"Tis the season once again, and if SF magazines don't quite lend themselves to
gala Christmas issues, it doesn't mean we're not having a spirited time here in the
office. Meanwhile, here's a story about the ultimate Christmas sell-out—Christmas
Eve in the Green Pastures Room of an orbiting nightclub, complete with baromat,
buxom angels and a new singing group called the Celestial Seven. Awful. Now
you'll have to pardon us; that red package the boy just placed on our desk turned
out to be Chivas, 12-years-old. Cheers!

KINGDOM COME, INC.
by Robert F. Young

FOR SOME REASON | FAIL TO neticethisguy until he comesinto the Seventh Heaven baromat,
which is strange, because during the early part of the evening | dways station mysdlf at the Pearly Gates
whenever ashuttleship comes up from Earth and greet the customers. That'swhy everybody cals me
Pete, when my red nameis Charley. It's strange al so because he isn't the sort of guy anybody would be
likely to overlook. Not only because he'stdl and thin and distinguished looking and has redl class, but
because hisfaceis so sad. Y ou never saw a man with such a sad face. It's as though he is convinced that
theworld is coming to an end and fed s sorry for everybody init, including himsdf.

He walks across the room and sits down on a stool not far from where | am leaning on the counter
talking to Henry the Hustler and, after aquick look over his shoulder, orders aglass of sarsaparilla. It's
thefirg time the baromat has ever had acall for such aconcoction, its banks of lights go on and off like
crazy, and it gppearsfor amoment that it is going to throw an dectronic fit, but findly it cdms down, and
the little window in front of the stranger opens up and the drink comes out. He iswearing aquiet gray
business suit which isalittle the worse for wear, ablack string tie, and plain black oxfords. Thereis
nothing fancy about him at al, but that's part of what | mean by red class. It's something you can't put
your finger on, but you can see it when it'sthere. I'm what you call adresser myself, and | wouldn't
dream of wearing atiethat didn't match my socks. But | never fool anybody, least of dl mysdf. | havea
full-length mirror in my suite, and every time | get dressed for my tour of duty, which starts at eight at
night and ends at fivein the morning, | take agood long look at myself, and dl | ever seeisa
spacec] ub-station manager who draws abig fat paycheck every week and who goesin for bourbon and
big blondes.

Anyway, it'sthisguy's classthat starts me to wondering what he is doing in a place like the Seventh
Heaven, because it makes him stand out from the rest of the customerslike aglass of champagneon a
barful of beers. Big Tony, | reflect, has seven Heavensworking for him up herein the sky, but Big Tony
doesn't own the sky, and there's nothing to stop somebody €l se from orbiting afew spaceclub stations of
their own. So maybe this guy isabhillionaire promoter who is doing alittle scouting around with theideain
mind of going into the Heaven businesshimself, and if heis, | better find out ahead of time.

So | walk down the counter to where heis Stting and introduce mysdf and say, "Welcome to the
Seventh Heaven Club. Will you do me the honor of having adrink on the house, seeing that thisisthe
first timeyou've ever visited our celestia establishment and seeing dso that there are only two more days
|eft before Chrismas?'

He says hisnameis Mike, and that no thanks, he doesn't care for another sarsaparillaright now. He
has a soft sad voice, and he brings out his words with an amost bell-like clearness. For some reason, |
take aliking to him right away. "Have you visited any of our other Heavens?' | ask politely.

"No," he says, shaking hishead, "thisisthefirst one I've entered to date.”

"Wadl, you'll never enter abetter one" | tel him. "Thisoneisthe best of thelot. That's becauseit was
built last. When you build something last you can profit from the mistakes you made before and work in a
lot of improvements you might not have thought of otherwise.”



"Yes, that'svery true.”

| am reasonably convinced by now that orbiting afew Heavens of hisown is asremote from Mike's
mind as the Andromeda galaxy isfrom Timbuktu and that heis visiting the Seventh Heaven for no other
reason than to get hismind off histroubles. So | ask, "Like meto show you around the place?"

"Why yes" hesays, "I'd be ddlighted."

| take him to the Green Pastures Room firgt. It's the second largest compartment in the space- club
gtation and when you step inside your first thought isthat you redly arein Heaven. The deck is covered
with wal-to-wall carpeting that looks and fedsand smells exactly like green grass. Thecellingis
perspectivized to look like ablue sky, and little white clouds suspended on invisible wires drift back and
forth in animaginary wind. Also, therésan artificia sunwhichisso cleverly perspectivized that it looks as
though itsamillion milesaway instead of only fifty feet. All four walls are covered with three-dimensiond
electro-muras which blend with the floor and the celling and make it seem as though the green grassand
the blue sky extend for miles and miles and miles on every side. In the distance you can see green hills
with cows grazing on them. | asked Big Tony once about the cows, saying that if | remembered right,
cows didn't go to Heaven, and he said, "Maybe not, but this happenstabe my Heaven, and if | want
cowsinit I'm going ta have them.”

The roulette tables and the cocktail lounges are painted green and appear to be part of the natural
scenery. All of the lounges are full when Mikeand | comein, and as usud the roulette tables are doing a
landdide business. The voices of the croupiers and the voices of the customers are pleasantly
backgrounded by taped music, and angels are running thisway and that, carrying trays of drinks. They're
not rea angdlss, of course, but 40-28-38 Big Tony girlswearing artificiad golden wings and not much ese.

Mike looks up at the sky. He stares at the green grass that seemsto spread out for miles and miles
and miles on every side. He glances Sdeways at the angels. He gapes a dl the guys and the girlslounging
in the cocktail lounges. He stares at the crowded roulette tables. "Gosh!" he says. And then, "No
wonder."

"No wonder what?' | ask.

Helooks a me with those sad blue eyes of hisand then looks away. "I—I guess|'d rather not talk
about it."

| can see, though, that he does want to talk about it, whatever it is, but | don't presshim. | find myself
liking him more and more by the minute. "Comeon,” | say, "I'll show you the Still Waters Room."

The Still Waters Room is the largest compartment in the space-club station. It's similar to the Green
Pastures Room except, as you'd naturaly expect, water playstheleading roleinstead of grass. There are
ponds and little lakes and brooks and winding streams and al of them are so clear and sparkling that just
to look at them is enough to make you want to go for aswim. That's what the guys and girls are doing
when Mikeand | comein. Oh, afew of them are Stting on the grassy banks, chug-a-lugging champagne
out of mini-magnums, but the mgjority dready have their clothes off and are frolicking in the H-Two-Oh.

Thereisabewildered expresson on Mike'sface. "Aren't—aren't they supposed to walk by them?'
he says.

| don't catch what he means at first. "Walk by what?' | ask.

"By the Still Waters. It doesn't seem quite appropriate for them to be ah —ah—"

"Oh, that," | say. "That'sameretechnicdity. The Still Waters are there—that'sthe main thing. If they
want to walk by them, they can, and if they want to horse around in them, they can do that too. It'sup to
them. So long asthey pay the tab, it makes no difference to Big Tony what they do."

"Big Tony?"

"He'sthewhed. Owns dl the seven Heavens. Red niceguy."”

A thoughtful look comesinto Mike's eyes, driving out some of the sadness. He glances over his
shoulder and then back at me. "Do—do you think—"

"Do | think what?"

"Oh, never mind," he says, and the sadness comes back. "It wasjust athought. I'd never make out

anyway."
| letit go a that. | have ahunch hell return to the subject before long, and I'm right. After | have



shown him the fun rooms and we are walking along the corridor that gives accessto the crew's quarters,
the main hub tube, the angel's rooms, my suite, the special suite set asde for Big Tony, and circles back
to the baromat, he throws a quick look over his shoulder and then saysto mein alow voice, "Do—do
you think Big Tony would give me ajob?'

Immediately | am al business. "Any experience?’ | ask.

"In—inaway."

We have reached the end of the corridor by thistime, and we enter the baromat and find two vacant
stools and sit down on them. | order a bourbon and water, and he orders asarsaparilla. "'In what way?" |
ask.

He takes anervous sp and sets his glass back down on the counter. "|—that is, my six brothers and
|—used to run a place analogous to thisone.”

"What do you mean—anaogousto it?"

"Likeit, and yet not likeit. But I've had considerable experience in the managerid line, and—"

| can contain my enthusiasm no longer. "Why, that'sgrest!" | tell him. "Big Tony'slooking for
someone to manage Heaven number 5. The guy managing it now can't adjust himself to centrifuga grav
and keeps getting spacesick dl the time and wantsto quit, and Big Tony said held let him just as soon as
he could find somebody to take his place.”

"Do—do you think he'd consder—"

"l don't see why not. Look, he's going to be here tomorrow night—every Christmas Eve he plays
Santa Clausin one of hisHeavens, and this Christmas Eveit's going to be this one, and helll arrive aday
early. So as soon as he shows, I'll speak to him about you and arrange an interview. That is, if you can
make it tomorrow night—"

"Can I!" There aretearsin the poor guy's eyes. But even though there is sadnessin them too, | can
seethat he has taken out anew lease on life. He even forgetsto look over his shoulder. "Pete, I'll never
forget you for thigd" he says. "Why, it'll belike old times, dmost. Back in harness again, with a place of
my own, and new customersto greet and take care of and—and—why Pete, you've made me whole
agan!”

His gratitude embarrasses me, especidly in view of the possibility that he may not get the job after al.
So | cdl over Pinky MacFarlane, who is one of the hostess angels we keep on hand to entertain the stag
customers, and introduce him to her, thinking that an angdl isjust what he needsto rdlax him. Then |
excuse mysdlf, saying that | have to go over the books, and retire to my office.

When | return to the baromat a couple of hours later, Mikeisgone, so | naturally assume that he and
Pinky have discovered some mutud interests and are sojourning in one of the fun rooms. Then who
should come up to me but Pinky hersdf, dl alone and carrying abig chip on her shoulder. Y ou've got
your nerve," she says, "saddling me with ayech like that! Whered you find him—living on an asteroid?"

Thisenrages me. "Isthisthe thanks | get for introducing you to area gentleman for a change and
providing you with an opportunity to better yoursdf culturdly?' | ask. "Whereis he now?"

"I don't know where heis,” Pinky says, "and | don't care. He didn't even offer to buy me adrink
—hejus sat there sipping that yechy sarsaparillaof hisand staring a my wings. And when | said,
'What's the matter—don't you approve of my pinions?, he said, 'I'm sorry, Miss MacFarlane—I didn't
mean to be rude. It'sjust that I'm having a hard time adjusting mysdlf to some of the more litera aspects
of thisnew order of things' So | ast him, 'What's new about a girl wearing wings? Us Big Tony girls have
been wearing them ever since Heaven number 1 opened up, and—""

"Never mind dl that,” | interrupt her. "Just tell me where hewent.”

"| told you, | don't know. | talked him into going to the G.P. Room, thinking maybe he'd loosen up
with some of hisLBJs, but we never got there. While we were passing the Pearly Gates, he dropped
behind me, and when | looked around, he was gone."

"Probably took an early shuttle-ship back to Earth," | muse doud. "Helooked kind of tired."

"But there weren't any shuttle-shipsin the boat bay. | know, because | looked."

"Probably the one he took had aready pulled out.”

Thismust be the case, because | see no more of him that night. By thetimel turnin at 5:00 A.M. |



have pretty much forgotten al about him, but I remember him right away when Big Tony comesinto my
auite late that afternoon while | am eating breskfast. "Big Tony," | say, "I've got just the man for that
number 5 spot of yours," and | tell him thewhole story.

"Sure, Pete," he says, after | finish. "I'll talk tahim. Y ou bring him intamy soot just as soon ashe
showsup.”

Mike arrives on the 8:15 shuttleship, but it'slike the night before: even though | am Stationed at the
Pearly Gates to welcome the customers, | don't see him till afterwards when he walks into the baromat. |
cantell that he'sreal nervous, because he keeps glancing over his shoulder every other step he takes.
"What did Big Tony say, Pete?' he asksin alow voice, joining me at the counter where | am keeping
company with abig blond angd named Doris. "Will he see me?’

"Takeit easy, Mike," | say. "Y ou've got yoursdlf al worked up over nothing. Come on—I'll take you
tohim."

Big Tony isin hisdining room eating dinner. He waves usinto two chairs with what's|eft of aleg of
lamb. Thetableis spread with squab, lobster, pheasant, duck, suckling pig, sweetbreads, smoked
whitefish, ved cutlets, grapes, oranges, tangerines, apples, corn-on-the-cob, asparagus, rolls, butter, and
sundry other items. It isalargetable, but Big Tony makesit seem small. That's because he's such abig
man. Sometimes after ameal he goes as high as 550 pounds. Hisfaceisrea broad, but the flesh doesn't
sag theway you'd think it would. That's because he's still young yet.

Whenever hetaks, hisface takes on akind of glow. Some people say that thisis because there'sa
film of sweat covering it. But | know better. The glow comesfrominsde. It's asthough therésabig
bonfire burning in him that he hasto keep refuding dl the time and as though the glow from it comes right
through hisskin. Let metdl you, it takes abig man like Big Tony with abig bonfire burningin himto
create seven Heavens and hang them up in the sky.

"SothisisMike," he says, spearing asquab with hisfork. " Pete here says you used to run a place of
your own. That right?’

"Yesdr," Mikesays. "That is, | used to help run one. Last week, my six brothersand | decided to
get out, and we did."

"Why?"

"Because business had fallen off to apoint where it was no longer practical for usto stay. Oh, there's
gtill our old customers, of course, but they don't need us any more.”

"Wha medeit fal off?"

Mike shiftsuneasly in hischair. "|—I guessit was our entry fee that was mogtly to blame. Eveninthe
beginning, people found it pretty steep. But just the same alot of them paid it, and we couldn't have
lowered it in any case. When things started to go bad, we thought that what with the population explosion
and the demand for higher and higher education that they'd pick up again. But they didn't. They just got
worse and worse and worse, and finally my brothers and | looked redlity in the face and got out.”

Big Tony isworking on the drumstick of aduck. "What makes you think you could show a profit on
one of my places when you couldn't show aprofit on your own?”

"Why, | hadn't thought about it in exactly that way, sir. But | fed certain | could succeed.”

"A feding an't enough.” Big Tony begins gesturing with hisfork. "Y ou failed once—youll fail again.
And tell you why. Y ou don't know the three golden rules. I'll tell them tayou but it won't do no good,
because you won't go by them. Y ou can't go by them, because you're built upside down. Here they
are—ligen. One: give people what they redly want. Tahell with what they say they want and tahell with
what they pretend they want and ta hell with what you think they should want. Give them what they
really want. Two: priceit low enough so they can afford it and high enough so that they'll think it's
something specid. Three: make surethey can seeit, fed it, and smdl it. If they can't, they won't buy it.
Theworldisfull of busnessmen who failed just because they couldn't follow those three smplerules.

Y ou expect me ta hire abusinessman like that ta manage one of my space-clubs?'

"But Big Tony," | butt in, "Mike needs ajob and—"

Big Tony looks at mewith apained expresson on hisface. "Did | say | wasn't going to givehim
one?' he asks.



"No-no, you didn't, but—"

"Like you told me, Pete, thisguy'sgot redl class. I'd have rocksin my head the size of asteroidsif |
didn't know just by looking at him that 1'd get my money'sworth eveniif | hired him just tawak around
the place and do nothing. He's window dressing—red window dressing. But I'd have even bigger rocks
inmy head if | made amanager out of him, because manage, he can't." Big Tony looks at Mike. "What
can you do?' he asks.

Mike throws aquick glance over hisshoulder. "I—I can sing alittle" he says. "Hymns and carols and
suff likethet."

Big Tony winces, but he's game. "Okay—Iet's hear something.”

Mike getsto hisfeet. He throws another quick glance over his shoulder, then he clears his throat.
"Thisonescdled In the Garden,” he says, and lets|oose with the sweetest, most heavenly, Irish tenor
you have ever heard indl your life.

Big Tony sits spellbound till the hymn isfinished. Sodo |. Then Big Tony says, "Holy Mackerdl!"

"I'm afraid | don't do very well, just by mysdlf," Mike says gpologeticaly. ™Y ou see, I'm used to
working with my brothers. Gabe, he plays the trumpet, while Raf and the rest of us sing. We've never
performed in public, though, and—"

"They dng likethat, too?' Big Tony asksincreduloudy.

"Wdl no, not exactly. Actualy, Raf stands head and shoulders above therest of usinthesinging
department. He—"

"Areyour brotherslooking for ajob, too?!

"Oh yes—they're as desperate for oneas| am. Y ou see—"

"Well tell them they're hired,” Big Tony says. "Tdl them they start tomorrow night." He turnsto me.
"Doyou seeit, Pete?!

| don't yet—not quite—but | am beginning to. "l am beginning to, Big Tony," | say.

He pops abunch of grapesinto his mouth and starts pedling an orange. His eyes are shining, but the
effect ismarred by the folds of fat that surround them. " The Green Pastures Room," he says. "Tomorrow
night. Christmas Eve. That'swhen well launch them. With carals. It'sanatura. Do you seeit, Pete—do
you seeit?"

| have the picture now. "Well build aspecid platform for them,” | say excitedly. "A stage. Right next
to where we're going to put the Chrissmastree. And well spring them asa surprise.”

"Hal Well do better than that. WEll put themon TV. I'll buy thetime. | don't care how much it costs.
WEell let the whole world know what it's like to go to Seventh Heaven, Well show them we've got class
up here—redl class. And after Chrismaswell get Mike and his brothers working on some modern
numbers and start rotating them between the spaceclubs . . . How big a Christmastree you order,

Pete?'

"A twenty-foot spruce.”

"Get abigger one. The bigger the better. There'sroom enough for aforty-footer, easy.”

"Right, Big Tony. I'll have the angelstrim it tomorrow afternoon. And I'll fix up Mike and his brothers
with some costumes with wings.”

"Big golden ones,”" Big . Tony says. "The bigger the better. And have the crew retract the hull above
the celling so the stars can shine through the sky . . . were you going to say something, Mike? Y ou're
getting athousand aweek to start, you know."

"|—I wasjust clearing my throat,” Mike says.

"Good," saysBig Tony. "It'sdl set then. Take care of everything, Pete.”

Wl | want to tell you, I am abusy man for the next twenty-four hours. First thereis the TV timeto
arangefor. Thistakesalong stint on the station-to-Earth phone and requires all my ingenuity and
persuasive powers, but findly | land a prime-time 9:30-10:00 spot on amagjor network for the following
evening. Thenthereare my regular dutiesto keep mejumping till five o'clock in the morning, a which
timel goto bed. But | don't deep long, because Mike and his six brothers show up at eleven o'clock
when no shuttleship is supposed to be scheduled and barge into my bedroom and wake me up. His Six
brotherslook and act alot like him. All of them have the same sadnessin their eyesand dl of them keep



glancing over their shoulders every two or three minutes. | set up arehearsd for themin Big Tony's suite,
and when Big Tony and | hear those Six heavenly voices and that out-of-this-world trumpet, we know
we've got it made.

| get Earth on the line again and change the Christmas-tree order from atwenty to aforty-footer.
Then | superintend building astage for the Cdestid Seven, which isthe name Big Tony and | have
agreed upon for the saven brothers. When the tree arrives on the two-o'clock shuttle, | superintend
putting it up and afterwards | supervise the angelswhile they are trimming it. Then | have to superintend
the decorating of the Green Pastures Room. Then | have to get hold of the spaceclub tailor and have him
let out Big Tony's Santa Claus suit, which for some reason has shrunk since last Christmas. Then | have
to console Pinky MacFarlane, who has been eavesdropping at the door of Big Tony's suite where the
Celegtial Seven are dtill rehearsing, and talk her out of jettisoning herself because she feel's so bad about
the terrible things she said about Mike before she knew what a heavenly voice he has. Then | haveto get
hold of the station's maintenance crew and put them to work retracting the hull above the G.P. Room
ceiling, which, after you disconnect the perspectivization field, turn out the sun, and take down the clouds,
islittle more than aconcave glass dab.

Then | have to choose a costume from among the severa which the station's couturier suggests for
the Celegtid Seven, and talk them into having themsdlvesfitted, which for some reason they are reluctant
to do. Then | have to check the automatic kitchen and the baromat to see that they are in good working
order and are wdll supplied with the staffs of life. Then | haveto arbitrate an argument which arises
among the angels over which of them is going to turn the Chrisgmas-tree lights on. | want to tell you,
managing aHeaven can be an awful headache sometimes.

But a last everything isal set. The stage has been built, the tree has been trimmed, thelights have
been turned on, the angel's have stopped arguing, the hull above the G.P. Room celling has been
retracted, Big Tony has squeezed into his Santa Claus suit, the Celestial Seven have gotten into their
costumes, the baromat has been oiled, the mistletoe has been hung, the Pearly Gates have been polished,
Peace isthe password, and we are dl ready to hum.

The TV crew show up at 7:30, accompanied by the professonal pitchman who is going to announce
the show, and get their gear into place. The customers begin arriving at 8:15. | greet them at the Pearly
Gates, wearing anew azure suit for the occasion, and a new commodore's cap. Shuttleship after
shuttleship pullsin, and people pour into the baromat and the Green Pastures Room, and spill over into
the Still Waters Room—those of them, that is, who have had al the Christmas cheer they can hold for
the moment and wish to work some of it off. By nine o'clock we are so packed we couldn't take another
soul on board if we had to.

| adjourn to the Green Pastures Room and make my way through the customers and the angelsand
the roul ette tables to the lounge where Big Tony isSitting in his Santa Claus suit with an angel on each
knee. | squeeze in between him and hisbag, which isfilled with mini-magnums of champagne which he
will pass out a midnight. There are red-and-green lamps on al the tables, but the main source of light is
the stars. They hang in the sky like candles, and the dow spinning of the spaceclub station makesit seem
asthough they are drifting by of their own free will. A wedge of Earth gppears and for awhile the green
coastline of North Americaisvisible, bounded by the blueness of the Pacific Ocean; then thewedgeis
gone, and stars have taken its place.

At 9:25the TV pitchman comes over to the lounge and taps me on the shoulder. The time has come.
| snap my fingers, and the taped music that has been providing abackground for the proceedings goes
off, and aninbuilt lensin the glass celling focuses the starlight on the stage. The Celegtid Seven move out
of the shadows and step up into the circle of light, and the TV cameras advance on their dollies. Presently
the pitchman stepsin front of the Seven and raises his hand for silence. We are ontheair.

He gives a short speech about the Seventh Heaven Club, bragging it to the skies and saying that
people don't know what true blissis until they enter its Pearly Gates. Then he brags up the six other
Heavens, and then he brags up the proprietor. While heis doing so, one of the TV camerasrolls over to
our lounge and focusesits glassy eye on Big Tony in his Santa Claus suit and on the two angels Sitting on
hisknees. "And now," concludesthe pitchman, "1 will introduce without further preamble anew singing



group caled the Ceedtid Seven, who will regde you with Christmas carolsin honor of the festive
Season.”

Heretiresinto the shadows and the Celestial Seven are done on the stage. | can seethat they are
nervous, but | can also see that they are determined to go through with the performance and bring it off
with abang. The costumes| have chosen for them are blue and silver and covered with iridescent
sequins, and are they ever terrific! And those big golden wings! Not everybody can wear wings. Mysdlf,
for ingtance. They do nothing for me at dl. But on Mike and his brothers, they look like they belong.

Gabe raises his trumpet and cutsloose with abeautiful lick, and it'slike Bix Beiderbecke and Bunny
Berrigan and Louie Armstrong all rolled into one. The six heavenly voices arelifted to the stars. . .
"S-i-lent night, ho-oly night, all iscalm, all isbright” ... The Chrigmastreeislikeabig bright
bonfire. It makes me think of the big bonfire that burnsin Big Tony and provides him with the energy he
needsto carry on hiswork, and | feel adeep sense of pride that | am one of hismanagers. . . "See-eep
in heavenly peace—See-eep in heavenly peace” . . . A bigtear rollsdown Big Tony's painted cheek
and splashes on hisfur collar.

The heavenly voices are lifted again. And again and again. It Came Upon the Midnight Clear . . .
The First Nowell . . . Joy to the World! . .. O Come, All Ye Faithful . . . Angels, from the Realms of
Glory...What ChildisThis?. ..

They save Hark! the Herald Angels Sing till thelast

"Hark! the herald angels sing,

Glory to the new-born King'—" | don't know what makes me glance up at the stars, but | do. And
| seethis great big UFO hovering above the station. At least | think itisa UFO. It is shaped likea
gigantic finger, and the finger is pointing straight down at the stage. The Celetia Seven seeit dso, and
Gabe's trumpet gives a despairing squawk, and the six heavenly voices gurgle and die out. By thistime
everybody e se has seen the finger, and the Green Pastures Room is silent as degth.

Suddenly somebody beginsto scream. ItisMike. Heis staring up at the pointing finger and frantically
waving hisarms. "No! No!" he cries. "Y ou don't understand! We had to do what we did. We couldn't
compete any longer. Only foolsfight on when the battleislost. At least thisway well do some good. At
least thisway—"

Thisbolt of brightness shoots out of the pointing finger then, and stabs down and bathes the stage
and the Celestid Seven with the most hellish radiance you ever saw inyour life. The Cdestia Seven turn
red. Then orange. Then yellow. Then green. Then blue. Thenindigo. Then violet. And then the bolt is
gone and so isthe pointing finger, and Mike and his six brothers are lying motionlessy on the stage.

| get to them first. Mikeisthe only oneleft dive. | pillow hishead on my knee. "Mike, Mike" | say.

Helooks up a me, but his eyes don't focus on me. It's asthough he'slooking right through me. "'l
never thought it would end likethis™ he says.

"Y ou never thought what would end like this?" | ask.

"Armageddon,” he says, and dies.

Now | ask you, what does he mean by that?



