing clatter in his voice.
"Regard them as realns. Regard themas Enpires in their heroic period of
di scovery and invention. They will prefer to be so regarded."

"I snell tyranny in the wee real myou' re establishing, Toby," Alwn
Garvi e bant er ed.

"You srell right, hunp-nosed man. The strong inpetus of outright
tyranny! There is nothing like it for a realmthat is at the same tinme a space
ship. "

"Your idea here seens to jibe a bit with your pictures in the "Cainite
Space Ship' series. If the units (if there are units in one of those gl obs) of
a reacting nol ecul ar group should have faces, | would have to imagine their
faces |like those of the people or slobs in the 'Cainite Space Ship'. Yourself,
of course, have one of those faces, Toby."

"Yes. And they should have faces, for there is a tight and al nost total

anal ogy between our old flight and the flight that 1'Il shoot off in just a
nmonent. Damm that nocking-bird! A nocker that will not nmock rmust be changed,
or extingui shed."

"Even the worst of analogies will stretch only so far, Toby," Alwn
said. "You are not seriously suggesting that --"

"Yes, | amseriously and joyously suggesting that a group to which, in a
way, | bel onged did make a space voyage parallel to this one, and nmake it in a

little less than eight thousand years of elapsed tine. That's about equival ent
to the time of two and a half seconds for a short-aeon nation. There is the
order of size to be considered, direct cubical relations, inverse squares,
angul ar velocity, and the relationship of tight-turning to elapsed tinme and to
t he pace of technol ogy devel opnent. Yes, our eight thousand years was a very
cl ose equivalent to their two and a half seconds, if in fact they do learn to
navigate in time to bring the bullet back at all. Ch, we had a better start
than they have, but we may not have had as good an inclination and

i ndoctrination. W already had a city established on Earth, no mean city; so
we had come a respectable ways in corporate organization. W had netal | urgy.
W had been working bronze and iron for a full generation. A dozen of us shot
ourselves off, half accidentally and half on purpose, in a seal ed sphere."

"You were there sone eight thousand years ago, Toby?" Francie Jack
asked.

"I say 'we', for | have a racial nmenmory of it. Al of you were born
yesterday. | was born several days before yesterday. But we had to learn a
lot: to orient ourselves in space, to devel op a propul sion power from nothing
while traveling at sonething nore than escape velocity in cranped quarters in
the dark. We had to develop fromless than nothing a purpose and a phil osophy,



and a navigation to return to earth, and to soft-land on earth. That latter
was very difficult for us, as it will be for what Alwin calls the 'wee real n
that | amputting into this rifle bullet here. Had the thing been done by any
other than ny own famly |I would call the whole thing inpossible."

"Who was runni ng your space ship, Toby?" Alwin Garvie asked. "Wio were
the tyrants who made it work?"

"Two brothers, Jabel cain and Jubel cain. And their half-brother
Tubal cain. Qur very take-off from Earth was an hysterical and amazing feat of
i nvention, but it was necessary for our survival. Ch, our intelligence
gat hering system was good. W knew where the Earth-faults in our neighborhood
were. We knew whi ch one would bl ow with the nost power, when the fountains of
t he deep should burst open, and we beheved that if we set our bronze sphere as
a cork in the throat of that erupting fountain, we could be bl own clear off
Earth. The wee folks in this bullet have an easier task here. They don't have

an intelligence systemsufficent to know when next a rifle will be shooting
off in this part of town, nor the neans to get there and set themselves in the
chanmber of that rifle by themselves. | do this for them

"But we, in the old days, had to go. If we'd stayed, we'd have drowned.
And in that case we would not have had such future progeny as nyself, a heavy
| 0ss."

"Ch what stuff, Toby, what stuff!"” Viola Rafter admired. "That is the
sort of stuff you tell to the small chenical snudges to notivate them is it?
That is something like the stuff I tell to my own house plants to notivate
them but | don't do it nearly as well as you do. |Is some |arger person
telling you this to notivate you for sonething?"

"Yes, somebody larger tells ne such narrations now and then. Yes, to
notivate me, | suppose, as | notivate the small nol ecul ar snmudges. And | do
find nmyself curiously notivated now and then, and especially now "

Tobi as Lanb had now scal ed the sub-microscopic 'realm into the rifle
bull et and had put the bullet into the chanmber of the rifle.

"I never heard that |egend before, Toby," Lucius said. "I have net the
myth that either Gog or Magog rode astraddl e of the roof-ridge of the ark for
the whole trying time of the flood and so prevented the old race of giants
frombeing entirely wi ped out. So we have half-giants in the world even now
But that the descendents of Cain escaped Earth in a space-ark, that is newto

me. | believe that it's cheating.”
"No, not cheating, not cheating at all. To have taken the ganble with
the odds a billion to one against, that is not cheating. To suppose that we of

the I eft-handed fraternity, of the goatish rather than the sheepish

br ot herhood, had no purpose, that is unreal. W of the line of Cain, we who
| ost our innocence for the second time, we who ate of the horrible tree of
know edge for the second time, there nust have been a reason for us. W were
the only early inventors, you know. Genesis 4, 20-22 gives only the barest
hints of our inventions, but they were the only human inventions in their
tine."

"When did the Cainite Space-Ark return to the Earth, Toby?" Lucitis
asked with a failed smrk

"I don't know. Wthin the |ast several hundred years. Wen invention
returned to the Earth, that was the space-ark hom ng back."

"What stuff you must have in your unconscious, Toby!" Francie said.
"You're sheer nythic. And it's said that, in the circuit of re-entrant thought
and style and nmentation, the nmythic neets again with the subatom ¢ and the
atomic and the nolecular on the field of small aeonics. They'd nake no sense
el se, its said. They make no sense as it is, | say. But our other snudges of
reaching nol ecular jolly are not reacting at all today in the perfect
conditions we have set up. We do not know what your own 'realm is doing in
the con- ditions you have set up, but ours do not nove."

"They do not nove because you do not nove them because you do not
notivate them" Tobias said. "You can't notivate them except accidentally,



because you don't beheve themto be alive and subject to notivation. But there
is not any such thing as inanimate matter. The small est sub-atomic particle is
alive and at |east partly conscious, and at |east partly thinking. If you do
not believe this, pretend that you beheve it at least. You'll get better
results that way."

Then Tobias Lanb raised the rifle to shoul der and eye, slid off the
safety, sighted with the gun, and crooked his finger around the trigger

"What are you really going to do, Toby?" Francie Jack asked with
apprehension in her voice. "You' re acting very strange, even for you. You're
up to sonething, Toby. You're up to sonething tricky!"

"The mnor thing |'mgoing to do, on either the first or second fly- by,
is plug that nockingbird that is too saccharine to nmock. And the main thing
I"mgoing to do is set aliving realmin the position where it must invent or
perish. I"mbetting it will invent."

Tobi as Lanmb shot the rifle then. And, after an interval that seened
about two and a half or three seconds, the rifle shot Tobias Lanb. It shot him
in the right eye and clear through his head. It killed himtoo.

Tobi as Lanb was dead standi ng up. He was so stocky and solid that. he
did not fall. He did not even lower the rifle. He was in a cataleptic
rigidity. he had no breath and heartbeat. The shot had entered his right eye
and had exited nassively fromthe back of his head.

He still had his big grin, nore grotesque than ever, alnost nore
life-1ike than ever.
"This is not real, this is not real. This is sonething happeni ng out of

Francie | ack spoke as if in a daze.

"What is that misfit bird-song?" Alwin Garvie asked in inconsequenti al
amazement. "The nockery of it, tile arrogance of it! That at least, is real."

time,

"The coroner will decide what is real," Paul Kradzesh stated heavily.
"And here he is now | never saw a call answered so fast. It's al nost
i mpossi ble."

The coroner was busying hinmself about the standing dead man, going
t hrough what seened |ike a burl esque routine.

"Ch, he is rigid in death,"” the coroner said then. "He's dead standing
up, and he rigidified so swiftly and he is so well bal anced that he did not
fall. Ah, he still has his finger on the gun trigger. Don't stand in front of
it. It's a rare happening, and yet |'ve seen it twice before in ny practice."

"You lie," said dead man Tobias Lanb in a pleasanter voice than usual
"Such a thing never happened before. It didn't happen this tine either. Ch,
don't look so angry and repelled, good friends. Did you want ne dead? You
really don't understand the possibilities and paradozed that are present in
the context of 'unelapsed tine'? It's a property of very small real ms and
societies. It's a bonus that al nbst dwarfs the rest of it. Ch, how howingly
valuable it will be to us!"

"W do not like you, Tobias!" Paul Kradzesh swore savagely. "W do not
i ke you because of tricks like this. But it did happen! And the coroner was
here.”

"And he is not here now," Toby Lanb | aughed. "You cannot say properly

'He was here' because there are no tenses in unelapsed time. Nor will | assure
you that my death is an illusion. It is a valid event in uilelapsed tine, that
first remarkable fall-out of the m niature space flight and return.

"No, of course I'"'mnot all right, Francie. | have a shiner. The soft

| andi ng of the returning bullet-space-ship was not all that soft. It blacked
nmy eye."

"I hate you, Toby," Paul said tightly. "Wiy did you do such a thing as
t hat ?"

"For the joy of discovery, for dramatic of fect, for open fun, and to
performa valid experinment. All, that bird-song! it's near perfect now The
i nimtable nmockery and arrogance of it! And the burning belief! Alittle
discipline inits life was all that bird needed. Aye, get at glob of irony in



its song! Mock, bird, nock! And believe at the sanme time. A one-eyed bird had
better be a true believer around here!"

The nockingbird, still singing on its branch outside, had | ost an eye to
the fly-by either conming or going. But it had a new song that you had to
respect whether you liked it or not.

"The reactive jelly, as you so ignorantly call it, wll react
astoni shingly now," Big Toby said. "It has becone a nation of constimate
atomi c-speed invention. Set it any problemand it will solve it. The

ram fications of all this, they are endless."

"We do hate you, Toby," Lucius Cockburn grow ed.

"Ch sure, oh sure. Wiether the little nation did those space marvels or
not, it is absolutely essential that it believes it did them Its notivation
hes in its high history."

"We can't accept knowi ng that even the dust is inventive,'

Franci e Jack

said sadly, "but we'll profit fromit. We have the perfect activator now But
it will take a new sort of people to accept it fully. Sone day you may have
them'

"Sonme day, today, alnost inmediately," Tobias Lanb gl oated. "Ch, the
nost promising students for it can be selected with no tinme el apsed at all
I'"ve already put a realmto work on that, and the selection is already waiting
for me."

Those students who are now devel opi ng best ways to notivate and
nmyt hol ogi ze sub-nicroscopic snears to get naxi mum performance and invention
fromthemare an odd lot. They have to be, for they are working with small,
| eft-handed orders that are nore goatish than sheepish, that are very near to
t he grotesque heart of matter. And sonme of those students had a hop on the
subj ect, those who had read Tobias Lanmb's New Physics for M ddl e- Schoo
Chil dren and had been enchanted by it.

They have accunul ated and anal yzed a frighteni ng amount of dream
material from nol ecul ar-level and smaller entities, and the dreammaterial in
those little worlds is absolutely grotesque. And the nythic configurations can
not even be conceived of in the geonetry of human nyth. They are quite
ot herw se.

Those brilliant, odd-lot students have their own cultus and fraternity
now, and their token and mascot is the One-Eyed Mycking-Bird.

Ch Whatta You Do When the Well Runs Dry?

The deep wel | of unconscious cerebration
- Henry Janes

For you never niss the water till the well runs dry.
- Rowl and Howard

The well ran dry on November 7, 1999 (a Sunday). And when that well ran
dry, then everything that mattered came to a halt. It took a few hours for the
multitude to realize that it had all stopped. A few of the smart ones knew it
al nrost at once, and a snaller few knew that nobody could be very smart again
under the new conditions.

M ss Phosphor M Cabe woke up very early on the norning of Novenber 8.

"I never felt so enpty-headed in ny life," she told herself. "Usually I
have all kinds of things going on up there. Mst tines ny head is as busy as

three airports. Something's gone wong. Fortunately | have friends who'll know
what to do."

You remenber M ss Phosphor McCabe. She lives in that big pink pagoda on
that hill on the north edge of town, and she has lots of unusual friends.

"Now | know what's happened."” M ss Phosphor said. "The well's gone dry.
| better get sonme of ny friends to see what can be done about it."
She got hold of a couple of her friends and told them about the well.



"Yeah, we know," the special friends said. "W'll give thema little
while yet."

Clear dry, was the well? There was none of the sparkle water |eft
anywhere? Oh, there were little bits of it in isolated pockets here and there,
but there was an inpediment to its use. In the isolated pockets the water was
no |l onger noving; and so it lost its sparkle. Wen it did not nmove or sparkle
it could not be received or enjoyed as extraordinary water. It was ordi nary
now and it couldn't satisfy the thirst for the extraordi nary.

(This is metaphor, yes.) Wiat had dried up was not a well or pool or
ocean of physical water. \What had dried up was wit, and artistry, and
congruence, and enjoynent, and the sparkle of the spirit. Wat had dried up
was creativity in every forn and could the calling of all the conmittees in
the world bring it back? Several self-constituted conmittees had assenbl ed
very early to see what could be done. The problemwas to rekindle the wit of
the world and get it to flowing again (This is m xed metaphor, yes.)

The problem night be quite urgent. WIl a witless world die imediatel y?
O will it (wrse case, perhaps) continue on a witless way for aeons?

The worl d had waked up witless on the afternoon of Novenber 8 (afternoon
by artificial universal world tine). Ch, sone people had gone to bed witless
and di straught. Sone people had felt the assault of witlessness in their
sl eep. And there were sonme people who still rose in the nornings instead of in
the afternoons. But it was afternoon when nost of the world woke witless and
with the sense of having | ost something.

"It is no good saying that we knew it woul d happen,” the great
cosnol ogi st Norbert Hsu munbled. "We didn't. Ch several of us predicted it,
but we all had the strong inner feeling that it could never happen. After all.
this is the well that had never run dry since the beginning of |life on Earth.
Ah, lrene, you | ook dowdy today, and that's another thing that we all could
never happen."

I rene Konphana hissed with the intake of her breath. She had been
regarded as the nost stylish woman in the world, but she didn't resent
Nor bert's in-passing statenment that she was dowdy now. She knew that it was
true.

Seven persons had cone together (this was in an un-pink building on the south
edge of town), by natural reaction, fromseveral parts of the world, within
two hours of the drying of the well. These seven persons had a natura

affinity for each other. They were (or perhaps now it was "they had been") the
awar est of the aware. They had al ways been the first ones to know things, and
they were surely anong the first persons on Earth to realize that the well had
run dry. These seven had been as smart as any people you will find anywhere,
and already they realized that neither they nor any others were going to be
very smart in the new case. Norbert Hsu, Carlos Liosa, Agnes Bel ka, Edw n
Senat e, |rene Konmphana, Sedgewi ck Doll o and Johua Santa Cruz were the once

tal ented seven: but were they talented now? Had all talent necessarily dried
up?

"What has dried up is the 'Idea Well,'" Carlos Llosa, the great public
servant, said: and they all groaned at the phrase. The "lIdea Wll," what a
rosy-posy nanme! Be assured that none of them would have named it anything as
banal as the "ldea Well" if they hadn't suddenly found thenselves in the

post-i dea state.
"What we nust do is treat it like any other well that runs dry,’

Carl os pl owed

ahead without a trace of any idea in his skull. "Maybe we will give it a
little acid treatnment as is given to oil wells when they fall off their flow
O we will set guns down in its depth and perforate its formations. W m ght

put it under saltwater pressure and hope for sonme response. O we |ocate and
cenent its | eakages as well-nen sonetinmes do with water wells. W set in
barriers, or we break out barriers, to let ground water or rogue streans fl ow
intoit. We calculate its accretion and its depletion, and we conpel the
second to be less than the first. And the well may recover... a little bit...



sonetinme. "
"But this well offers a difficulty in that we don't know where it is," Agnes
Bel ka pointed out. "W don't know the physical location of this well: we do
not even know whether it has physical existence."
"It's true that we have no idea how to locate it,"'

Joshua Santa Cruz agreed,

"since all ideas dried up when the well dried up. W can't do anythi ng about
it since what is lost is our ability to do anything about anything."

"Maybe things will go on as they were and nobody will notice the
difference,” Edwin Senate said.

"Yes, things will go on as they were," Sedgew ck Dollo agreed. "For a

few hours, or even a couple of days they nmight go on. Things mi ght continue on
for about as long as fingernails continue to grow on a corpse."

But there were little things cropping up all over the place to indicate
that things wouldn't go on quite as they had before. Fewer people were dying
(that was noticed al nost i mmedi ately), and nobody was dying spectacularly. Is
dyi ng, especially spectacular dying, a creative act? It seemed so. But about
as many peopl e were being born as before, though there didn't seemto be quite
as much meaning attached to the act. People were being born without
acconpanyi ng prodi gi es, and without any prenonition of com ng greatness. The
extraordi nary had gone out of people, those already present and those
arriving. For there was this other thing: if people weren't dying as nuch,
neither were they living as nuch.

"It just isn't the sanme thing anynore,’
really isn't living anynore."

Musi ci ans coul dn't inprovise. They had nothing left to inprovise wth.
The art of creative lying cane to an end. Profanity becane tired: it becane
| ouder and nmore in use, but it was repetitious and unoriginal. Pornography
simlarly lost gusto and increased in stridency. Jokes died out, and
intuitions died. Problemsolving was a lost talent. And the roily oil that had
made the slide through life so much easier had now lost its slickness and
turned into an abrasive.

The incredible creativity by which (and only by which) persons had
managed to get along with each other at all was gone. There had used to be
(just two days ago there had used to be) a super-creative person in every
group, in every viable couple, at every human neeting, at each crossroads or
confrontation of any kind. At least one third of the persons in the world had
been super-creative in personal relations. If it hadn't been so, then persona
rel ati ons woul d have been inpossible. Now the super-creativity was gone and
personal rel ations had
beconme a gruesone remant.

Sui ci des and showboat deaths were down, but dunb accidents were up. It
| ooked as if the death rate m ght soon adjust itself. The accidents, the
accidents! It really takes quite a bit of creativity for even the nobst obscure
person to live for a long span. The anorphous and ever present gray creature
naned "accident” is escaped only by the enploynment of creative wit. And when
t hat weapon is no longer turned against it, the "accident" noves in, slowy
but relentlessly, chonping.

Great multitudes of people were getting | ost. They got |ost on their way
to work: they got lost on their way hone. They could no | onger recognize their
proper houses. Sonme of them could no | onger recognize their proper nates.
After all, people do look pretty much alike. It takes a lot of native wit and
a nunber of mmenonic tricks to be able to recogni ze one's own wi fe or husband
out of the mass of humanity. And native wit and mmenoni cs shrivel ed and di ed
when no | onger nourished by the strong and sparkling water. The whol e
systematic world was going to break down right away.

("W will give thema couple of days yet," small groups of Forteans said
to each other. Sone of these Forteans were friends of Mss Phosphor MCabe,
and others of them were unknown to her.)

fol ks were heard to say. It just



"W will strictly ration the water fromthis special ocean-well," Carlos
Ll osa said positively. "W will enforce a regulation that each person nust
deposit three liters in the pool for each two liters that he withdraws. | have
information also that there is a small but constant, and natural and unhunan,
flowinto the well, and that it will soon give us a working pool again if we
can halt the panic withdrawals. W will enphasize a 'Don't think! Thinking
consumes substance fromthe coll ective unconsci ous' canpaign for a week or so.
And, if we then have sonething to ration, we will ration it most strictly and
wi thout favoritism"”

This was the second day that the seven special persons of natura
affinity had been holding their meeting. There wasn't rmuch left of their
natural affinity now And there wasn't rmuch left of their specialism

"How can we ration it?" the great cosnol ogi st Norbert Hsu denmanded. "How
can we force a person to disgorge into this well of the group unconsci ous? How

can we linmt what he will withdraw? W don't even understand the nechanics of
the di pping out of this well. WIIl we give a person a chit entitling himto
wi t hdraw so many bright ideas a week?"

"Yes, that is exactly what we will do!" Carlos declared. "Don't |augh

It can be done. Any such thing is mere regulatory or administrative
procedure.” (In his private life, Carlos Llosa was President of the United
States, and he had been conpetent in the administrative procedure field.) "Any
process or decision can be inplenented, once it is set into its proper medi um
and context, and once enough creative inagination is brought to bear on its
probl em"

"You are wong, man, wong, Joshua Santa Cruz contradicted him "Perhaps
it could be done, if the problemin question were anything el se. Any process
or decision can be inplenmented, except one. Surgeons are sel dom successful in
perform ng serious operations upon thensel ves. The hanmer can shape and hamer
out anything except itself. Enough inagination cannot be brought to bear upon
this probl emwhen the problemis that we have conpletely run out of
i magi nation."

"The well shouldn't have failed so soon," Edwi n Senate argued. "W have
been wasteful and prodigal of its substance for not rmuch nore than a hundred
centuries. Oh, certainly we reaped what we did not sow, and we gat hered where
we did not scatter. But we have been contributing to that pool for hundreds of
centuries, and our unhuman brothers had been doing so for thousands of
centuries. It shouldn't have gone dry yet."

"Well, we had been consuming the capital at an extraordinary rate,"
Joshua Santa Cruz remarked, "and at the sane tine we had reduced the nunbers
of unhuman contributors to less than a tenth. And if it isn't enpty then what
is wong with it?"

"I"ve never really believed in the Collective Unconscious as an
ocean-well fromwhich we dip all our ideas and inspirations,” that high
stylist Irene Komohana protested. "I just don't |like the idea of drinking out
of a well that every sort of creature pours into. It isn't stylish. It's
revolting. It's
positively Fortean!"

*

("W will give thema little while yet,"
said to each other.)

the small groups of Forteans

The ol d theory about the "Collective Unconscious" seemed al nost to be
proved by its failing. This was the thesis that there was one under-mnind that
was shared by all humans. Extremi sts said that it was al so shared by al
animal s, mamual s, birds, fishes, frogs, snakes, lizards, earthworns, bees,
ants, crickets and midges. Further extremi sts said that it was al so shared by
all plants fromthe trees of the forest to the grass of the fields to the
seaweeds of the oceans. And others thought that it was shared by inani mate



t hi ngs, too, things that had been alive especially: wood, and vegetabl e | oam
and |imestone that had been built up by small deposited bodies. And the
further-outs maintained that all the fire-rocks also contributed to it. And it
was known that ghosts, famliar spirits and unarrived souls had once
contributed greatly to the ocean-well.

This Coll ective Unconsci ous was a huge underground and trashy ocean or
pool or cistern or well (all the ternms apply to it). In it were all unborn and
unt hought things, and all quasi-existences and abom nations. In it were the
spent arrows that had once been shot upward but had not risen high enough to
reach the |light and so becone thought. They had fallen back and shattered, but
even in their dissolved fornms they were still piercing shafts of ideas.

In the Collective Unconscious were the paradoxes of existence as
propounded by toads, the rhapsodies of rotifers, and the
st reans- of - consci ousness of sunfishes. There were the grotesque |inbs of
mllions of creatures the rest of whom had not been created. There were the
everted contents of dragons' stomachs and the everted and nual di gested contents
of countl ess
m nds.

The fruits of child I abor, of the children of a thousand species, were
thick in that stew This was the grinding and horrible labor, ill paid and
i nefficient, going on always for endl ess hours, in pain and apprehensi on and
fear. Here were the nephitic deliriuns of the poor souls in Purgatory and the
roaring insanities of the lost souls in Hell. Here was all the broken | ogic of
t he ghost nations, and the specious daydreans of the rotting dead.

It was a strange and astringent stew in the pool of the comon
unconsci ous, but it was one of the waters of life. It was the manure and the
fertility fromwhich all thoughts and ideas were forned. It was the raw
material (oh, was it ever raw material!) fromwhich all the sudden intuitions
were put together, those wi nged notions that are called originality and
creativity.

That huge and ungai nly splashy darkness was a Quija or planchette board
t hat produced automatic thought as well as automatic witing. It was spook

infested. It bubbled up, fromthe one blind well, into the billions of m nds;
and it was somehow instrunental in generating all lively and consequenti al
t houghts. And the detritus of those billions; of sharing mnds fell back down

into the well to add to its slurpy mass.

But, about a hundred centuries ago, one of the menber species of this
Col I ective Unconsci ous had begun to consunme its substance at an unconmmon rate.
Those of this species becanme the | ords who reaped where they had riot sowed
and gat hered where they had not planted. But there were many contributors to
t he substance of the harvest. How woul d one species run it dry?

Wl |, there had been many contributors, but now there were not near as
many. Wen nore and nore trees and | and plants and pl ankton plants of the sea
(those whose business it is to supply oxygen for the world), when nore and
nore of them are destroyed, then there is |l ess and | ess usabl e oxygen for the
worl d. And, follow ng this anal ogy, when nore and nore of the contributing
species to the subterranean pool are destroyed (w ped-out animals, extirpated
ghost nations and airy nations and fire nations of beings, souls with their
conmuni cati on and rapport broken), when great numbers of such contributors
reduced or destroyed, then there is less and | ess of the mysterious
under ground sparkling stuff, the substratum of cognition, to supply the active
m nds of the world. More is dipped out of the shaggy well than is put into it,
so there would cone a time when the well would go dry.

On Novenber 7. 1990 (and on the several days that followed), the well
made noi ses and produced synptons that indicated that it had gone dry. The
of fendi ng speci es was that of the prodigal human people, feverishly thinking
and creating
and originating, and it was they who had punped the well dry.

Sinple orientation was one of the things that had failed. Sinple



orientation had al ways been a compl ex and conti nui ng syndrome of creative
t houghts and acts. And creative thoughts and acts cannot continue unl ess they

are nourished by the strong broth out of that paradoxical well. People who
| ose their sinple orientation will not be able to performeven sinple jobs,
and they sure will not be able to perform conplex tasks.

The breakdown was at hand: deprivation, suffering, starvation! The world
was falling apart.

"Have you ever heard of a large city getting its water supply through
huge pi pes and conduits and not know ng whence those pipes |ead, not know ng
the I ocation of the | ake or reservoir or source that they are tappi ng?" This
was Joshua Santa Cruz giving the dol eful appraisal to the others of the
speci al -seven group. "Well, the world is a large city, and it has been getting
its supply of peculiar water through pipes and conduits: and it has no idea of
the location of the source that feeds those pipes and conduits.

"People, we nust find this well of the world, this dire but necessary
ocean of the Collective Unconscious. Various evidence shows that this poo
does have physical existence and |ocation, and yet we cannot find it anywhere
on the Earth or under the Earth. W have to find it if we are going to revive
it. Ch, it is an inpediment not to be able to think clearly these | ast severa
days! How | mss ny ideas! How |l mss ny old logical thought-train! How | m ss
nmy mnd!"

"M. Dollo," said a secretary-lady who cane in (the building in which
t he speci al -seven group was neeting was the establishment of Sedgew ck Dol l o
in his exile), "that Mss Phosphor MCabe has call ed again and says that she
has friends who know where the well is and what to do about it."

"Sedgewi ck," Irene Konmphana chi ded, "M ss Phosphor can't be real! She
has to be a tall story that you nmade up. Isn't she the lady who lives in the
pi nk pagoda? You nmade her up us a latter-day |egend for your town here."

"Wan-witted as | am |'mnot sure whether | made her up or not,"
Sedgewi ck Dol l o confessed. "Ch, wouldn't it be wonderful to be able to think
straight again!"

"M ss Phosphor says that they have you where it's short," the secretary
continued. "And she says that you will have to come up to their spring to
drink."

"The saying is 'have to cone down to ny spring to drink,
sai d dubi ously.

"M ss Phosphor inflected the 'up.'" the seeretary said.

"Tell Mss MCabe that we will see her and her friends," Sedgew ck Dollo
pronounced sadly.

Edwi n Senat e

The friends of M ss Phosphor McCabe were plainly of a Fortean race, but
they were not of the Stutzanutza subrace as Doll o had expected. There are, of
course, many varieties of the Fortean people.

"W Forteans are not organized." one of themsaid. "W would not be true
Forteans if we were. And so we have no | eaders nor spokesnen. But | have a
| ove of talking, and nostly they find it better to let me talk than to shut ne
up. | am Hi ram d oudhopper and | am noved to conpassion to see that such
arrogant and ignorant fol ks as yourselves are in trouble. You people are no
nore organi zed than we are, but you believe that you are. You accept so nany
things that stand in defiance of all reason that it seens you' d believe
anyt hi ng wi thout question. So we will talk to you, since Mss MCabe says that
several of you are good fol ks. And yet your credentials aren't nuch.”

Norbert Hsu in private life was president of the Wrld Federation of
Scientists. Carlos Liosa was President of the United States. Agnes Bel ka was
First Secretary of Greater Russia. Edwin Senate was Premier of United Africa.
Joshua Santa Cruz was Pope of Rome. Irene Kornohana was High Stylist Eneritnmus
of the Best Dressed Wnen of the Wrld, as well as Prime Mnister of Asia and
Pol ynesi a. Sedgew ck Doll o was Enperoror of Latin Anerica in Esteened Exile.

Their credentials weren't much? What do you call credentials where you



cone fronf

"Ah, | adies and gentl enmen (though neither term seens appropriate to you)
of the spraw ing and possibly inmaginary real mof Fortestan," the great
cosnol ogi st Norbert Hsu was saying, "there is one question that we nust put to
you: can you put water back in the well?"

"There is always plenty of water in the well," H ram C oudhopper told
them "but it's a bit conpartnentalized there and one conpartment of it runs a
little low just now Your difficulty is that you' ve been too proud to dip out
of the well with the di pper of the crooked handle. You do not even recognize
the great dipper which, with its queer handle, will dip fromthe other side of
any barrier. You have rel egated the dipper to |l egend as The G eat Horn Spoon
but you do not really know it. Your problemis over with now, though. There is
plenty of water. Set aside your pride and drink."

"But the well's run dry!" Agnes wail ed.

"Not really,"” doudhopper said. "Only one small conpartnent of it has
run dry. And it has run dry only because, on sone |evel or other, you showed

yourselves too particular about what came into it to fill it up."
"But all those animals voiding into it -" Irene began to protest. "And
it would have been still worse if we hadn't -"

"What ani mal s?" C oudhopper asked. "You don't know just how raunchy sone
of the animals can be. You should see sonme of the animals in our part of the
well."

"This well of the unconscious, it does have a real |ocation in physica
space?" Hsu asked. "W haven't been able to find it anywhere on Earth."

"Ch, it isn't exactly on Earth," d oudhopper told them "It's up in the
air about twenty-seven niles above the Earth. In the Fortean Universes, al nost
everything is twenty-seven niles above the Earth: the nmoon and the sun and the
pl anets, and the stars and the farther stars."

"How can a well or ocean be subterranean when it's twenty-seven mles up
in the air?" Carlos Llosa demanded.

"What's wong with that?" C oudhopper the Fortean asked. "There are
pl enty of subterranean caverns and caves and oceans twenty-seven miles up in
the air. You just don't know what the interior of the sky is |ike. And whoever
told you that your own topography was the only one or the correct one?"

"Just what do you people want for reviving the well?" Llosa asked
cautiously.

"Ch, nothing at all,"” d oudhopper said. "W were going to fill your
conpartnent up for you anyhow. W were just having a little fun by delaying it

a couple of days. But you people began to suffer too much, so we will call off
the fun."

"When can we use the well again?" Llosa asked.

"Ch, within five mnutes. W'll just whistle up to the boys there to
knock out a barrier or two and |l et your conpartnment fill up. You'll have to

get used to it though. It is stronger and tastier than any water that you' ve
had before. It mght be too strong for a few of you."

So, within about five minutes' time, this particular portion of the well
of the Collective Unconscious filled up again. People could draw on it once
nore. The peopl e quickly becane creative again, enough so that they could
maintain their roles in the world. The deprivation, the suffering, the
starvation were nostly halted. The world did not quite fall apart, but it had
been cl ose.

Peopl e coul d think again and enjoy again. They had their ideas back,
they had their old |ogical thought-trains back, they had their mnds back
They could die creatively and spectacul arly again, and they could jive
stupendously, some of them and originally.

So then it was all as it had been before the well ran dry?

No, it was not. It would never again be the sane as it had been before.
This was strange water com ng out of the well now, and the thoughts and



actions that it nourished were nore extravagant than any heretofore known.
There came a weirdness over the whole of regular humanity, and it woul d be
per manent .

You know what rough and shouting people the Forteans had al ways been?
You renmenber what rude strutters the Boschites were? You know the | oud and
glittering insanity of the Dalikites, and the perversity and perfidy of the
Al bi oni ans? These shabby, crude, delirious dregs of humanity had always |ived
on rocks in the | ower skies and in shanties on the outskirts of our own towns.

But now we all drank their water we thought their thoughts (thoughts?
some of their ghouly notions were enough to rot the flesh off your bones), and
now we becane i ndi stingui shable fromthem

The stuff that now canme out of that enlarged well of the Collective
Unconsci ous was too strong for many persons. It proved too stark for the
stylish Irene Konohana, for instance, and for a fewnillion persons |ike her

"d ug, gloug, glaaach!" she retched (she even retched with style, Irene
did, and yet she had already begun to lose that style). "I can't drink this
stuff, | can't dreamthis stuff, | can't think this stuff or act it out. It's
wild, it's vile, it has no style at all. 1'd rather die!"

And Irene did die soon after this, of a blundering and noncreative
accident. And the enlarged anbient got to her at the | ast and deni ed her the
ci rcunst ance of even dying in style.

"Better die than ratify!" sone of the mlitant and refusing people
decl ared (sl oganing had cone onto evil days with the great thirst and the
extinction of wit). "We will not partake!" And they didn't. These severa
mllion persons, for a protest, died gallantly but clunsily.

That was the end of elitismand of real class on Earth. Al the people
drank out of the common pot thereafter, and all became comon, and unhi nged
and undirected, and a little bit trashy. You think it was comobn before? Now
it was really common! "Ch, if only I could have a mind of my own!" people
soneti nes | ament ed.

Footnote (aw, naw, not a footnote; it's a
twenty-seven-nile-up-in-the-air note): This trenchant and illum nating
di scovery and reconstruction in the archaeol ogy of the m nd was presented - as
a convention - as a future account, as something that was to happen in the
year 1999 of the present era. Actually it happened in the year 1999 in an era
that prevailed a long time ago, an earlier cyclical correspondence to our own
era. It is the true account of how things became so raunchy down in the well
of the world and how oursel ves became so raunchy. W haven't any particul ar
wel s or fountains of our own. We draw it all fromthe same unsanitary and
conmon pool

And Sone in Vel vet Gowns
1.

To catch on Earth an al-i-en
Sift every sand and strain each ooze,
And find himout in town or fen,
Unl ess he isn't wearing shoes.
"Alien Identification Handbook Boogie" (third verse)

Have you noticed how brightly colored everything is lately? That big
heari ng room downt own hadn't had that much color in it since the cast of
Brightskin was arrested and brought in for a denunciatory hearing. And one
vivid patch in that glittering velvet color nmedl ey was the red-flushed face of
t he angry Judge Dani el Doondaily.

He had si x shackl ed and manacl ed prisoners in the dock (they were even
chai ned together by iron collars), and they | ooked |like a rowdy and defi ant
bunch. These si x were Del phi na Cakl ey, Bridget Upjones, Evangeline Guillford,



El mer Fairfoot, Rollo Marquette and Cal eb CQutback. They had been in town for
| ess than ten days, but it seemed as if they had been there forever. They were
an advance pilot group for that town, they said plainly.

And the judge had six attesting citizens there. These seened both
puzzl ed and entertai ned by the goings-on, and only a little bit contrite for
failing in their plain civil vigilance. These six were Sam and Sara Joplin,
Ful gence and Hazel Sorrel, Buck Bi gchester and Thel na Bri ghtbrass.

And the judge had two ai des who were supposed to sustain his
prosecutions. These were Madras O Connell, a conely young worman, and Ant hony
Krebs, who was a pl ai n-1ooki ng young man.

"What is the matter with you people that you couldn't tell what they
wer e?" Judge Doorndaily booned at the six attesting citizens. "But for the
acci dental discovery of their program small thanks to you, they would have
conpl eted the pilot phase of their takeover arid transference. How could you
have been deceived by then? The nore you | ook at themthe phonier they
get. Anthony Krebs and Madras O Connell, please begin to phrase up the case
agai nst the perfidious aliens."

(The six manacl ed and shackl ed prisoners in the dock were the aliens.)

"Madras O Connell, conme to the vesting roomat once!" the | oudspeaker
blared in the voice of Over-Judge Kenneth Rictiram or anyhow one of the
overj udges.

"Ch, damm, Kenneth, I'min session!" Judge Doondaily argued with the
| oudspeaker. "And Madras is a special -know edge person for this session

Soneone el se will have to do what you want. | need her here." And the judge
patted Madras with judicial friendliness.
"Madras O Connell, conme to the vesting roomat once," the | oudspeaker

overruled by its great volunme. "Be quiet, Doondaily. | outrank you and
woul dn't want it any other way. Get that girl in here.”
But Madras O Connell had al ready di sappeared out of the hearing room

"Sam Joplin!" Judge Doondaily snorted. "You should be the nost inportant
and nost knowl edgeabl e man in your nei ghborhood, and you all owed yourself to
be taken in by these six shoddy fakes who aren't even human. Look at the
dammabl e aliens! They don't even have skin. | don't know what it is that they
do have."

"W paint ourselves so you can't see," said Bridget Upjones, who was an
alieness in the dock. "Maybe soneday you get all the skin burned off of you
and have to use cosnetics."”

"They haven't skin, they haven't hair, they haven't human shape," the
judge went on. "They haven't human snell or sound. All they have is gaudy
clothes to cover their abom nation. Wiy were you fooled into accepting these
danger ous deceivers for human?"

"I don't know," Sam Joplin said. "They |l ook |like humans until you really
| ook at them And they're such nice fol ks!"

"Nice folks!" Doondaily trunpeted. "Do the corruptions and destructions
of the human el ements of twelve cities in our part of the state ook as if
they were nice folks? It is only by accident that we | earned they had taken
over in these places. Madras, where is that report? Madras! Ch, she was called
to the vesting room To the vesting roon? I don't even know what a vesting
roomis, but all at once |I'msure that we don't have one here. Sinple
citizens, cast your eyes on these six aliens! They are an erodi ng and
occupyi ng di sease."

"Only five of us aliens now," said El mer Fairfoot, who was one of the
damabl e aliens in the dock

"Five of you?" Judge Doondaily slrrieked. "One, two, three, four, five,
six. | can count. There are six of you."

But the unnunbered aliens | aughed.

"No, judge-man," said Rollo Marquette, who was another of the perfidious
aliens. "There are only five of us here now W have ourselves painted so it



| ooks |ike there are six of us."

Madras O Connell cane down fromthe nysterious vesting room

"You | ook different, Madras," Judge Doondaily said, and he patted her
with judicial restraint.

"I'"m supposed to | ook just about the sane, if you don't | ook too close,"”
Madr as sai d.

"Look at them Look at theml " Doondaily bell owed as he turned his
attention back to the aliens.

Al right, look at them But the eye was caught by very many things
before it really got to the aliens thenmselves. It was caught by their
extravagant clothing. Wll, there was a lot of bright clothing in those days,
but not of such scorchy and fl anboyant colors as the aliens wore. These were
new and conpensating and fulfilling colors. If one tried to see the clothing
apart fromthe aliens who were in it, the colors were al most out of control
It was the aliens who tamed them by wearing them

But all the aliens were dressed in this nmulticol ored bright velvet, the
men in doubl ets of old renai ssance style, the ladies in gowns fromthe gownier
days. These stranger fol ks were al nost hypnotic in their getups, and the
conbi nati ons of their bright garb and their dull selves did total out to
appr oxi mat e human shape and col or

But a closer look ("Oh, why do we never take that closer look till after
the barn door is stolen!" Judge Doondaily |anented) showed that the garnents
by thensel ves were inpossi bly unhuman, and that the persons of the aliens were
even nmore unhuman in an opposite direction. Then why did these people, in
conbination with their contrived clothing and clinging ambients, |ook

conpl etely human? Well, they | ooked conpletely human until they were di ssected
by the anal ytical eye.
"Well, we have you in the dock now, and in chains,"” Doondaily gl oated.

"I'n chains? | never ordered any chains. W didn't have any chains. Were did
they come fron? W don't use chai ns anynore.

"And you, you reprehensible aliens, you woul d have corrupted and
occupi ed the citizens of Center City as you have occupi ed those of Pondereek
and Bl ackwel|l and Newkirk and Fairfax and Pawnee and Perry and Billings and
Luci en and Redrock and Gray Horse and Pawhuska and Ponca City itself? Did you
bel i eve that our |aw enforcement was equally slack here? Cnh, what has happened
to ny fine questioning mnd? | still see things that cannot be, and | al nost
accept them Wiere did these chains, manacles, shackles, iron collars, cone
fron? How did they get into ny hearing roon®"

"Ch, take it easy, Red-face," said the alieness Del phina Cakley. "W're
not wearing any of those things. Wiere is your hunor? Do you think we're crazy
enough to put on such heavy things? W' ve just got ourselves painted so it
| ooks like we're wearing chains and shackl es and manacles. This is just for
fun. We thought your hearing roomneeded a little bit of it."

Del phina's voice, to an absolutely analytical ear, would have sounded
horri bly unhuman and nade up of frightful and unarranged di scords. But who can
mai ntain an anal ytical ear all the tine? To a sleepy and inattentive ear
Dei phi na sounded delightfully young-wonman human, with a lilt and a gaiety and
a nocki ng.

"W owe so rmuch to you, Thelnma Brightbrass,” Doondaily said in a proud
voice to that citizeness then. "Tell us how you discovered that your husband,
Cal eb Brightbrass, was taken over and replaced by the alien Caleb Qutback
Madras, what have you done to yourself? | still say that you |l ook different."

"You think the Madras-trick is easy to do?" that aide asked. "You try to
do her sonetine."

"My husband, Caleb Brightbrass, began to act a bit odd about the tine
that the new people noved into the neighborhood,"” Thel ma was saying. "I didn't
object to it. In every way except one he was a |lot better than he had been. He



was wittier for one thing. | should have been suspicious right there: ny Caleb
was al ways a rock-head. W nixed a lot with those new people and they seened

to be very nice folks, so that was all right. I knew that Cal eb had becone
nmore |ike themthan like the old fol ks, and that was all right too. | never
had so much fun in nmy life, for about a week. In every way except one, life

was a lot better than it ever had been. But after about a week | said 'Hey,
wait a minute.' to nyself, and | got damed suspi ci ous.

"And in a week they had their people-trap alnmost ready to trap the
town," Doondaily orated. "Oh, how many towns have al ready beconme conpletely
alien, and who can tell the difference? And then, Ms. Brightbrass?"

"Then | said to Caleb, 'Are you a nman, or what are you anyhow?' 'Ah, |I'm
a nonfunctioning male,'" Caleb said. 'l believe that's the way you' d have to
define ne in your ternms. Be patient with me for a little while. We often
suffer these transition disabilities.' That's when | knew it wasn't ny Cal eb
That's when | knew that it was sone other Caleb who had taken his place. Not
that nmy Caleb didn't have nonfunctioning spells now and then, but he never was
smart enough to use words |ike nonfunctioning and transition."

"Do you know how the alien canme to use the nane Cal eb Qut back instead of
Cal eb Brightbrass?" Doondaily asked.

"Ch, Qutback was ny Cal eb's maiden nane," Thelma said. "He used it
sonmetines for fun. But | believe that it's the aliens' code that they can't
take over a person or a person's name exactly. Well, that was when the scal es
fell fromm eyes and | took a good | ook at Caleb and the rest of them And
when | saw what | saw, then | blew the whistle on them"

"El mer Fairfoot! Take your feet off that table!" Judge Doondaily roared
at the alien Elner in the dock. "Even an alien can have manners. Do you think
it's civilized to have your shoes on the table?"

"I"mnot wearing shoes," the alien El nmer Fairfoot explained reasonably.
"I just have ny feet painted to look like it."

"Ant hony Krebs, cone to the vesting roomat once!" the | oudspeaker
blared in an over-judgely voice.

"Ch, lay off, Kenneth, I'min session," Doondaily argued with the
speaki ng apparatus.” You took Madras, and she seens to be changed since she
got back. And Anthony is the only other aide | have. Besides, there isn't any
such thing as a
vesting room"

"Ant hony Krebs, cone to the vesting roomat once!" the | oudspeaker
overul ed Doondaily. "Be quiet, Doondaily. Send that young man in here right
now . "

But Ant hony Krebs had al ready di sappeared out of the hearing room

2.

In Australia, the trees and other wild plants sinply aren't related to
the trees and plants of the northern hem sphere. None of the life there,
either animal or vegetable, is related to life in other parts of the world.

Cl ose exam nation will reveal that the sets of things are utterly and
out rageously different.
But a | ess close exam nation will not reveal this. A blended | andscape

of Australia cannot be distinguished froma bl ended | andscape of the northern
hem sphere in correspondi ng climte-zone and season. And this in spite of the
fact that the southern grass is not grass, the bushes are not bushes, the

sedges and reeds are not sedges and reeds, and the trees arc not trees. Every

snel |l and sound of an Australian | andscape will be different from anything
found anywhere else, but the totality and the effect of the smell and sound
and sight will be the same as in a corresponding part of the world. A

maddeni ng identity of the big picture is arrived at without using any sinilar
pi eces. There's a weird conpensation and bal ance and canoufl age at work here.
- The Back Door of History,
Arpad Arutinov



Yow , yow , the dogs do how,

The aliens cone to town...
- "Alien ldentification Handbook Boogi e"
(fifth verse)

"You six aliens can fool the carel ess eye and ear," Doordaily was
saying, "but here in Center City we are people the closer exam nation. There
i s nothing about you that can escape us."

"We four aliens,"” said the alien Rollo Marquette. "There are only four
of us here in the dock now, but we have painted ourselves to | ook Iike six of
us. And do not |look at us closely, Judge Careful -eyes, or you will find that
you're looking in a mrror."

"Buck Bigchester," Doondaily said to another of his good attesting
citizens. "Recount for the record how you yourself becane suspicious of this
nef ari ous troupe of aliens. What did you first notice to be wong about then®"

"I first noticed a bunch of things that were just all right about them"
Buck said, "and nost of themwere about that girl Bridget Upjones there.
went for her the first tinme that | saw her. She had everything."

"Couldn't you tell that her texture was nore vegetable than ani mal,
Buck? And that it was unsubstantial vegetable at that? Couldn't you tell that
she had two sets of eyes, one above the other? Couldn't you tell that parts of
t he vel vet gown she wore were still alive? Or that she snelled Iike inmpure
anmoni a?"

"Yeah, but she said that they had to use live paint for part of those
color effects. And she said they had to use col or because they just weren't
there without all that color to complenent them And she put a little bit of
that hot sauce stuff behind her ears, and it conbined with the anmonia and
cane out snelling Iike 'Wnder Wwman Nunber Nine.' Ch, | guess that | knew her
teeth weren't like real teeth. And then she had those little fiddlefoot crabs
that ran in and out of her ears. They nade up for what was |acking in her
ears, she said, and the total effect was human. None of that strange stuff
could subtract froma girl as pretty as Bridget was.

"But | got alittle bit suspicious the night | took her out to the
Four-State Fair and we stopped in front of the weight-guesser with his scales.
Re woul d guess anybody's weight within three pounds or he would give thema
t hr ee- pound box of candy. Now this weight-guesser was a real professional, and
besi des they have a | ot of people around carnivals and fairs who aren't
strictly human. He turned green when he saw Bridget, though, and he began to
shake. ' Two pounds,' he said 'You weigh two pounds.' Bridget sat in that
swi nging seat that is part of the scales. And she didn't weigh anything, not
anything it all.

"*So | hit it within three pounds,' the weight-guesser said. "I win. Now
you get out of here. You don't belong around here. You don't belong on this
world at all." "Ch, no. I win," Bridget told him 'Two pounds is not within
t hree pounds of nothing. Anything at all is an i measurabl e di stance from
nothing at all. They're of different orders. Now you give ne ny box of candy!’
She got it too. She scared himinto giving to her. Those people |ike Bridget
don't like to lose, not a bet, not a gane, not anything."

Ant hony Krebs canme back into the hearing room

"You | ook different, Anthony," Poondaily said. "I don't know what it is,
but you look just a little bit different. Well, is it my time? Is it time for
me to go yet?"

"Don't rush it," said Elner Fairfoot the alien. "In a nonent, in a

nmonent . "
"Judge Dani el Doondaily, come to the vesting roomat once!" the
| oudspeaker sounded in the voice of sone overjudge.
"I don't even know where the vesting roomis," Doondaily started to



protest. "Ch, it's all right. | feel that |I'm being guided there." And the
judge left the hearing room

"Six little aliens," the citizen Fulgence Sorrel razzed in a tired but
anused voi ce. "Del phina Qakl ey, Bridget Upjones, Evangeline Guillford, El mer
Fairfoot, Rollo Marquette, Caleb Qutback. Six of you in the dock. But are
there only three of you now? And you are painted to nake it look as if there
wer e
six of you?"

"Three of us here now," said alien Elmer Fairfoot, "but try and count
us."

"And you're not really shackl ed and chai ned," Ful gence said. "They are
only things you painted on for fun. And we can't avoid being taken over by
you?"

"Why should you want to avoid it?" El nmer asked. "Wy do you object?
These m grations are comon. You' ve taken over yourself. That little deformty
i nsi de each of you, that person whom you sonetimes call your subconscious, is
what is left of a person who was suppl anted by you. He is the one who, | ooking
at it one way, had title to your body before you did."

"I"'mgetting mghty hot about this." the citizeness Thel ma Bright brass
interrupted. "There's a fishiness here that snells to heaven for vengeance."

"But, Elmer, | have not personally suppl anted anyone," Ful gence said
reasonabl y.

"No, but now all of those in your line of generation are born
stratified. The supplanted ones. those who woul d have been born i ndependently
if it weren't for the usurpation by you people, are now born with you and
within you. In some places seven different strata have been counted. In this

pl ace, one nmore stratumw ||l be counted very soon. Don't fight it, Fulgence.
It gives depth to us all, and we do need a place to stay."
"Who will take ne over?" Ful gence asked.

"There's something the nmatter here and it gets nmatterer all the tinel"
citizeness Thel ma expl oded.

"I will take you over, Fulgence," the alien El mer Fairfoot said. "You
are the closest thing to an intelligent one in your group, and | in mne. W
will be in accord. And I'Il listen to you, down under there where you'll be,
quite often. Maybe as much as a half nminute a day."

"Thanks, Elmer," Fulgence said. "WII| | get a velvet gown?"

"No, only a torso paint-job for the present, but it'll look like a
vel vet gown for a while. Later, but not nuch later, there will develop a

synthesis of apparel to serve our conmpn person.”

"Doesn't your paint weigh anything?" Hazel Sorrel asked.

"Ch, yes, but we use just enough of it to bring us up to zero," the
al i eness Del phi na Cakl ey answered her

"Well, what do you want here, Del phina?" Hazel asked her

"Bodi es. "

"Aren't those bodies that you have there?"

"Not good ones. They haven't any substance. W had to | eave substance
behi nd the way we travel ed," Del phina told them

"I"mgetting dammed nad about this whole thing!" citizeness Thel ma
announced.

"How many of you are there, anyhow?" Hazel asked.

"Ch, there are just as nmany of us as we can scrounge up for," Del phina
explained. "If we can locate nore bodies there will be nore of us here to use
them™

Judge Dani el Doondaily cane back into the hearing room

"Now we will quickly dispose of this case," he said, and caressed Mdras
O Connell with judicial authority.

"There's sonmething the natter with Madras," Thelma railed, and there's
something the matter with Anthony Krebs, and now there's something the nmatter
wi th Judge Doondaily. Look it Madras! Her clothes are different!"

"I"mnot wearing clothes,” Madras said. "I just got nyself to |look |like



| am

"Maybe she's a nonfunctioning female now," Thel ma chal | enged.

"Not now," cried Madras, or whoever she was. "Oh, not now "

"That nonfunctioning interval was a bit tiresome for nmany of us,’
Doondai |y sai d. People, he did | ook sonehow different. He | ooked a | ot
different -

"But now we can function again," said the judge, or whoever he was. "And
now we will quickly dispose of this case, and of nuch else.”

Judge

The Doggone Hi ghly Scientific Door

A group of children swarned down toward the new door. The door swung
open. The nusic was booning and jangling in the park inside. and the children
crowded through the door in a happy gang. Elroy Hunt went to foll ow t hem
t hrough, and the door clanged shut in his face. He felt it, he pushed it, and
it wouldn't open. There were no knobs or handl es anywhere on that door and it
was closed solidly. This was one of the new doors at Whizzer's Amusenent Park
Hunt stepped back fromthe door a ways. He was slightly puzzled. How do you go
about working a door that is supposed to work by itself? He sat on a bench
that was there just about three steps fromthat door in the wall of the park

Elroy Hunt liked to tell people that he had never grown up. He was a
circus flack and a carnival buff, a com c-book collector and a puppet-show
puncher, a citizen of the sumertine and a | over of anusement parks. He |iked
ki d anusenents.

He liked to eat kid food: Coney Islands, D ng Dongs, Chocol ate Cones,
Kar nel korn, frozen custards. corn dogs, Coffel-Waffles, Onion Kings, Fickle
Pi ckl es, Cracker Jack, Funny Honey, cotton candy, Hoober- Goobers, Cup-Pups,
Eski mo- Toes, popcorn. And he had a kid's stomach to match his taste. Save for
a few sudden, violent and short-lived stomachaches, he thrived on the junk.

There was anot her cloud of kids bearing down on the big door of the
anusenment park, about twenty of themin this bunch. ("1'd better tell them
that there's something wong with the door," Elroy said to hinmself. "No,
won't either, let themfind it out for thenselves.")

But the door swung open for the kids ("Hey. it does work," Elroy said.
"I't nust have fixed itself. It nust work on sonme kind of electric eye or
scanner."), and the kids exploded through to the inside of the park. And Elroy
Hunt followed closely behind them so closely that he got a bl oody nose when
t he door slamred shut in his face. Elroy went and sat down on the bench again.
"There is a double Dutchman in that woodpile," he said.

Wth his love for such things, there had been no hol ding El roy back when
VWhi zzer's Anusement Park opened for the summrer on May 24 of that year. It was
a Friday, and the grade schools had just let out for the year. Elroy had built
up eight hours of overtine that week so he took Friday off. Oh well, lots of
young nen get spring fever toward the end of May every year, and they create
excuses to take tinme off. Sone of themgo to ball ganes. Some of them go
fishing, or they go tearing around in their cars out in the country. Sone of
themgo to Gogley's Bar. Sone of them m ght even go to Whizzer's Anusenent
Park. There is no accounting for a young nan's fancy in |ate May.

But Elroy Hunt wasn't exactly a young nan. He was forty-nine years ol d.
Yes, and he had been forty-nine years old that year before, and the year
before that too

Anot her bunch of kids (Elroy knew this bunch) were coming to the big
door, just five of themin this bunch, and a little bull terrier. El roy Hunt
fell in inmediately behind them The door swung open, and the kids went
t hrough. But the door banged shut again in the faces of Elroy and the little
dog. The dog howl ed out |oud, and Elroy did so interiorly.

"You go on home, King!" one of the kids called to the dog frominside
the park. "They won't |let dogs inside the park this year. O stay with M.
Hunt if you want to."



So the bull terrier named King decided to stay with Elroy Hunt and hook
his fortunes to Elroy's. They had been acquai ntances but not cl ose friends.
Now t hey | ooked at each other. They plotted a small plot together in a
[ightning neeting of mnds. Both rushed at the door with absol ute
shout i ng- and- bar ki ng confidence that it would swing open for themif only they
had faith. And both cracked thenselves jarringly on the cl osed adanant door
(it was really made out of wood and chrone and gl ass).

One little kid (hardly nore than a toddl er) approached the door, and it
swung wi de open. The little kid padded in, and Elroy and King (rushing for the
nmonentary gap) hit the closing door so hard that they both bounced.

Frustrated, they both went over and sat on the bench that was only three
I ong steps fromthe door. King licked his bruised foreshoulder. Elroy |icked
the heel of his hand that was bl oodi ed and scraped.

A boy on a bicycle was conming at full speed (if the door didn't open for
himit would be all-systens-snash), and the door opened and the boy was in.
And the dog King (with the fastest four-footed takeoff in town) was right
after that cycling kid. But the door (with the quickest swing-to of any door
in town) whanged shut; and King was out (side and cold).

A man | eadi ng four ponies came to the door, and it opened with perfect
courtesy, and the man and the ponies were in. And Elroy Hunt was still outside
when the door closed on himw th abrupt rudeness.

Elroy sat on the bench again; and King (coming back to dog-consci ousness
after a while)lay on the grass. They watched a delivery truck go in, they
wat ched a dude and his doll go in, they watched some school girls wearing
schoolgirl uniformskirts go in, they watched some nean kids from Berryhill go
in; they watched a school bus fromdistrict seven, full of children, go in.
They watched two nothers with three and a half children each go in, they
wat ched a heavy truck with a |l oad of waternel ons and a Texas license plate go
in, they watched the clown naned Gunbo go in riding on the trick rmul e naned
Dumbo. Dumbo snickered at Elroy and King as he went in. He knew sonet hing that
they didn't.

They tried it again. It still didn't work. They door woul d open for nen
and worren and children and beasts, and trucks and buses and bicycl es and
wat ernel ons. But it would not open for Elroy Hunt, and it would not open for
t he dog nanmed Ki ng

A cheerful man sauntered up.

"It's amazing, it's amazing," he said. "The doors, | nean. Have you
noti ced the door?"

"Ch, man, have | ever noticed the door!" Elroy Hunt said.

"They are highly scientific, the doors that they have this year," the

man said. "They are highly selective. They will swing wide for all human
people. That is their positive operation. They will open with a little

i nsistence for alnost anything else. That is their neutral operation. But
there's another class of things (I never liked them |'mglad that they barred

themthis year) that the doors reject conpletely. That is their negative
operation. They are the newest and nost scientific thing in doors. Get away
fromme, nutt!" The cheerful man said the latter words to King and not to

El roy Hunt.
"Do you have any idea how the doors work?" Elny asked the nan.
"Ch, yes," the man said. "I understand it. They are highly scientific.

They work by scientific electricity and by up-to-date automation.”
The cheerful man strode forcefully at the door, which opened just in the
thin whisker of time for him And Elroy and King -
"Naw, let it go. It's no use," said Elroy. He didn't try to foll ow.
"Grunpf,"” said King. He didn't try to follow either. They didn't even
try it. They were tired of rebuffs. And the door closed very slowmy after the
entrance of the cheerful man, as though daring themto nmake a rush for it.
Ki ng cocked his head at Elroy, and a bright idea passed between the two
of them There should be other door-gates into Wizzer's Anusenent Park. There



al ways had been. They went al ong Whizzer's Great Walls of China (they were
nmade

of pre-stressed adobe) that surrounded the park, and they cane to the Marion
Street entrance.

There were two dogs there, but no people to see their failure. Elroy and
King tried it. The door wouldn't swing open for them it wouldn't budge. They
hamrered on it with fists and they bit it with angry teeth. And it stil
woul dn't open.

There was happy shouting and chatter inside the park, and the |oud
squeal ing of the big wheels and rides. There were open-air hanburgers
a-frying, and a wide-traveling garlic-and-nustard odor was shilling for them
There was the chanting and gabbi ng of barks and narks and marks. But they who
had | oved the parks couldn't get in.

Two little girls came running and the door opened for them And closed
again before Elroy Hunt and his doggy friends could get in. So they all went
around to the New Haven Street entrance.

It was the same thing there. There were several bunches of farm kids
going in there in pickup trucks. The door opened gladly for the farm kids and
their trucks. It opened for all sorts of persons, young and old, and for about
every kind of rolling and ranbling thing there was. But it wouldn't open for
Elroy Hunt. And it wouldn't open for the pariah dogs with him Sonetines it
seened that there was no way that the door could | et everybody else in and
keep Elroy and his associates out without cutting someone in half. But it did
it. People, that door was fast!

"I brought ny students here just to study the highly scientific doors,
said a snooty school teacher lady in pince-nez. "They let all people in whoever
they are. They let nost other things in. And they keep still another class of
things out. And they never nmake a m stake."

"Ah, sonetinmes they may make a m stake," Elroy said. Elroy saw now t hat
the Iady wasn't wearing real pince-nez, but carnival gincrack things instad,
and a fal se nose with them She took themoff to scratch her real nose, and it
was seen that she wasn't really snooty in either sense. She seened rather
ni ce.

"No, the doors never make a m stake," she said. "Highly scientific
t hi ngs never meke mistakes. | really believe that the doors are smarter than
nost people.” Ah, she didn't really seemtoo nice after all

"Yeah, they're smarter than one people |I know," Elroy admtted bitterly.
Wth his doggy friends, Elroy then went to the Gswego Street entrance, to the
Pittsburgh Street entrance, to the Quebec Street entrance. At each place the
doors refused to open for them or, if already opened, they sure did close in
qui ck and firm fashion

The whi pped man Elroy and the whi pped dogs (there were six dogs in the
party now) went back to the door of first encounter. They were a lowspirited
bunch. Then their spirits got a quick Iift froma bunch of high-spirited kids
bursting out of the door. Elroy knew these kids, and one of them was naned
Curtis and was the owner of the dog King.

"Hey, King, | won you a dog bow," the boy Curtis shrilled "I won it
t hrowi ng | opsi ded basebal | s at wooden milk bottles. | sure amgood at hitting
those bottles." He gave the fine bow to King. The bow had KING witten on it
inred letters, and King's day was made, in spite of the hunmiliation of being
excluded fromthe anmusenent park. And the boy Curtis had two other bow s that
he had won. (This boy Curtis was the best grade-school pitcher in the city,
and sonmebody at the ball throw booth was negligent in letting himtake so nany
t hr ows)

"I sure can hit with those | opsided baseballs,” Curtis said "You throw a
sidearmspitball with the |Iop-side (that's the heavy side) forward, and the
wei ght wobbles but it stays forward. And it sure whans those wooden nilk
bottles. Hey there, aren't you the Witneys' dog, Wiitey? | got a 'Witey'
bow here." Curtis gave the bow to the dog Wiitey, and everyone was pl eased
by the aptness of the act.



"Hey, there's Stubblefield s dog, Spot!" one of other the boys cried his
recognition. "Hey, Curt, that white-headed kid won the 'Spot' bowl. Hey, there
he is now See if you can trade him™

"Hey, white-headed kid." Curtis yelled. and he went and traded a "Fritz"
bow for a "Spot" bow . He gave the bow to the dog Spot.

"What ot her dogs?" he asked then, and he surveyed the bunch. "There's
Pepper and Fat Pat and Donnicker. |I'Il go try to win bowls for them | sure am
good with those | opsided baseballs.”

The kids were back into the park through that free-sw nging door; and
Elroy Hunt, rushing giddily at the opening, was slapped silly by the
ni ck-of -tinme closing of that door. That really finished Elroy.

In a hopel ess nood, he rejoined the dogs. Three of them were happy with
their bow s, and three of them were hopeful. But Elroy Hunt hinmself was
frustrated and bitter. The old conplaint "It shouldn't happen to a dog" seened
to take special and sinister significance in his mnd

"Ah, there's another old regular,” a man coming out of the park said to

Elroy. "I believe that you and | both nake opening date at the anmusenent park
every year. Have you been in yet?"
"No, | - | probably will go in after a while," Elroy said. "I was just

sitting here on the bench watching the people, and the dogs."

"It's too bad the dogs aren't allowed in the park this year," the nman
said. "But there's a new state | aw that bars dogs from anmusenent parks. Say,
have you noticed the jazzy doors they have this year? Very scientific."

"Ah, yes, | have noticed the doors," Elroy said. That other elder |over
of anmusement parks went away then, and Elroy Hunt sat and wondered what was
behind it all.

After a while the boy Curtis came out again with his friends and with
two nore dog bows, a "Pepper" bow and a "Pat" bow .

"I knocked the bottles down for the 'Pepper' bow ," Curtis said, "and
whi pped a little kid and took the 'Pat’ bow away fromhim They didn't have a
'"Fat Pat' bowl. A plain 'Pat' howl wll have to do, Fat Pat."

Curtis gave the two bows to the two dogs, Pepper and Fat Pat.

"Hey, there's Hearn's dog, Donnicker," Curtis said then. "And they do

have a 'Donnicker' bowl. | didn't think they'd have one with a dunb name |ike
that, but they do. It wasn't out on prize row yet, but they'Il put it out with
t he next bunch. Then I'Il win it and bring it to you, Donnicker."

And Curtis and his friends went back inside. Five of the dogs admred
their pretty white and enpty bow s.

Wl | doggone, guys, I'll treat," Elroy said suddenly. He went across the
street to the Wiistle Stop grocery store. He bought a mastiff-size box of
W gby's Dog Chunks for a dollar and nineteen cents, tax included. He brought
it back across the street and filled five dog bowls with it, and it wasn't
even a quarter enpty. There was a park departnment faucet there, and he added
water to the chunks, and the dogs went about the happy business of eating
t hem

"Don't worry, Donnicker," Elroy said. "There's plenty left. And Curtis
will win you a 'Donnicker' bow and bring it out pretty soon. Then you can
have your feast."

Basconb Wi zzer hinself, the owner of the park, came out and sat with
El roy Hunt on the bench.

"Ah, it looks like a good season,” Wi zzer said. "Everything is greatly
i mproved, and our thene for this year is 'Science of Today.' How do you Iike
the park this year?"

"I haven't been in yet,'
later."

"I thought you always came early and stayed |late," Wi zzer said. "And
the doors, the highly scientific doors, how do you like thend"

"I think they're a fraud," Elroy Hunt said.

"No. That's inpossible," Whizzer said. "They are absolutely scientific
in their selection. They let in all people of every sort. They let in npst

Elroy confessed. "I may just possibly go in



other things. And they keep out all dogs. That's because of the new state | aw
that we can't have dogs in an anmusenment park. And the doors can't be fool ed,
and they can't nake a m stake."

"Everything can make m stakes," Elroy nmaintained. "And if one door
shoul d make a m stake, suffer a malfunction of its nechanism then all the
doors woul d suffer the sane nal function, since, | presune, you have them al
wi red together in sone manner."

"Absol utely not," Wi zzer said. "The doors work independently of each
other. Afault in one door, if it should happen once in a billion tines maybe,
woul d not have any effect on the working of the other doors at all. Wat one
door says is right is right. And what all seven doors say is right has got to
be right. There is just no way to argue with science when it is right. There
isn'"t a human in the world who can't go through those doors. There isn't a dog
in the world who can." And Wi zzer hinself went back inside his park with that
cocksure
wal k of his. The door closed very slowy after him and Elroy -

"I swear that dammed door giggled at nel" he said furiously. And he was
t horoughl y mi serabl e.

Curtis and the other boys cane out again after a while, and Curtis had
two dog bowls with him

"Here's yours, Donnicker," he called, and Donni cker accepted it with
glad yelps. And Elroy Hunt filled it with Wgby's Dog Chunks and water. And
Donni cker began to eat with the special joy that only Wgby's can bestow

"The other bow has '"Elroy' on it," Curtis said. "It's the only other
one they would let nme throw for. They said that | had to quit after that, that
| had to be a ringer. Does anyone know a dog named Elroy?"

"No," said M. Hunt. "But ny own name happens to be Elroy."

They whooped and | aughed on that one.

"You, M. Hunt?" Curtis guffawed. "Well, do you want it?"

"Sure, why not?"

Curtis gave himthe bow . Then Curtis and his friends went on hone,
foll omed by nost of the dogs with their bow s.

"That M. Hunt sure is a nice fellow," Curtis said as they went away.
"He treated all the dogs to Wgby's Chunks, and he took the 'Elroy' bow for a
j oke."

The dog Donni cker was still eating his chunks, and one other dog (a good
judge of character and circunmstance) waited slyly with his enpty bow . Elroy
gave him some nore chunks. Then he filled Donni cker's bow again.

"They | ook good," Elroy Hunt said. "They sure do." He filled his own
"Elroy" bowl with Wgby's Chunks and water. He didn't have any spoon or fork
to eat themw th, and his face wasn't built as well as the dogs' for eating
directly out of the bow . Neverthel ess, he began to eat the chunks. And they
wer e good.

Elroy calculated in his head: A mastiff-size box for a dollar and
ni neteen Cents. And | ook how many servings could be got out of it! It would do
me for nore than a week, probably a ~week and a half, | could eat for |ess
than a dollar a week. That's something to think about. And they're good.

H s face wasn't shaped right for eating out of a bow, but it would
becorme easier in tinme. And he could al ways use a spoon or a fork when he ate
t he chunks at home. But he probably wouldn't.

"This is all right, this is all right," he said. "1 guess I'lI
just eat themout of the bow forever." And he continued to eat the
tasty dog chunks.

MAGAZI NE SECTI ON

STRANGE | NCl DENT AT HATBOX FI ELD



Years ago (oh, from 1958 to 1962) Junior G ant Jet-Hoppers were used on
short comercial flights out of small airports in the NE Ckl ahoma, NW
Arkansas, SE Kansas, and SW M ssouri areas. These snallest of jets would carry
only thirty-two passengers. Well, on the routes they ran there were sel dom
nore than twenty passengers: if there'd been smaller jets made they' d have
been used.

The Junior G ants had size limtations in several places. They had the
narrowest throats of any jets, entirely too narrow, and because of this the
Junior G ants were often choked down by the birds they sucked in, especially
ducks and geese.

At dusk of Novenber 2, 1940, a Junior G ant took off a north-oriented
runway from Hatbox Field of Miskogee, klahoma bound for Fayetteville,
Arkansas, a flight of ninety-four mles. This was a little early in the year
for geese to be flying south, and yet they had been heard the night before
this.

It was for this reason that Flight Attendant Angel a Rebhuhn brought her
shotgun along with her on that flight. Just after takeoff, seeing a flying V
of geese coming right at them she opened the noseescape w ndow (quite against
regul ati ons) and shot a blast at the V of geese to make it veer off. Then she
readi ed herself for the second bl ast but she did not shoot it. She said |ater
that she had the clear inpression that the |eadi ng goose of the V was not a
goose.

The Juni or G ant sucked up the first five flyers of the V, then choked
and di ed, banked over the Cookson Hills, and canme back to Hat-Box Field at an
easy glide and nade an easy | andi ng.

The night service crew (it consisted of a man and a boy) renoved four
geese (and one thing that was not a goose) fromthe gullet of the Junior G ant
Jet - Hopper. The damage was declared to be mnor, and the Jet-Hopper took off
again after a total delay of only seven m nutes.

The four geese that had been sucked into the narrow gullet of the jet
and choked it down were now no nore than four hot little blocks of charcoa
(damm, they stayed hot for a long tinme!), and the man and boy spread them Cut
on the floor of the nachi ne shed.

But the | eader of the V, the thing that was not a goose, did not seemto
be badly burned. It was a curious creature. It's wings were |like bat w ngs,
very long fingers with a | eather-1ike webbing between them The creature was
slightly nade, but it had a finger-wi ng span of at least five feet. It's head
and face were not at all goose-like. They were a little |like those of a coon
or a monkey, or a comcally ugly little man. Then the funny face stretched
itself, flexed its web-jointed fingers, opened its eyes, and it said "Hot and
fast, there's just no thrill like it." and it wi nked at the nan and the boy,
and the man and the boy fell all over thenselves getting out of that
mai nt enance shed.

Then they heard the popping of stretched | eathery-fingered wings as the
thing that was not a goose took to the air and vani shed.

Nobody except Angel a Rebhuhn ever believed the man and the boy. The nman
got testy and would not answer questions about it unless you found hi mboozed
up down on Callahan Street in Miuskogee. The boy started out hitch-hiking the
nmorni ng after the incident. He said that he was goi ng back honme (to A athe
Kansas) to finish high school. He said that he had seen something that only a
[iar could believe.

But their unbelieved story survived.

Every two or three years after that, people (even newconers to the
nei ghbor hood who coul d not have heard the story) would report seeing a V of
geese going south in the evening sky with a lead flyer that wasn't a goose.

I found the boy in an art class in O athe, Kansas. He drew for ne a
clear picture of what he had seen. | found Angel a Rebhuhn and showed her the
pi cture.

"That's him that's himexactly," she said. "I've seen himtw ce since
then. But he doesn't |ead geese into the hot throat when I'"'mon a flight. He



and | have come to an understandi ng, an understandi ng over about three hundred
air yards. Wen | shoot my warning shotgun blast, he veers off with the V. He
understands that my second shot will be nore than a warning."

By John T. Wbol ybear in the Sunday Magazi ne Section of the Miskogee
Messenger of quite a few years ago.

John T. Wbol ybear was a casual man with pale blue eyes. He was fl ecked
with large tan freckles, and each freckle had a slight blue ring around it as

t hough it had been drawn by a cartoonist. He had three wives, on in Illinois,
one in Nebraska, one in Texas. He was on tolerably good terms with all three
of them Well, he sent each of thema card on her birthday every year. But he

never entered the three states where they lived because (tol erably good terns
or not) they had legal wits out against him

John Wbol ybear was a newspaper hobo. He could run a |inotype machine and
all those other machines around a newspaper. He was a fair reporter. He wote
unusual feature articles for the Sunday Magazi ne Sections of newspapers. He
had sold at | east one of thema week for about forty years and that was about
two thousand of them He had his own rules for witing these Magazi ne Section
stories: "THEY MUST BE STRANGE, THEY MUST BE OUTRAGEQUS, THEY MJUST BE GARI SH
and they nust be true." And he insisted on that |ower-case truth in every one
of them

He sel dom stayed wi th one newspaper for nore than a nonth.

When he left a town he usually left about an hour before dawn, dragging
a suitcase big enough for three men, picking a highway nexus on the edge of
town to hitch a ride from

2.
STRANGE HAPPENI NGS AT BLACKBERRY PATCH, KANSAS

Parallel to the Cross-Tinbers there is a ridge known, but not known at
all widely) as Big Wnd Ri dge which runs fromthe Texas gul f-shore through
Ol ahoma, Kansas, Nebraska, the Dakotas, and into Canada. It is the unofficial
pl ace where the Geat Plains and the hilly woodl ands begin, and one goes down
fromthe plains to the hills. There is always a strong wi nd out of the west
all along the ridge, and as a result of this there is much kite-flying by nen
and boys also all along the ridge. Big Wnd Ridge is the best kite-flying
place in the world, and the best kite-flying place along the whole Ridge is
Bl ackberry Patch, Kansas, an uni ncorporated place in Doni phan County.

Bl ackberry Patch, Kansas is the only place in the world where
boy-carrying kites and man-carrying kites are really comon. The west w nd at
Bl ackberry Patch will sustain really large kites, some of which are equi pped
with seats or even dangling gondol as such as passenger balloons have. It is
not uncommon for three to five persons to be airborn by a single kite; it
isn't uncommon if they are Bl ackberry Patch people. But there is sonething
unusual and even secret about the people o( Bl ackberry Patch

The Bl ackberry Patch from which the settlenment got its nane was
originally a hundred mles across, back in the Indian days, and the very vines
were thick. But now (for the |last hundred years or so) the patch has been
ni bbl ed away by settlers and farners. But the heart of the patch still remnains
thick and secret; and it is there that the Bl ackberry Patch people (They are
now an ethnic mxture of Kaw Indians and settler-Germans) |live and nake
bl ackberry jelly at the Jelly Factory to sell all over the United States, and
make kites and Fat Air suits. Since there is no graveyard or burying place
around Bl ackberry Patch itself, one has to believe that the people go to what
they humorously call the El ephant Graveyard in the Sky, in kites and their Fat
Air suits, when their days are finished.

Sure the Kaw Indians flew kites back in the Indian Days, beaver-skin
kites strung of frames of tough and springy Osage Orange wood. For kite-ropes
they used twi sted huckl eberry vines. They flew the kites nore than a nile
hi gh, and sonetinmes the kite-riders put on their Fat Air suits and junped out



of the high kites. They might drift as far as fifty mles, across the w de
M ssouri River and into the treacherous Mssouri Territory. And their
descendants, the Kaw Gernans, still do it.

Affected by the technology of the Settler-CGerman element, the Fat Air
suits are much better than they were in the Indian days. And so are the kites.
Tough rubber-1ike polyethyl ene has taken the place of beaver skins for both
the suits and the kites. The suits used to be blown up by mouth, and the air
was stoppered inside the suits by big wooden corks. Now the suits have regul ar
air-valves in them and every suit-traveler carries a bicycle punp along with
hi m when he goes drifting. A person encased in a Fat Air suit can wal k al ong
pretty well on the ground, or bounce along; and if he falls down, he can rol
al ong and bounce up again. And in the air he can get al ong fanously. Fat
Suitors form Bl ackberry Patch, Kansas have floated across the M ssouri River
and cl ear across the state of Mssouri and come down in Illinois. They carry
dried blackberries with themto nibble on. And they wear advertisenents on
their Fat Air suits, and they always attract attention when they land. Oten
they are given rides back to Kansas by drivers for the Mssouri Kansas Mt or
Freight Lines, as MK Freight Lines is one of the advertisenents they nost
often wear on the backs of their suits.

There is anot her aspect of the Blackberry Patch kites and the Fat Air
suitors that some people find hard to believe. It is the main secret thing
about them There being no burial grounds around Bl ackberry Patch itself, the
Bl ackberry Patchers, when they find that their days have about run out on
them go by kite and suit to the secret place with the secret nane: but the
joking name for it is the El ephant Gaveyard in the Sky. A person gets into
his Fat Air suit and goes up about a mile high in a kite. He junps out then
and he begins to glide. But he does not begin his gentle glide downward as
usual . He glides upward across the Mssouri River. He cones to the secret
pl ace that | ooks like a big cloud on the outside. But it is a special sort of
cloud with its spherical silver lining on the inside. It is bigger on the
i nside than on the outside, and has running water and green pastures. And
there he will be gathered to the bosomof his fathers (nothers too, naybe),
and will find all the wonderful Bl ackberry Patch peopl e who have ever passed
over to their glory.

This last part may be inexact as nobody has ever entered the miscalled
El ephant Graveyard in the Sky and returned to give an accurate report of it.

And just where is this big secret cloud with the joking nane?

It is exactly over downtown Kansas City, Mssouri, and exactly two mles
up.

By John T. Wbol ybear in the Sunday Magazi ne Section of the Kansas City
Star.

That was the last thing that Wol ybear ever had published in the Sunday
Magazi ne Section of the Kansas City Star. The Mnday norning after it
appeared, Peter J. Odpeter was fired as editor of the Magazi ne Section and
was replaced by a younger and | ess genial person

And the Magazi ne Sections thensel ves in many Sunday newspapers were now
bei ng replaced by other things such as a second or even third section on TV
personalities or Rock-Sockers.

3.
THE STRANGE CASE OF THE GOOD G ANT | N STONE COUNTY, M SSOURI

The only things known for sure about Saint Christopher are that he was a
very good person and that he was a giant. Oher things about him such as
whet her he ever really lived at all, or whether he ever really died at all
are not known for sure.

Dating formthe third century A D., all around the eastern shores of the
Mediterranean, there are at | east a hundred giant statues in various states of
decay. In many cases the local belief is that they are statues of Saint



Chri stopher. Sone of the statues are fallen and broken badly. Sonme of them
have | ost heads and arnms. But there is one thing mssing fromeven the
best - preserved of them and that is the face. There are no faces on any of
them even those where the rest of the head is preserved. On the
best - preserved of these statues, there is clear evidence that the faces were
broken off with hamrers or axes. So at |east as nmany of the statues are called
locally "The G ant Wthout a Face' as are called ' The Good G ant Sai nt
Chri st opher' .

But what coul d have been so very wong, or so very right, with the faces
of the stone giants that people believed they had to break them of f?

In Stone County, Mssouri, in the United States of America, near the
pl ace call ed Tal ki ng Rocks, there lived until two years ago a man nanmed Horace
Goodj ohn Chri stopher, a retiring sort of man who seened to be liked and
adm red by everybody and everythi ng except the coons and badgers and
wol verines. These animals hated him but dogs |oved him and people Iiked him

Horace G Christopher, a giant of a man, was generous. And he al ways
seened to have nmoney to be generous with. Nobody knew where he got his nobney
for he never worked for pay, and he said that he didn't know where it cane
fromeither. "I just reach into one of my pants, and the giant pockets in them
were so deep that they never ran pockets and | find whatever | need," he said.
The good gi ant had gi ant enpty.

The good gi ant had never worked for pay, but he worked al nost all the
hours of alnmpbst all the days wi thout pay, doing all sorts of things for
peopl e, especially for wi dows and orphans. He was a tal ented workman in every
art and craft you could think of.

Besi des his great height, there were two things a little bit unusual
about this G ant John. He was seventeen-hundred-and-fifty years old. And he
was dog-faced. That's right, dog-faced. In hair and hide and snout and eyes
and ears and snell he was dog-faced. And it seened a little bit weird to hear
a man's voice (a clear, strong, friendly voice) com ng out of his dog-face.

The Friendly G ant had a m |l and he ground grain for everybody who
brought it. Like all nillers, he took one tenth of the grain in fee for the
grinding. And yet the nine-tenths of the grain that he returned ground and
sacked to the customer was always of greater quantity and greater weight than
had been the ten-tenths that the customer had originally brought to him And
he gave to the poor one-tenth amount of every grinding that he had kept from
the custonmer.

The G ant had a hotel or roadside inn at the place called Tal ki ng Rocks
in Stone County, Mssouri. He was the patron of travelers, so he wel coned
travel ers of every sort at his hotel and offered the best bed-and -board
anywhere. Wen travelers left him they paid whatever they could afford. And
they always found twi ce the amount of their paynent back in their pockets
after they were a nmle or so down the road.

Everybody |iked hi mexcept those animals, the coons, badgers, and
wol verines, those animals that traditionally hate and fear dogs. Then there
appeared a wol verine of genius in the neighborhood. In every species, whether
wol verine or human or other, about one individual in five mllion will be an
i ndi vi dual of genius. The gifted wolverine got about a hundred ot her
wol verines to assenble. He had to be a genius because the slashing solitary
wol verines are lone hunters who hate other wolverines only slightly I ess than
they hate creatures of other species. But he assenbl ed them

The nob of savage wol verines anbushed the good gi ant Horace Goodj ohn
Chri st opher one night. They killed him and they tore his hot flesh right off
his bones and ate it completely.

Vel |, was the giant Horace Goodjohn Christopher the same person as the
gi ant Saint Christopher of Chanaan? Hi s age of seventeen-hundred-and-fifty
years would fit just about right. And the nystery of the old facel ess statues
of Saint Christopher mght have been that they were dog-faced statues, and
persons night have felt that it was not fitting that a saint should be
represented as dog-faced even if it was accurate.



And two days after the death of Horace Goodjohn Christopher, there cane
further corroborations that he was indeed the sanme person as ancient Saint
Chri st opher of Chanaan. A nman came in a truck to the Tal king Rocks site in
Stone County.

"I travel for the Zolliger Church Goods Conpany,

he said. "If nobody

objects, | will take the holy bones of Saint Christopher with me. It isn't
seemy that they should lie here in the dank ground and be ghawed on by every
ani mal that comes al ong. How many thousand of holy relics will they make'. A

t housand si zabl e pl aces could be nade fromjust one of those giant tibia
bones. "

"How do you know that they are really the bones of Saint Christopher?"
soneone asked him

"Centl enen, relics authenticate thenselves,'

t he church goods nan sai d.

"And two nights ago, when | was in a hotel in Jefferson City, | dreaned that
the holy bones of the good giant Saint Christopher could be found in this
exact spot. | came here and found it to be so."

| nyself visited this church goods nman, saw the bones and the relics
that he was making fromthem and was convinced of their authenticity. He even
offered me a job selling them "You are a charming man," he said, "and
beli eve that you could sell anything." There would be an incredi bl e manner of
relics made fromthose bones, and one man could not sell themall. But so far
| have not taken the job.

By John T. Wbol ybear in the Sunday Magazi ne Section of the Saint Louis
d obe, not too many years ago.

"This is the last thing | can every buy fromyou, John," the Magazine
Section editor of the dobe told John Wol ybear. "Were | not retiring at the
end of this nonth I would not dare to buy and publish this. It's outrageous,
of course, it's silly, it's garish.”

"But a Magazi ne Section piece cannot be too garish!" John Wol ybear
protested. "Everybody knows that."

"Maybe everybody knew it fifty years ago, John," the editor said, "but
it hasn't been true for a long time. This is the nost inept and outrageous
thing that | have ever encountered. But it served my purpose. \What better way
to thunb ny nose at the powers at this newspaper where 1 have spent so nany
happy years! \Wat a flood of protests they' Il get when this silly thing
appears!"

John T. Wbol ybear took his nmoney and left the newspaper office with a
touch of sorrowin his heart. Was it possible that the world was in the
process of passing himby? Was fl anboyance and gari shness no | onger wanted in
the worl d? Could it be that even a true account like this one of the good
gi ant at Tal ki ng Rocks was too garish and incredible to appear in a Sunday
Magazi ne Section of a Newspaper?

Wyol ybear felt bewildered. And in his bew | dernent he experienced a
sudden | oneliness for his three wives, the one in Illinois, the one in
Nebr aska, and the one in Texas.

4
STRANGE ACCOUNT OF THE PI KE COUNTY, PENNSYLVANI A CLONI NGS

In the ham et of Geely Gulch in Pike County, Pennsylvania, there are
aut hentic cases of cloning. In fact, cloning is the way of life there. In ny
forty years of checking out strange-but-true stories all over the country |
have investigated nore than one hundred accounts of cloning in various regions
and found themall to be false. But now | amprepared to state that the
clonings that enmanate from Greely Gulch are authentic.

In anot her Pike County town of Lacka waxed there was the case of three

different sets of triplets going to work in the mll. These nine persons (of
the three different sets) were all good worknen and they received good
paychecks. But one of the auditors at the mll snelled fraud.

The auditor foll owed the nine workmen when they had finished work one



eveni ng. The nine of them wal ked behi nd sone ornanmental bushes at the front of
the mll. Then only three men came out from behind the bushes. And the other
six were not behind the bushes. They were nowhere. The auditor followed the
remai ning three to their hoardi ng house. The three went in, ate their supper
opened their six packs of beer and watched TV, then went to bed. Well, the
audi tor was an adept at | ooking into wi ndows; that's how he knew just how they
spent their evening.

And in the norning the auditor was watching again. He saw the three
rise, dress, eat their breakfasts, and then come out of their boarding house.

He followed the three of themto the mll. Near the entrance to the mll, the
t hree ducked for a nonent behind sonme ornanental bushes. Then the full nine of
t hem came out from behind the bushes, went into the mll and went to work. It

was sheer fraud. Three nmen were hol di ng nine jobs and drawi ng ni ne paychecks.

The auditor followed the nine/three nen every evening. And they ate
their three suppers and went to their three beds. But on Friday evening, the
three basic nmen went to the bus station instead of the boarding house. They
got on a bus and went away on it. The auditor went to the ticket w ndow.

"Where did those last three fellows buy tickets for?" he asked the
ticket seller.

"To Geely @ulch,” the ticket seller said.

I found that in a dozen other towns in a sort of circle around Geely
@il ch the sane thing was happening. The conmmunity of Geely Gulch was guilty

of fraud by neans of cloning at the expense of all its neighboring towns.
Then | went to Geely Gulch nyself, and | found-'~l have read enough,"
the Editor of the Sunday Magazi ne Section
of the Scranton Scanner told John T. Wolybear. "It's drivel, John. No

nore, John. You're not the man you used to be, John.™"

"But read on, M. Farm ngton. Read how | nyself went to Geely Gulch and
how | becane sure that all the people of Greely @ulch could clone. Read how
nysel f --"

"No, John, no," the Editor of the Magazine Section of the Scranton
Scanner said. "No nore ever."

"What will | do now?" John T. Wbol ybear asked hinself. "I have al ways
been the best Sunday Magazi ne Section Feature Story Witer in the Wrld, and
got to be the best by follow ng the stage that a Sunday Magazi ne Section piece
cannot be too garish. I'll not admit that I am wong about this, but | nust
admt that the world has gone wong about it. |I've failed to place the | ast
twel ve Sunday Magazi ne Section pieces |'ve witten. And all of themwere
amazing and all of themwere true.

"My STRANGE CASE OF THE UFO NESTS AT W LDCAT WYOM NG was shuffled off as
fiction. Fiction? | was there; | |earned everything; | even soloed in one of
the Wl dcat Wom ng's UFG s.

"I know that the clonings of Geely Gulch were real because

nmysel f-"But what's the use of arguing? My life is a bust. | am separated
fromall three of my wives and | mss themall uncomonly. | mss the
one in Illinois. | mss the one in Nebraska. | miss the one in Texas. | nust

find a way to nake things up to all three of them but it's against the lawto
make things up with all three of them

"It"'s time | hit the road again."

John T. Wbol ybear went to his own boardi nghouse and pull ed his big heavy
sui tcase out fromunder the bed. Now it seemed to be bigger and heavier than
ever before. He knew he woul d not be able to go hitchhiking with it again. It
was as if had becone ol der and weaker in the four days since he had cone to
town and gone to work for the Scranton Scanner

"What makes the thing so heavy, anyhow?" he asked hinsel f, and he opened
up the suitcase. "Ch yes," he said. He took a bulky Fat Air suit out of it. He
took a bul ky fol ded-up man-carrying kite out of it. And a bicycle punp. It was
still a pretty heavy suitcase. Wat to do?

"I am after all, a charming man," he said. "At |east three persons in
this world have found ne so. But how will my charmwork now? | could go back



to Bl ackberry Patch in Doni phan County, Kansas. | learned their tricks when |
was there. | could get into my Fat Air suit, go up in ny kite, and junp out.
As | amgetting to ny last years, | would probably glide up instead of down.
could drift into that cloud that is jokingly called The El ephant G aveyard in
the Sky. It is exactly over Downtown Kansas City, Mssouri, two miles over it.
And there | would he with all the Bl ackberry Patch peopl e who have passed over
to their glory. | would be with them aye, but 1'd be as dead as they all are.
I"mnot quite ready for that yet.

"Or | could go back to Mssouri and go to work with that friend of mne
with the Zolliger Church Goods Conpany. | have heard that he is badly in need
of an assistant to sell Saint Christopher relics. That big skel eton broke up
into so many thousand genuine relics that there will he good business in them
for as long as one can see into the future. But | know that I'd have a
dog-faced feeling if | went into that |ine of work.

"Or | could go back to Geely Gul ch and check in at the Qutworker
Agency. Then | would go to one of the nearby towns and get three jobs and draw

three pay checks. But great howling thunder! | don't want three jobs. | don't
want hardly one.
"But what will | do? There nmust be sonething for me. | am after all, a

charmng man."

He went out of his boarding house and to the variety store.

"Let me see that small suitcase,"” he said. "Fine, fine, it's just what |
want. Let me have three of them No, no, what am | thinking about. Let nme have
just one of them"

John Wbol vbear took the snmall suitcase back to his boardi ng house and
set it on the floor in his bedroom Then the little suitcase seened to becone
three little suitcases on the floor

"I ama charm ng man," John Wol ybear reassured hinself again. "Three
persons in this world have found nme especially so. It maybe that | won't have
to work at all, not if | spread nyself properly. And all three of those
speci al persons are well-fixed now, so | have heard."

John T. Wbol ybear who had once been the King of the Sunday Magazi ne
Section Fabricators began to fill the three little suitcases out of the one
big suitcase. And, by leaving out the Fat Air suit and the fol ding
man-carrying kite and the bicycle punp and a few other items, he made the
transfer perfectly.

Just before dawn the next norning, three nen took their places at a good
hi t ch-hi ki ng hi ghway nexus just outside of Scranton, Pennsylvania... The three
nmen | ooked sonewhat alike. Each of them had pal e blue eyes. Each of them was
flecked with large tan freckles, and each of the freckles had a slight blue
ring about it as if it had been drawn by a cartoonist.

The three suitcases of the three nen were just alike, alnost just alike.
Each of the suitcases had a lettered sign on it.

The lettered sign on one of the suitcases read TO I LLINO S.

The second one here the sign TO NEBRASKA.

And the third one had the sign TO TEXAS

GRAY GHOST: A REM NI SCENCE

There are a |l ot of people who don't even renenber the old Electric Park
that was south of Tul sa, between the Peoria Road and the Arkansas River. It
was the dog-racing track conplete with electric rabbit.

The pal my days of Electric Park were 1920 to 1928. The grandstands
seated ei ght thousand people until the northern half of the east-side
grandstand col | apsed in 1925. After that, the grandstands seated only six
t housand peopl e.

It was on Hall oween night of 1924 that Ansel m Sheen took four of us
boys, his son Barnaby Sheen, and Hector 0'Day, G over Welk and nyself, all of
us ten years old -- and he took us out to Electric Park in his Overland
touring car. Halloween night was always the last (and hi ghest-stake) night of



t he dog-raci ng season

"It's up to you boys," Ansel m Sheen said when we got there. "I'll buy
each of you boys a ticket to the dog races, even though the tickets are forty
cents each. O, it being Hall oween when the ghosts wal k, you can go | ooki ng
for thrills in the old Holy Ghost Burial Gound just a quarter nile south of

here. 1'mgoing to watch the races nyself, but if I were twenty-five years
younger |1'd go to the burial grounds for nmy fun. Ah, | see that you're already
starting south for them Meet ne here in an hour and a half. The races will be

over by then, and your grisly fun should be over by then too. Be careful if
you try the Devil's Handshake. About nine years ago the devil got a good hold
on alittle boy and pulled himall the way down to Hell."

"W won't be taken in by that, M. Sheen," Hector O Day said. "W're too
smart for that."

"So was the little boy who got pulled all the way down to Hell nine
years ago, Anselm Sheen said. "He was a really smart boy. He rem nds nme of
you, Hector."

It was all weed-covered hard sand there as we wal ked south just a little
bit after sundown. And the area had a sad scattering of runt apple trees on
whose branches no appl e had ever grown. As though drawn by some bi g magnet,
all four of us headed for Devil's Handshake Dune. W felt nore than heard the
gi ggling of several nediumsized boys coming froma ditch. W even recogni zed
one of themby his giggle. And we heard fromthe very mddle of Devil's
Handshake Dune (which was a sinkhole and not a dune at all) the horrified
screaming of a little boy in death agony.

Now, the mechani sm by which the Devil grabs a little boy by the hand and
pulls himall the way down to Hell is this: Devil's Handshake Dune is only
twenty feet fromwhere the river-bank drops suddenly down to the verge of the
river. The point of the drop is the face of a cliff about twelve feet high
Into the face of this cliff, boys have been digging tunnels and caves for
years. And one of those tunnels, a neander of nore than twenty feet through
t he sandy dark, reaches right to the mddle of Devil's Handshake Dune. The
Devil's Hole goes down tot he tunnel at that point, just big enough hole for a
little boy to put his armdown into Devil's Hole on a dark Hall oween N ght --
it goes like this:

"If you're afraid to do it, then let's forget it. If you really believe
the Devil will grab your hand and pull you all the way down to Hell, then run
away fromthis place as fast as you can." "lI'mnot afraid,” the smaller boy
says, "lI'mnot afraid of anything. | know the Devil isn't waiting in that
little hole to pull me down to Hell." "Then reach your arminto that hole as
far as you can reach it. And whatever you feel there, shake it's hand. That's
the initiation to join our club. There isn't any other way to get into it."

So the little boy who wasn't afraid of anything |ay down on the sand and
put his hand down that hole as far as he could reach it. And the Devil grabbed
his hand and had pulled himpart way to Hell already. The little boy's whole
shoul der was in the hole now, and his face was in the sand and his nouth was
full of sand, and he was screaming in nortal fear

Hector 0' Day went to the edge of the area, and then went down the cliff
that dropped to river |evel

"Dirty Dugan!" he hollered into the tunnel entrance. "Dirty Dugan, |et
go of the kid! Hey, Dirty, we came past two of the tunnels that had al ready
caved in quite near here. And the sand here is squeaking and shifting as
t hough your tunnel was going to have in too. Then you'd be trapped in there
and you'd die in there."

The Devil, or whatever was in the tunnel, gave a loud grunt. The little
boy somehow got his hand | oose fromthe Devil, or whatever it was. Then he got
on his feet and ran as hard as he could, sobbing all the way, towards the
lights and noise at Electric Park a quarter of a mle away. Electric Park
woul d be a friendly haven to him

Hector O Day clinbed up the river-bank cliff, and Dirty Dugan foll owed
hi mup and stood there | ooking at us. "Where you guys going to now?" he asked



us. Dirty Dugan, dripping sand, was a bigger boy, at |east twelve years old.
He had his ni ckname because he was dirty. He never wore shoes, and he was
rough. But this was the third year he had taken the part of the "Devil in the
Tunnel " and he was good in the role.

"We're going to Anpbs Centenary Bl ack's cabin," Barnaby Sheen said. "It's
hairy fun just to listen to his talk on Hall oween night."

"Anmpbs won't let me in his cabin because I'mtoo dirty," Dirty Dugan
said, "but maybe he'll let me stand in the doorway and listen."

But none of went into Anpbs Centenary Bl ack's cabin that night, because
Amps had just cone out of the cabin door and | ocked it behind himas we got
there. He carried a burning railroad |lantern and a basket that seened to have
a junble of things init; and be started toward the "Mnunments".

"Come al ong, boys, if you want to," he said. "I was |lust going to wake
up Captain John Diehard as | do every Hall oween night. He sure does get
| onesome down in that grave. If | could only bear a human voi ce again,' he
nmoans, 'or even a hal f-human voice.' Hey, | bet he'd even be glad to hear
Dirty Dugan there."

"That's all stuff about you waking up Captain John Di ehard on Hal | oneen

nights,” Dirty Dugan said. "Wy don't you do it with some w tnesses present
soneti me?"

"Ah, but I will have five highly intelligent witnesses present this
night," dd Anps said. "I'll have Hector, Barnaby, Gover, Laff, and you Dirty
Dugan. If people will not believe you five, as Scripture says, neither wll

they believe one risen fromthe dead."

The crowd noise at Electric Park had increased to a happy roar

"That will be the dog Tom' ' Talley winning the first race," AOd Ars
said. Amps Centenary Bl ack was part black-man and part Indian. He was al so (we
have his own word for this) one-sixteenth Corsican, and he was the
great - great - grandson of the Enperor Napol eon the First Hinself. Anpbs was
caretaker of the old Holy Ghost Burial G ounds.

Captai n John Diehard was buried in a substantial monunent in this burial
grounds, and these words were graven on the nonunent:

Captai n John Diehard, born Jan. 1, 1800, died Dec. 31, 1899. He took his
own death hard, and he said that he woul d be back

"Captain John was ol d even when he was young," Anps said. "He was
si xty-one years old when he first becane a soldier and a captain for the
Conf eder acy. "

The nmonurent rose only an inch above the ground, and an iron pipe cane
out only and inch above the nonument. It had an iron cap on it. A d Anps
turned a key in that cap, and then he screwed the cap off.

"Captain John Diehard!" old Anbs called down into the pipe. "It's
Hal | owneen Night, tine for your yearly waking-up." But there was no sound out
of the pipe that went down into the grave.

"I have a Galton whistle with me, Anos," Hector O Day said. "Dogs and
dead people can hear it, but live people can't. Shall | blowit and try to
wake hi m up?"

"Brandy is better," old Amos said. From his basket he took a brandy
snifter and a bottle of Royal Hanover Brandy, filled the one fromthe other
and let it down into the pipe in alittle net. And then there was the sound of
waking up in the grave below. A voice that sound |ike a squeaky gate was heard
down in that hole. "There's nothing |ike Hanover Brandy for waking the dead,"
the voice wheezed. "Ah, this is the same stuff that took all the fur off the
possumis tail. But to the gist of the matter. Has the south riz again yet,
Amos?"

"Not yet, Captain John, not yet," Anmps said, "but | have some good boys
here who'd Ii ke to shake your dead-nman hand."

"Reach ne your hands and voices then," the rusty voice of the dead man
said. "I'mavid for conpany. | always wake up | onesone."

"I"mHector," said Hector O Day putting his armdown the pipe, "and I'm
pl eased to nmeet you, Captain John. Ah, it's |ike shaking hands with a pine



board hull of splinters.”

"Aye, nmy bones do feel splintery, | suppose,” Captain John Diehard said
frombelow, "but it's a manly grip you have yourself."

"You' re next, Barnaby," old Ambs said. "Then Laff and Grover and Dirty
Dugan. "

"It's a good grip you al so have, Barnaby," the dead man in the grave
gave his praise. "If we'd had you at Sharpsburg, the South m ght not have
[ost. One man could have the difference it was that close.”

But | nyself didn't do very well at shaking hands with the dead man. |
trenbled, and | sure didn't have a strong grip. The touch of his bare
rat - gnawed bones al nost nade the hair rise off ny head.

"There is sonething am ss here, Laff," the wheezy, squeaky voice

uttered. "I ama prophet as well as a captain of the Confederacy. And in ny
rol e as prophet | know that your father came fromthe north."
"So did yours," | saidin ajittery voice, and | never did know who put

such words in nmy nouth.

"It's true, it's true," the rusty voice adnitted. "My father was born in
Pennypack, Pennsylvania in 1750, but he was still a suckling when he went
south. But our cases are the sanme. You are no nore under suspicion than | am
and | nyself am above suspicion."

Grover Wel k put his arm down the pipe.

"Yours is the hand of a surgeon," said the rusty voice below "And we'll
need good surgeons when the conbat is joined again."

And when the dead man shook the hand of Dirty Dugan he said, "'Tis the
hand of a seaman. Am | not right, |ad?"

"Al nost, Captain John, alnost,"” Dirty Dugan said. Well, Dirty Dugan
lived on a houseboat. Yes, there were houseboats on the Arkansas River at
Tul sa in 1924,

"Dirty Dugan," the squeaky, dead-man voice went on, "rotten as you are,
there will likely be a role for you to play. Did you know that | used to be
called Dirty Diehard? Wen | went on decoy |'d go upwi nd of a conpany of
Uni oni sts, and they'd cry out: There they are! No, there! There nust be a
t housand of themfromthe snell of theml Let's get themi' Then they'd all cone
after me and nmy snell. And then is when nmy nmen woul d take them from behi nd of
t hem and sl aughter them But to business! Anmps Centenary Bl ack, did you place
bets for me at the dog track?"

"I sure did, Captain John," old Anmpbs said. "I bet six dogs to win: Tom
Talley in the first, Miscadine in the second, My Gal Sal in the third, Mile
Whi skey in the fourth, Gay Ghost in the fifth, and Cal aboose in the sixth."

"But Gray Ghost is here in the grave with ne right now keepi ng ne
conpany,"” the dead-man voice protested. "He's a patronym c dog whi ch neans
that he's named after ne his human father. | was called ' The Gray Ghost' in ny
conbat days, when | wasn't called 'Dirty Diehard . The dog Gray Ghost is here
with ne."

"So he is, Captain John," old Anps agreed, "but he will |eave you when
it istime for himto run in the fifth race. He will appear in the mdst of
them t hen, the doors and wi ndows being closed as it says in Scripture, in the
ready room just behind the starting gates. He will appear there just when they
are about to scratch him and this will astonish nost of the dog handl ers. But
not all of them for several of them have al ready caught on that he is a ghost
dog. "

"This is the fifth year that we'll win big on the last night of the dig
season," the dead-man voi ce wheezed. "It should be a tidy sumthat you have
banked for me now, Anmps. Enough to clothe and equi p a conpany, maybe even a
regi ment."

"It's a tidy sum yes, Captain John," old Arpos said.

"Listen, you five boys," the dead man ranmbled on. "There is a |lot you
can do while waiting for the news that the South has riz again. You can
provi de yourselves with guns and ammunition. The fun to get is the Mannings
1855 Territory Rifle. 1855 was a good vintage year for both Mannings and



Territory Rifles and for Royal Hanover Brandy. Just fill ny brandy snifter for
nme one nore time, Anmps."

"Maybe there aren't any nmore Mannings 1855 Territory Rifles left,
Captai n John," Barnaby Sheen voi ced a doubt.

"There are as many left as there ever were, Barnaby," the dead man
argued, "since those premier rifles never wear out. Mire than three hundred of
them were nade, so nore than three hundred of themstill exist. As to
gunpowder, use white powder only. Black powder will |eave a snoke to give a
way your position. Get your copper sleeves from Coopertown Coppersleeve
Conpany; they're the best. And pour your lead into nolds made by Leadbelly's
Lead Mol d Conpany Linited.

"Do not use straight lead. It |acks el egance. Let your shot m xture be
ni nety-five percent lead and five percent pewer. If you do not have pewer,
use tin for the five percent in the mxture. Nothing el se has quite the shine
of a bullet nade fromthis mx. It is the fact behind the | egend of the silver

bullet. But a silver bullet will not kill either ghost or devil, and this
bullet will kill both. Anpbs, why don't you give each of these fine boys a
drink of graveyard cider. Then we'll roll the bones a but before | return to

nmy death for another year."

"Al'l right, Captain John," old Ampbs said, and he pulled five paper
picnic cups and a jug of graveyard cider out of his basket. He poured our cups
full. "The graveyard apple trees never have any apples growing on their
branches at all," old Amos said. "The apples grown on the tree roots
underground. And they are the best cider apples in the world."

Ah, they were. That graveyard cider was the best cider ever.

"Now we will roll the bones," said the dead man in his grave. "They
buried me without ny dice but with ny bowie knife. So after 1'd been dead
about fifteen years and tinme was hangi ng heavy on ny hands, | whittled ne a
pair of dice out of my own ankle bones And they are the luckiest dice | ever
had. Anpsl take that pair of dice out of your basket and I'lIl play each of you
in turn Prime Seven for a dollar First seven wins."

Amos rolled his dice on the top of the nonunent by the light of his rai
road lantern. "Four, is it not?" cried the dead nman fromhis grave bel ow.

Wll, if you' re dead and eyel ess, you aren't bound by the regular rules of
i ne-of-sight. Anyhow, we saw that Anos had rolled a four

"Now | roll," the dead man said, and his ankl e-bone dice nade a nice
rattle in his bony hand. "I have a seven,"” the dead man said. "You owe ne a
dol I ar, Anos."

The bunch of splintered bones that was the dead man's hand rose out of
the throat of the pipe. Ad Anos put a dollar bill in the hand which cl osed
over it and then withdrew back into the grave.

"You next, Hector," said the dead nman bel ow us, and Hector 0' Day roil ed.
"Snake eyes, is it not?" the dead nan called it; and, yes, Hector had rolled a
two. Then the ankl e-bone dice rattled bel ow "Seven," said the dead nan, and
his hand came up fromthe pipe, "you owe ne a dollar." Hector put a bill in
t he bony hand which wi t hdrew down bel ow agai n.

"You next, Barnaby," wheezed the dead-man voi ce. Barnaby rolled the dice
on the top of the nmonument by the light of the railroad |antern "El even," cane
the rusty dead-man voice below, and it was indeed an el even that Barnaby had
rolled. "Now !l roll," said the dead man, and the ankl e-bone dice rattl ed.
"Seven," said the dead nman. "You owe ne a dollar, Barnaby."

"How do | know you rolled a seven?" Barnaby demanded.

"Ch, 1I'll show you," the dead man said, and his bony hand cane up from
the pipe with the dice init. It was a seven the hard way, six and one Barnaby
put the dollar in the hand beside the dice, and it all disappeared into the
i ron pipe.

"You next, Gover," the dead man spoke, and G over Wuelk rolled the dice
by the light of the railroad |antern. That railroad |l antern made all our faces
| ook al nost as bony as the dead man's hand. "You have beat me, Gover," the
dead man said, "you have rolled a seven. Here is your dollar." Gover had



roll ed seven, yes, a five and a two. And the bone hand came up with a crunpl ed
paper in it, which G over took.

"That doesn't look like a greenback, Gover," Hector O Day protested.

"It isn't,"” old Anpbs said. "It's a faded gray-back now, but in its youth
it was a yell ow back, a gol den-back. The colors of Confederate bills fade
after a few years, especially in the stuffy atnosphere of the grave.”" It was a
Confederate One Dollar Bill that Captain John Diehard had given to G over
Whel k.

"The dog Gray Chost has left nme now," the dead man spoke bel ow t hem
"but he al ways was a cone-and-go dog.! renenber at the Battle of Pea Ridge, he
woul d be with me, and then he woul d be gone; but as a ghost dog, he put the
fear of Ad Clootie into the Unionists. Yes, | guess it's tine for himto run
his race. You next, Laff."

| rolled a three. Dead man Captain John said that he had a seven. | put
a dollar bill in his bony hand when it came up. | shivered when | touched its
bones. | was never neant to play ganes with a dead nan.

"You next, Dirty Dugan," the dead nman said. Dirty Dugan rolled a six. "I
have a seven," the dead nman said. "You owe ne a dollar, Dirty."

"I don't have a dollar,” Dirty Dugan said sullenly.

"I knew you didn't, Dirty," the dead man sai d. "Houseboat ki ds never
have any noney. Now, instead of owing me a dollar, you owe nme a trick. When
you find Qut what the trick is, in a week or a year or five years, it'll scare
you liverless. But pay it you nust."

"No, you won't scare nme liverless, dead man," Dirty Dugan said. Dirty
left us then and di sappeared into the dark. But we heard himgo into the
river, and then we heard himsw nmng with strong but splashy strokes, home to
t he houseboat .

There was a great increase in the volunme and delight of the noise at
El ectric Park, the dog track. "That was G ay Ghost winning the fifth race,"
old Amps said. "He's a favorite with the Tul sa dog track fans."

"There was a dog racing very early in the A d South," dead man Captain
John spoke up informatively. "there was even an early nechanical rabbit. It
was i nvented by Yves Denis Montalba in New Oleans in 1850. The rabbit ran on
steam It ran only once. It blew up and killed el even dog-raci ng patrons. But
humani ty builds on such nistakes and noves ever forward."

"How do you pick dog-race winners for Captain D ehard, Ams?" G over
asked him (Captain Di ehard was snoozing | oudly now.)

"Ch, | get the winners fromhim though he is not conscious of the part
that he plays," Anps said. "He has mantic bones. Though he's quite dead,
except possibly on this one night of the year. | have but to stand on his
monurrent here and call out to himbelow, and his bones will guide ny hand in
maki ng the Xs opposite the nanes of the dogs that will wn."

"The way | envision things," said dead nman John Di ehard, waking up
(well, the return fromthe dead is a very spotty and broken thing), "is that
about ten thousand of us great |eaders of the Confederacy shall all rise from
out graves at the sane tine. For best effects we should not be fleshed but
shoul d rise in our skeleton bones only; and yet we will be lively and
conpl etely competent skeletons. Conming so, we will send a wave of fear through
all our enemies. On our rising we will raise our great voices like ten
t housand powerful doonsday trunpets, and the entire South will rise with us.

"Qur horses will likely rise out of the earth also, saddl ed and bridl ed
and ready to ride, but the details of that are in the hands of the appropriate
gods. My preference for my own horse (for | had el even different horses during
t he vari ous canpaigns) is Roan Rex who was shot from under ne at Vicksburg. No

better horse ever lived. No better horse will ever rise out of the ground and
live again.
"Well, that's enough talk and stuff for one night. 1'll return to ny

death for another year."
"Just a minute, Captain john Diehard," Hector 0' Day spoke sharply
"This already begins to seemlike a dream Could you give us sone sign



so we'll know that it was real? A lightning bolt, naybe?"

"I't would be better if I blew the Resurrection Reveille on ny bugle.
It's the regular reveille with some exceptionally hot |icks added. | notice
t hough that wasps have made a nest in the mouthpiece of the horn. 1'll clear
themout if | can, and you may be able to hear ny bugle when you' re on your
way. A lightning bolt I can do, yes. That should be good enough sign for the
nmonent. And then good night to you until a year fromtonight."

Then there was a lightning flash you wouldn't believe. The |lights of
El ectric Park shone black for a noment as though they were a negative of the
lightning. The runt apple trees stood out |like X-ray pictures of thenselves in
the lightning. The thundercl ap was instantaneous and earth-shaki ng, and sudden
rain could be heard in the distance. Then everything was wet - well,
everything was wet except the dog Gray CGhost. He had appeared suddenly, with a
wi nner's blue ribbon around his neck, and dry as a bone. He yipped a hello.
Then he di sappeared right down through the stone top of the nonunment and
yi pped another hello to dead man Captain John Di ehard there bel ow.

The four of us boys ran hard for El ectric Park through the banging rain.
Bar naby' s father, Anselm Sheen, was trying to put the side curtains on his
Overland touring car and it wasn't easy to do in the high wind that was
bl owi ng.

"What are mantic bones, papa?" Barnaby Sheen asked his father

"I don't know, Barnaby," Anseim Sheen said. "W'lIl look it up in the
di cti onary when we get home." Anseim always made an effort to find answers to
his son's questi ons.

He finally got the side-curtains on the car with our help, and we rode
back into Tul sa. W were soaking wet but we sure did feel good. W sang one
hundred rousi ng songs on our ride back to Tulsa (hey, we sure did sing good),
we sang:

"W saw a man without a foot, and one wi thout a head,

And one without no legs at all, and all of themwere dead."

"Did old Anpbs give you sonme of his graveyard cider?" Ansel m Sheen asked.
"Ch, did he!" Hector cried, "three big cups of it each."” W sang:

"Jack of Di anonds, |ack of Dianonds, your real name is nud! In your hand
are four aces, all covered with blood."

Hey | didn't know we could sing like that. Wenever we missed a beat it
was supplied by a dozen enraptured wi nged spirits outside of us. W sang:

"Ch give me a nickel, give nme a dine.

It does cost nmoney to bury this body of mine."

"That graveyard cider was hard," Anseim Sheen said. "You' ve all got a
snootful." W sang:

"Down with the dead nmen. Down with the dead nen, Down with the dead nen
let himliel"

W sang ninety-nine other songs on our ride back to town. W were
getting sonme amazingly hot licks in our singing, but we didn't know where we

were getting themtill we pulled up at the Sheen's and Ansel m Sheen shut of f
the motor of the car. Then we heard it, loud and total, the "Resurrection
Reveille" with the hottest licks this side of Hell. W should never have

doubt ed that dead man Captain Diehard would get off that bugle song for us.
And we knew that he hadn't bothered to clean that wasp nest out of his bugle.
He was bl owi ng right through those angry wasps: they were the dozen enraptured
(were they mad, boy') winged spirits. We heard that bugle fromfour niles
away.

W had a lot of fun that Hall oween night.

LE HOT SPORT
The Dukkerin Daily was sonething of a fun newspaper for the four days of

its publication. It seenmed | oaded with whetted axes ready to swing. It was
witty and novel and titillating. "For the present, subscriptions will not be



accepted,” it announced, but it was everywhere on the newsstands. And every
morning it had at |east three "Jokes of the Day" that were better than the
"Jokes of the Day" of any other norning paper anywhere. But the slippery heart
of the paper was to be found in its "Predictions". That first day there was a
whi nsi cal story: "Two-dollar guitar |aunches |ocal boy on thirty-nine-year
stardomin nusical world." But the boy's name, Randy Lautaris, was not known
to the reading public. The interview with Randy had been done the day before,
and ni ne-year-old Randy had i ndeed bought a guitar froma friend for two
dollars. But the strings and frets and parts to put it into working condition
woul d cost nore than thirty dollars, and then it would still be an inferior
guitar. Neverthel ess, the Dukkerin Daily gave a lot of information of Randy's
thirty- nine-year career which lay entirely in the future: the conbos he woul d
put together, the concerts in which he would star, the long list of songs he
would wite that would pass the ten mllion mark, the C ne-Ml ody Mvies he
woul d make. Randy Lautaris was a quick-witted and wel |l -spoken ni ne-year-old
boy, and likely he woul d have a successful career in sonething.

"Way only thirty-nine years stardon?" Randy had asked George Hegedusis
who had interviewed him "I'Il be only forty-eight years old at the end of
that stardom™

"I didn't say that it would end," Hegedusis told him "It's sinply that
| can't see nmore than thirty-nine years into the future, nor can anybody el se.
I f anybody el se says that he can see further than that, he is a shanel ess
confidence man."

Ceorge Hegedusi s, appearing suddenly as a newspaper publisher, was the
fairly rare conbination of a passionate violinist and a shanel ess confidence
man. He played the violin at baptisnms and weddi ngs and funerals, and al so at
award banquets. (Sonebody better keep his eyes on that award every second or
Hegedusis will have preenpted it for hinself.) And for some years before this
he had been in show business. He called hinself The Romany Houdi ni and he had
some good escapi st acts. And he was a fine practitioner of the "Fallen Ange
Act". Now he was a little bit too old to be a show person, but one never gets
too old to be a confidence man. But he had never dabbled in the newspaper
busi ness before, nor nade predictions, nor done interviews.

"You are skating on mghty thin water, George the Fiddler," Karl
Staripen of the local police bunko squad told George that first norning when
t he Dukkerin Daily had been on the newsstands for | ess than nine mnutes. If
any new con popped up, Karl Staripen always knew about it within ten m nutes.

"Prove malice on ny part, or prove me wong in any of my predictions or
facts," Hegedusis said, "or else do not interfere with ne in my pure-hearted
activities."”

(Karl had often arrested CGeorge, and yet they had remrai ned tol erably
good friends.) "What am | supposed to do, wait thirty-nine years to see if
you're right in your story about Randy Lautaris and his two-dollar buisted
gui tar?"

"You mght as well, Karl. You won't be doing anything el se inportant for
the next thirty-nine years, will you? But you can catch me up lots quicker if
I"'mwong on the facts of other of ny stories. Did you read nmy piece on Mxie
Mast er man?" That piece, also in the first norning's run of the Dukkerin Daily,
was headed "Moxi e Masternman begi ns one-hundred-and-one ganme hitting streak"
and the text ran:

"Moxi e Masterman, hot-and-cold first baseman for the Louisville Lions in
t he new Deep South Major League, got his first hit of the young season
yesterday, after twenty-nine times at bat without a hit. It was a pathetic,
pat sy ei ght-inning single that nobody could be very proud of. Nevertheless, it
was the begi nning of a hundred-and-one-gane hitting streak, a world's record
to be set by Mxie. The streak will not be broken until August the third of
this year when Moxie will once nore go hitless after hitting in one hundred
and one."

"How do you like that story, Staripen?' Hegedusis asked the bunko cop
"Hang me on that one if Moxie msses today, or any day for a while now But he



won't."

"I remenber Mxie when he was in the Texas League," Karl said. "George,
why is Mira in this roomof yours? Does that nean ny death, or yours?"

"Probably nmine. 1'll be predicting my own death, tomorrow likely." Mira
was a strange and beautiful |ady. Sometines people could see her d' nd
sometines they couldn't. But she was always a bad onen.

"Four of the twelve stories in this first edition of your paper wll
give me a chance to nail you cold today or tomorrow or the next day, George,"
Karl Staripen said, "and I'mwaiting to pounce on your. \What's you object in
all this."

"Unrequited genius demandi ng a voice, Karl. \Wen you're better than
anybody el se at a thing, then there conmes a tinme when you just have to go
public."” But George Hegedusis didn't slip that day, nor the next day, nor the
next day after that. It wasn't till the fourth day that his newspaper
publ i shing was brought |oan end. And then he didn't slip, didn't make a fal se
prediction. It was his totally hair-raising true prediction that caused the
very stones to cry out "Enough!" against him

2

This was the outrageous prediction: "Eleven-year-old Caspar Lanpiste
didn't seemvery nmuch worried when | told himthat he had only one day to
live, that he would be killed by an autonobile then. 'Wat kind of
aut onobi | e?' he laughed. 'Shouldn't | get to pick what kind of autonobile

want to be killed with?" "It will be a foreign car name Le Hot Sport,' you
faithful reporter, I, George Hegedusis, told him 'Ch wow Ch wow. Ch wow'
young Caspar sang out. 'That's the rarest car there is. There are only four
Les Hots Sports in the United States.' 'There will be five of them' | said,

"and you will be killed by that fifth one.' It is rather sad, really, that a
young boy should be killed |ike that, but | only see and report the pendi ng
happeni ngs. | don't cause themto happen. Caspar Lanpiste, an el even-year-old
boy of this city will be killed by a Le Hot Sport autompbile about one o'clock
this afternoon.”

That couldn't be disregarded. Karl Staripen, a captain on the police
bunko squad, took George Hegedusis, the new newspaper publisher, into custody
quite early that noming. And he also called in R ch Frank Lanpiste, an
executive of great scope and power who was the father of young Caspar
Lampi ste. Then the three of them went out to the Lanpiste mansion and
headquarters and they were quickly surrounded by a swarm of young executives
who were in the employ of Rich Frank Lanpiste. After a while, young Caspar
Lanmpi ste was brought in and set in the midst of themwhere be could by watched
every second. "This is ny office and headquarters and al so one of ny
fortresses," Executive Rich Frank Lanpiste said, "and it occupies the entire
sixth and top floor of ny mansion here. It is in a
t hr ee- hundr ed- and- si xty-degree circuit of wonderfully clear see-out glass
which is also bullet-proof and shatterproof. W are high on a hilltop here,
and no autonobiles are ever allowed within a thousand yards of the mansion.

don't |ike autonobile funes. | have a man in TV communi cati ons with us at each
of the four Les Hots Sports in the United States; and with each of themis the
owner of that particul ar autonmobile who swears that it will not be noved

today. My young executives, of course, were already at work on this problem
before Karl Staripen called me, but thanks anyhow, Karl. Al the Les Hots
Sports in the United States are at least thirteen hundred mles from here.
intend to prevent ny son frombeing killed by any of those four autonobiles at
about one o' clock this afternoon. Where do you get your nonsensica
predi cti ons, Hegedusis? And where, if ever, did we neet before?"

"We've net. | played the violin at your weddi ng twel ve years ago."

"Did you ever play at any hangi ngs, Hegedusis? |I'm angry enough to have
you hanged out of hand. And |'ve always liked that tune ' The Gypsy Hangman'
when done by a lively violinist."



"I did play ' The Gypsy Hangman' at your wedding, Rich Frank. And |'ve

al ways been a lively violinist. And, oddly enough, | did play the violin at a
hangi ng once, at the special request of the man bei ng hanged. But ny own death
wi Il be otherwi se, not by hanging. You all are so entranced by the little

story on page one of mny paper this norning that you nmay have mi ssed ny
predi ction of my own death of page eight."

"What is Mdira doing here?" Rich Frank | anpiste suddenly demanded ' Chi ef
of Security' O Brien, couldn't you keep her out?"

"She is a ghost, M. Lanpiste," OBrien said. "I can't keep ghosts out."
"I can," Frank Lanpiste said. "Fade out, Mira. Be you gone! You are a
m st aken onen this tine. My son will not die today."

"I read your account of your own death, Hegedusis," the bunko cop Karl
Staripen said. "But it's phony. No Romany, whatever el se he can predict, can
predict his own death. It's his blind spot. There is sonmething very ulterior
about that item of yours."

"It's interesting thoughl" said Rich Frank Lanpiste. "It goes, as |
recall it, 'George Hegedusis' death will take place about ten minutes after
one o' clock this afternoon. He will be flung to his death froma sixth-floor
wi ndow of Frank Lanpiste's executive suite on the top of his mansion. If they
claimit was a suicide, do not believe them It is murder. If ny body is not
found, it only means that they have hidden ny body. It will be nmurder, and it
will cry to Heaven for vengeance. And if there should be a grotesque or
i ncredul ous aspect to it, then the Lightning that is the father of me, CGeorge
Hegedusis, will conme and take away all that is grotesque and incredul ous, and
I will have died clean.' George, George, is nothing but some of your bleak
fun?"

"No, the fun has all gone out of ny life since | have cone under the
conpul sion of predicting true."

"Moira is still in the room" the security chief O Brien said.

"Not to me, she isn't, OBrien," Frank Lanpi ste stated.

Suddenly the bunko cop Karl Staripen was all over George Hegedusis. He
shackl ed his arnms behind him and he shackled his legs to the nodernistic
steel framework of the executive suite. "However you go out of here, it wll
not be by a w ndow, George," Staripen said.

"Every Romany man cones sonetimes in his life to his 'Days of Power',
Ri ch Frank Lanpi ste spoke as though he were lecturing. "Usually, for the good
of the world, these days are as short as they are grotesque. Now you cone to
the end of your short and grotesque and ridicul ous 'Days of Power', George
Hegedusi s. "

"They must not be renenbered as grotesque or ridicul ous,"” Hegedusis
protested in a thick voice. "My father the Thunder will save ne fromthat."

"You told ny son, Hegedusis, that there would be five and not four Les
Hots Sports in the country. Wat is the fifth one? Is the fifth one in the
country yet?" Frank Lanpi ste denmanded of the shackl ed George Hegedusis. "I
don't know. It's probably crossing the border just about now "

" How?"

"Ch, by air, in a powerful but unregistered craft. it's Le Hot Sport
that was stolen in Mrocco |ast week."

"Yes, that's the one that has me worried. You really are onto sonething.
The odds are towering against us being in any flightway of that powerful but
unregi stered craft. The odds are prohibitive against the autonobil e sonehow
falling out of that craft. And it's very |long adds agai nst that autonobile
falling through the very strong steel roof here and killing ny son."

"Yes, the latter odds are prohibitive, R ch Frank Lanpiste,"” Hegedusis
agreed. "There is no way that the autonobile could fall through this roof here
and kill your son in this place. Because your son is not here. Do you believe
that fate is an inbecile? This is not your son, not the boy | talked to
yesterday. This is a |look-alike. Are you trying to trick Cod, Lanpiste?"

"No, I'mtrying to trick an | esser and neaner dem urge who pl ays such
bl oody tricks on poor humans. Maybe you' ve spoiled it now Maybe he's heard



you. No, my son couldn't have renmained silent all this while. But this nephew
of mine here usually says sonething when he tal ks, and ny son doesn't."

"How far is you son renoved from here, Lanpiste?" Hegedusis asked. "I'll
not tell you that. Certainly I'lIl not tell it out loud. But he is in a
fortress of none that is stronger and nore secret than this one, an
under ground bunker, not so very distant fromhere. Ch, God, help me now
Mysel f am having a 'far-seeing'! My son has left the fortress where | had him
pl aced. He has started back this way, furtively and through the swanp-jungl e.
Why did he not stay where | had himplaced? Henry, Henry, can you hear me? How
did it happen?"

"He said he wanted to check the override |l ock on this underground
bunker hinself, M. Lanpiste. And then he was out of that door and into the
swanp-j ungl e whi ch you yourself had constructed to be inpassable. He was |ike
a fox with his tail on fire. W cannot spot himyet, but we can hear his
voi ce. He keeps crying, 'l have to neet something. | have an encounter | mnust
keep.' But surely we'll be able to seize himagainst shortly."

"Surelv you'd better."

"I believe that 1'Il begin my own 'Days of Power' today," said
el even-year-ol d Ronal d Lanpiste, the | ook-alike of his cousin Caspar Lanpiste,
"for | ama Romany man al ready. Oh, ny Days of Power and Speed! ~ | work up
early momentum my days should go on alnost forever. But | will need a
spaci ous place to operate in. VWere will | find it, where will | find it? Most
Romany men do not come into their 'Days of Power' early enough.™

"I"ve always believed that three mllion dollars is too nmuch noney for a

t wo- passenger sports car that doesn't hold the road very well at over two
hundred niles an hour," said the bunko cop Karl Staripen. "And, to ne, it
hasn't much style. There's a |ot of ballyhoo has gone into that price. And yet
t he maker has sold twelve of the little buggers at three mllion each. He has
to enploy a ot of legend to do that, of course, and your itemw |l help the

| egend, Hegedusis. It is said that eleven of the twelve Les Hot Sports have
killed a person, and that twelfth one (the one that was stolen in Mrocco |ast
week, the one that may presently be airborne over our own country) is jeal ous
of the others and is trying for a spectacular kill. It will bring as nuch as
nine mllion dollars on the Anerican market if it does attain a showy and
spectacul ar kill."

"And it's said that each of the twelve is indwelt by an evil spirit,”

Ri ch Frank Lanpiste munbl ed. "That runmor has hel ped to get the base price up
to three million dollars. On, the whole thing is shot through with such
obvious fraud, and yet | trenble for the safety of my son. If ny son's life is
spared, | will give himany gift he wishes in the whole world."

"Wuld you give hima Le Hot Sport autonobile, Uncle Frank?" the nephew
in the roomasked. "Then | bet he'd take ne for aride init lots of times."

"Yes, Roland, | would give him | will give himLe Hot Sport. And if he
does not survive to receive the gift, then life is enpty for me forever. Ah,
we' ve made positive identification. The powerful but unregistered craft that
left Morocco last night and left a jungle clearing in Yucatan two hours ago is
i ndeed over our country now. And, unfortunately, we seemto be approxi mtely
on it flightway. Yes, yes, Henry, keep ne posted, and see if you can't get it
alittle bit clearer on the screen. Ch, why doesn't it veer off alittle bit?
Karl, do you think that crazy George Hegedusis here really has sonething to do
with this? And is there any way we could trade himin to fate to get a better
bar gai n? How odd! Al three of us here are Romanies."

"Al'l four of us here are Romanies, Uncle Frank," said the nephew Rol and
Lanpi st e.

"It takes one to catch one," said the bunko cop Karl Staripen. "I always
get he Gypsy cases, but | never was nuch good at solving them Yes, 1 w sh
there were some way to trade in Fiddler George here for a better bargain.
That's what your name, George Hegedusis, neans: George Fiddler."

"I know it," said the fiddler man and fate-predictor. "And your nane,



Karl Staripen, means Karl Jail house."

"But my own name is somewhat nmore rare," said Rich Frank Lanpiste. "I
doubt whet her either of you know what mny name Lanpi ste means?"

"Its conmon neaning is a sad-sack or a hard-luck Charley," said George
Hegedusis. "But its original nmeaning is 'scapegoat'. Aye, you are one who mnust
take on you the sins of a whole people.”

"Mne is a spooky nane in the present context,’

Ri ch Frank Lanpiste

said, "but ny mansion here is built of steel. It is inpervious. If | see that
there will be a direct hit on us here, we can drop down to the floor bel ow us,
or to five floors below us, ii' one second. Your estimate of the tinme is about

right, Fiddling George. It will be just about one o'clock when the plane
arrives, and we are approximately in its path."
"I's your son also approximately in its path?" CGeorge asked. "Ch, ny Cod,

yes. | can see himin ny scanner now He's clinbed up out of the jungie-swanp
and onto the road, and he's running this way with his arms flung wide. | can
even read his mouth. He keeps crying, '|I have a joyous encounter that | mnust

keep,' and that encounter may be only m nutes or seconds away. Ch, either
shorten or lengthen the tine, Cod.

"Ch, CGod, make tinme go away conpletely!" They bad several clear views of
t he powerful but unregistered plane on their scopes. In particular they had a
good view of the belly of it. And the belly was badly torn. The craft had nade
a rough belly landing in the jungle clearing in Yucatan (what illicit cargo
had it delivered there?) and now it flew with |anding gear permanentlv down
and with an awful wobble. That plane was not in good health.
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"Ch, my God!" Rich Frank Lanpiste cried again. "The nonitoring screen
shows that the belly of the plane has burst open and the uncrated La Hot Sport
autonobile is falling out!™ And so it was happening. But La Hot Sport, having
a mnd of its own, or possibly a mndful spirit init, was into a high-speed
glide. These cars always had the tendency to haze and float at above two
hundred niles an hour, and they would actually becone airborne at
approximately three hundred mles an hour. It was thus that nost of them had
made their kills. The car had left the plane at about twenty thousand feet but
it had inherited nost of the plane's speed. It circled in a wide, fast glide.

"It is scanning and searching," Frank Lampiste said. "It is |looking for ny
son. Oh, it knows that | have switched boys. O does it? It is going to hit us
dead, or it is going to fill our nostrils with its reek."

"Hadn't we better drop bel ow?" the bunko cop Karl Staripen asked. "You
go down if you wish, Karl. And unshackl e George Hegedusis and take himwith
you. | will stay here."

"And I will stay here," said nephew Rol and Lanpiste. "And | will stay
here," said the shackl ed George Hegedusis. "Should I not watch the end of ny
own prediction?"

"I"ll stay too then," Karl Staripen growl ed. Le Hot Sport canme dead at
them Then it swerved past and filled their nostrils with its reek. It |anded
easily on the road three hundred yards beyond the nansi on house, with hardly a
jolt, and its speed had fallen below two hundred miles an hour. And the son
Caspar Lanpiste was seen on a scanni nhg screen, running open-armed toward the
i nsane car. The boy Caspar Lainpiste had lost his wits, or his wits were
tramel ed. Le Hot sport had braked and slowed, and it came to the encounter at
no nmore than twenty-five mles an hour; and the boy, the Caspar-goat, was
runni ng open-arnmed toward it a tat |east half that speed. The way he went down
when he net the car, it was clear that the joyous boy was killed instantly.

"The debt, whatever it was, is paid. The sin, whatever it was, is
subsumed. The i npedi mrent on the power of special nen is rempoved!" the nephew
Rol and Lampi ste was j abbering inconsequently. "Now our famly name is no nore
' Lanpi ste' or 'scapegoat'. Qur famly name becones 'Langa' or 'flame' now. |
am Rol and Langa now." The nephew was very excited. "All right, Roland,"



munbl ed Ri ch Frank, who was crying. "I'll have our nanes changed | egally
today. Yes, Henry, bring the body of ny son here. Them have the nortician cone

for himin a quarter of an hour. Bring Le Hot Sport here also. | am i npoundi ng
it. I will pay the list price of three million dollars to the Mdroccan from
whomit was stolen, but I will prevent by litigation its ever going back."
"WIl you give it to nme, Uncle Frank, now that Caspar is dead?" the
nephew Rol and Langa asked. "Yes, Roland, | give it to you. You becone my son
now. You becone a Romany man in his full powers.”
"But my nane will be Robert Langa and not Rol and Langa," the boy said.

"As Rol and Lampiste | was included in the bloodlust of the car, but it won't
know that | amthe sane person with both of nmy names changed."

"Al'l right, Roland, Robert," said his uncle, his new father, Rich Frank
Langa. "George Hegedusis, why are you white and why are you trenb]ing? Your
prediction cane true."

"He is trenbling because the Power has left him" Rol and- Robert taunted.
"Four days isn't very long to have the power, Fiddler George. and ny own
totemc name will be Le Hot Sport. And you are wong in | intend to have it
for nore than forty years. | will drive Le Hot Sport, your own prediction
that of your own death, George Hegedusis."

But the suddenly-much-ol der Rich Frank Lanpi ste-Langa was weepi ng as

only a Gypsy man can weep. "Wy do you still mourn, Rich Frank?" Karl Staripen
asked. "You have your son again, reborn into the body of your nephew Rol and."
"Yes, | have himagain, but for Iess than ten mnutes."

"Have you your Gypsy up, Rich Frank? Do you al so predict?" Karl asked.

"Yes, also predict. And Moira is standing in the roomw th us again."

"I amwong in none of ny predictions,"” the trenbling George Hegedusis
the riddler jittered. "I amno | onger shackled, men, though it appears that |
am But | was an escape artist when | was in show business." Hegedusis stood
up, free of his shackles. "I had to study a bit to see the hidden hinge on the
encircling wi ndows, but | knew there had to be a hinged section."” Suddenly the
unshackl ed Hegedusi s was across the big room He swung out a narrow section of
the encircling glass. He stepped out. And he fell six stories. "God receive

hi s ghost," Frank Lanpi ste-Langa spoke with enotion. "But at |east we didn't
fling himout."

"Yes, | hung himout, but not with hands," Rol and-Robert spoke in a sort
of power rapture. "I killed him He didn't want to die but he foresaw it, and

| conmpelled it. And | inherited his father the Thunder. And his |osing the
power killed him"

"Maybe not," said the old bunko cop Karl Staripen. "Hegedusis was
possibly the finest practitioner in the world at the 'Fallen Angel' act. As an
aerialist, he would mss his trapeze and fall eighty feet. And the horrified
crowmd woul d believe that he was dead. And then, after a powerful and dramatic
interval, the 'Fallen Angel' would rise up fromthe sawdust and wal k out
painfully but triunphantly. He really knew how to fall. | think he renenbered
how to fall just now, either consciously or subconsciously."

"He | ooks dead enough," Rich Frank Lanpi ste-Langa coment ed, | ooking
down and still sobbing. "Fallen Angel, rise up again!" Rol and-Robert Langa
commanded in a |oud and rough voice. "W are onto your tricks. Rise up, and
slink away." And George Hegedusis did rise up, slowmy and torturously, like a
zonbie, fromthe flagstones bel ow the encircling wi ndows. He dragged hinself a
few feet, trenbling and seething with black despondency. "Wat will happen to
hi m now?" Frank Lanpi ste-Langa asked. "He can't live with the shame of his
| ost power."

"What will happen is what he predicted would happen,"” jeered
Rol and- Robert. "Hi s father the Thunder will cone and kill himpresently. And
his famly is already on the way here with propitiative nusic for his
funeral ." Men brought the dead body of the boy Caspar Lanpiste up into the big
roomthen. And on his dead face was the | ook of radiant happi ness. "You and
are cousi ns-cl oser-than-brothers,"” Rol and- Robert spoke softly to the dead boy.
"We pl edged that, whichever of us should die first, he would give one- seventh



of his soul to the other one. You have kept your pledge, Caspar. You have

yi el ded only six-sevenths of your soul to God. And you still have the seventh
portion tight in your hands for ne. Rel ease fromyour hands to mne now " And
t he dead boy, in sone fort of post-nortemrelaxation, did open his tightly

cl enched hands, and his brother-cousin did take sonething fromthem Then the
m en of dead Ca spar Lanpiste was conpletely peaceful. "And now, Fiddling
CGeorge Hegedusis nust not die in his mseries. He nust die in his powers,"

Rol and- Robert - of -t he- powers said. "H s |last prediction must cone true. H's
father must take himout of his shame and unhappi ness. Hi s shanme and

unhappi ness. But wait, wait, his father the Thunder is ny father now too."

"Do what you have to do, Rol and-Robert," the choked-up Frank
Lanmpi ste-Langa uttered, but his attention was on his dead son Caspar

"Ostrafil, O two-tined lightning!" Roland-Robert called out loudly is he
| ooked down on CGeorge Hegedusis col |l apsed agai nst a nearby ,tone fence,
perishing in his dejection. "Two-faced and doubl e-deal i ng |ightning, come and
kill him Come and get him and he will play the fiddle tonight during the
supper for all your high conpany in Nebos in Electric-C oud Land. One thing he
can do, lightning, is play the fiddle." There was a small thunder out of the
cl oudl ess sky, but the two-faced, two-pronged lightning did not strike yet.

"Ch go away, Moira!" Karl Staripen the bunko cop spoke sharply to the
ghostly lady. "There is one death, and there may be another. But death does
not happen in this roomitself. You are wong. Get out."

"Let her alone," weeping Frank Lanpi ste-Langa spoke hollowy.

"This is not an ordi nary person who asks this," Rol and-Robert was
railing up at the lightning-bolt that still withheld itself. "I am a Romany
man who has entered into ny powers at the present noment. | have subsunmed one
part of the soul of ny dead brother-cousin here, and now | am an enchanted
man. | own a Le Hot Sport autompbile, and there are only twelve of those
wonders in the world. I amLe Hot Sport in ny totenmc name, and there is only
one of such wonders as nyself in the world. My new fanily name is Langa or
"flane' and it is given to me to command. Conme down, cone down, Strafil the
doubl e l'i ghtning-thunder. Ch, surely there is a nore spaci ous place where
can revel in my new power! Ch, | want to go in ny power to that nore spacious
pl ace right now . Strike, two- faced Strafil, strike!" Then the doubl e-pronged
[ i ght ni ng-thunderbolt did come down. One Prong killed and crisped CGeorge
Hegedusi s as he sl unped against the stone fence in his dejection. And the
other prong canme right into the roomand killed the boy-nman
Robert-of -t he-powers. He died with a cry of delight, and fell across his dead
br ot her- cousin Caspar Lanpiste. Robert Langa had found a nore spacious place
where he could revel in his sport-styled powers.

"It was quite a short 'Days of Power' that he had," Karl Staripen the
bunko cop spoke sadly in a voice that was always |ike gravel.

"Are you satisfied, pernicious Mira thou ghost?" Frank Lanpi ste-Langa

asked tearfully. "I have seen you | ook several tinmes before. You snile that
treacherous smile, but you cry tears at the sane time. You tears should be
analyzed. | will inter Le Hot Sport in the same crypt with nmy son Caspar and
nmy nephew son Rol and- Robert. They can drive it forever in that Mre Spacious
Place. Oh, it'll roar and rev in there, and there will grow the | egend of

lively happenings in the crypt. Wat is that violin rmusic drifting in through
t he swung-out wi ndow section, Staripen?" Frank Lanpi ste-Langa was red-eyed and
he spoke with a curiously red and choki ng voi ce.

"It's the fam |y and nmourners of dead CGeorge Hegedusis, cone to take him
away with weeping and violin-playing," Karl said as he | ooked down. "And the
tune, it's our oldest tune, the everlastingly happy tune that we play at
bi rt hi ngs and weddi ngs and funerals, all of them It's 'The Gypsy Hangman',
Rich Frank."

"Ah yes. It's sad and happy at the same tine. | renenber now t hat George
Hegedusis did play it at nmy wedding twelve years ago. Now they will play it
for his funeral." And Rich Frank smled curiously and tapped the desk table
before himto the nusic. No Gypsy, whatever his straits, can conpletely resist



the happy lilt of "The Gypsy Hangman".
??



