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Messrs. Pronzini and Malzberg — like most of us — have
apparently been irritated by a certain change of emphasis on
the sports pages. The result is this small gem of mordant

extrapolation.

On Account of Darkness

by BARRY N. MALZBERG and BILL PRONZINI

So I took the Holographic Mag-
nifier and the stick figures over to
the Agency, talked myself past
three secretaries, paid my one hour
of humiliation waiting in the out-
side offices, and finally got into
Evers’ office. “I’ve got some terrific
stuff here,” I said, pulling it out of
the case and laying it in front of
him. “Jackie Robinson, the Duke,
the Babe, the Splendid Splinter, a
hundred more. A veritable Coop-
erstown of the mind.”

“What’s a Cooperstown?”’ he
said.

“It was a famous museum
where the uniforms and memora-
bilia of the greats were kept,” 1
said. “Not that it matters. What
matters is this: I can let you have
the holographic stuff at a very rea-
sonable price. Very reasonable.”

“Football,” Evers said. ‘*“There’s
no market for football anymore.”

“This isn’t football, it’s base-
ball. Football was a contact sport of

the twentieth century; baseball,
purely of American origin, was
played with a small round ball and
a long thin piece of timber called a
bat —"

“I'm not interested,” Evers said.
“Nothing personal, it’s just that we
have lots of problems here. The
whole question of entertainment...”
He shrugged.

“Well, I can appreciate the
range of your problems,” I said.
“But what I've got here is really
something special. Suppose I just
give you a little demonstration?”’

Evers yawned.

*‘Oh, come on,” I'said. ‘*“You let
me in here, you let me get this far,
you know you’re a little interested
already.” I gave him an ingratiat-
ing smile. “Did you know there was
a baseball player called Evers who
was very famous in the early part of
the twentieth century? A second
baseman for the Chicago Cubs.
Tinkers to Evers to Chance — that
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was this legendary double-play
combination —"

“What'’s a Chicago Cub?”’ Evers
said.

The trouble with the people at
the Agency is that they are efficient
but they have little historical sense.
Historicity? Historicalness? They
are extremely good on details, and
they certainly know what will sell
along the range of available tech-
niques, but their grasp of specifics
is limited. Not that I hold this
against them, of course. They’re
only trying todo a job.

I began to set up the Magnifier,
working with it until it hummed
and glowed and vibrated on Evers’
desk. He looked at it in a bored way
and didn’t look at me at all. So I
said, “‘For that matter, there was a
Hoot Evers who played for the
Detroit Tigers, an outfielder in the
1950s. Hoot wasn’t his real name,
but that was what they called him. I
think his real name was Charles.”

“What’s a Detroit?”’ Evers
asked.

I concealed a sigh, setting up
certain figures which I had prese-
lected. Then I set the Magnifier for
one-tenth life-size and hit the but-
ton, and the room was suddenly
filled with heat and light and those
strange smells that are supposed to
be grass and peanuts and hot dogs.
The ballplayers in their uniforms
darting all over the office, like
energetic little animals.

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

“Look at this,” I said. *“Nation-
al League All-Stars of the middle
twentieth century versus the great-
est single team in baseball history,
the 1927 New York Yankees. Yank-
ees are the home team, so they’re in
the field first. The pitcher is Herb
Pennock, Lou Gehrig is on first,
Tony Lazzeri is at second...”

I went on to give him the
line-ups. He didn’t seem to be lis-
tening, but he had one eye cocked
on Jackie Robinson striding up to
the plate to lead off the game.
“What’s the object of all this,
anyway?” he said.

“Well, the batter has to use the
stick in his hands to hit the ball out
of range of the fielders. If he does
that, or if the pitcher misses that
plate-shaped target, the batter is
allowed to take one or more bases.
Four bases constitute a run, and
the team with the most runs at the
end of the game —”’

Evers raised a hand. ‘“That’s
enough,”” he said, but he still had
the one eye cocked on Robinson.

So I launched into a play-by-
play, a technique which I have de-
veloped in the classic sense. Robin-
son hit Pennock’s third pitch and
grounded out to Koenig at short,
and then Bobby Thompson took a
called third strike. The next batter
was Ted Kluzewski.

“This is pretty clever stuff,”
Evers said in a grudging way. He
had both eyes on the game now.
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“I’ve got to admit that.”

“Oh, it’s very clever,” I said.
“You can really get absorbed in it,
you kow. One thing you should
keep in mind is that this is only a
one-tenth magnification here; you
can imagine what the game is like
when you lay it out in a convention-
ally sized stadium.”

“I suppose so. But I still don’t
see the point of it all.”

“Entertainment,” I said. “Ab-
straction. Hundreds of years ago
people used to obtain amusement
watching these baseball games.”

“But why?"’

““Aesthetics,” I said vaguely.

“How come you’re so.familiar
with the subject?”’

“l have a background. My
great-great-grandfather worked for
the last commissioner’s office, and
all of this was passed down through
the family. A kind of heritage. And
a hobby too.”

*““A strange hobby.”

“Each to his own.”

“Mmm,” Evers said.

Kluzewski hit a ground ball
between first and second for a
single; Ruth tossed the ball back in
to Lazzeri. “Next batter is Stan
Musial,” I said. “‘He might have
been the best batter in his division
during his time. Note the very un-
usual position he takes; that’s the
famous Musial Crouch. He’s vir-
tually batting on his knees as you
cansee.”

Evers didn’t say anything.

Musial, a first-ball hitter if ever
there was one, sent a towering fly
ball to right center that Earle
Combs couldn’t quite reach. The
translucent ball bounced off the
wall, rolled back to the infield; Laz-
zeri scooped it up and fired it to the
catcher, Benny Bengough, holding
Kluzewski at third and Musial at
second.

“That was a typical Musial
double,” I said.

Evers said, “I think I'm losing
interest. This may be clever stuff,
but it doesn’t entertain or amuse
me at all.”

“You haven’t seen enough of it
yet,”’ I said as Willie Mays came up
and popped the first pitch up to
Koenig at short. ‘“Now the teams
switch places and the Yankees
come to bat —"’

“I’m just not interested,” Evers
said. ‘“Turn it off.”

I hesitated, but I could see that
it was hopeless; sometimes you can
press the point and sometimes you
dare not. So much in this business
is a matter of timing. I turned off
the Magnifier, began to gather it
and the stick figures together.

“The thing is,” Evers said,
*“there’s no real audience for it. I
can see the elements of diversion, of
course, but there just aren’t enough
of them.”

I said nothing. There is a time
to talk and then there is a time not
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to talk, and off this great balance
wheel are conducted all relation-
ships and dealings.

“1 suppose,” Evers said, “‘that
we might be able to do a little some-
thing with it in the Outlying Dis-
tricts. But then again, it would
hardly repay our investment. Vis-
uals are a tricky commodity, you
know.”

A certain feeling of revulsion
and pain began to work in me then.
I had held it well down throughout
this meeting, but it comes at odd
moments, in little layers and surges
of feeling. I seemed to see myself in
ten other offices like Evers, past
and present, at the mercy of people
like him who understood very little
and yet, somehow, controlled every-
thing; I seemed to see myself
getting older, beginning to die in
stages, while the batteries in the
Holographic Magnifier lost power
and the figures of the great baseball

_players lost definition and finally
faded altogether....

I had to say something then. So
Isaid, ““All right, I'll be going now;
if you don’t understand, I can’t
make you understand. You'll just
never know, that’s all, what a
beautiful game it was.” I turned
and started for the door.

“Wait a minute now,” Evers
said.

I pivoted back toward him.
“What?”

Evers cleared his throat. I said

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

there was very little in it, but, still
and all, there might be something
worthwhile. We might be able to
convert it into an amusement for
the juveniles, for example. Or
there’s the possibility of an exhibit
over in the Central District of
minor artifacts that we’re planning
to open.” He fixed me with shrewd,
veiled eyes. “We might be able to
make a small bid, after all.”

“How small?”’

“Fifteen,” he said.

“That’s ridiculous. This is base-
ball, all of baseball.”’

“Nobody knows what baseball
is. I didn’t; I stilldon’t.”

“It’s something beautiful, some-
thing irreplaceable ...”

‘“Seventeen,”  Evers
“That’s my final offer.”

“I’ve got to have twenty-five.”

“Not from us.”

“Twenty-two then. 1 have ex-
penses to cover.”

“Eighteen — but that’s it. Yes
or no? I'll have to put it on the Ter-
minals right away.”

“Eighteen,” 1 said. ‘‘Listen,
you're talking about an entire way
of life for hundreds of thousands of

said.

people —”’
“Good-by,” Evers said.
“Now wait —"’

“Eighteen, or good-by.”

The pain and revulsion deepen-
ed within me, but I said, “All
right. All right. But I’m giving you
my whole life here; I'm giving you
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hundreds of thousands of lives.”
“We’ll program the eighteen
in,” he said. “You can get a Verifi-
catory from my secretary.” He
stood up. “It’s been a pleasure
having you and your quaint little
pastime here, but now, if you don’t
mind ...”
He didn’t offer his hand; he just
looked away, dismissing me. So I
took one last look at the Magnifier
and the stick figures, and then I
went out of there and took a rail-
cab to my cubicle. Outside, the sky
was just beginning to darken; night
was coming on.

And the game is over, I thought.
But then, if you wanted to look at it
another way, they’d have called it
anyway in the old days. On account
of darkness. Called on account of
darkness.

Then, still filled with pain, I sat
down and went through my mater-
ials and tried to figure out the best
places to unload hockey, basket-
ball, and horse racing.
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For a little while, now, let’s take
science fiction seriously.

Every so often, somebody says
that, and. then goes on to state a
series of special premises which,
each gently leading the next, take
the sweet little lady firmly by the
elbow and hustle her off across the
street into some neighborhood
where she may not have wanted to
go.

I find plenty of that, for in-
stance, among the material col-
lected in Turning Points, “Essays
on the Art of Science Fiction,”
edited by Damon Knight. H. Bruce
Franklin, writing on “Science Fic-
tion Before Gernsback,” concludes
with
But those who find science
fiction ‘sub-literary’ fail to see
that ... (as) a different kind of
literature from realistic fiction,
science fiction demands a dif-
ferent kind of reading.

For another instance, Robert A.
Heinlein, writing on “‘Science Fic-
tion: its Nature, Faults and Vir-
tues,” says

... to that extent to which sci-
ence fiction influences its
readers toward greater know-
ledge, more independence of
thought, and wider intellectual
horizons, it serves its prime
function.

Kingsley Amis, in “The Situa-

ALGIS BUDRYS

Books

Turning Points, Damon Knight,
Ed., Harper & Row, $12.50

Michaelmas, by Algis Budrys,
Putnam, $7.95

The Best of Edmond Hamilton,
Leigh Brackett, Ed., Del Rey
Books, $1.95

b 4700/ AN (L0 AL AACALLALI L LALUACTLRED

/,,
B

N\




BOOKS

tion Today,” a chapter extracted
from New Maps of Hell, in which
today was 1960, includes an appar-
ently historical note:
... (in 1926) Gernsback was
able to found the first journal
exclusively dedicated to sci-
ence fiction, Amazing Stories,
which is still with us.

And so on. There are 23 inclu-
sions in all, plus an introduction,
and a total of 21 different voices,
some of which speak more than
once in more than one context. Not
all the contributions are formal
essays; some are transcripts of
convention speeches, or reproduced
discussions, and they range in age
from 1947 — Heinlein’s article ““On
the Writing of Speculative Fiction”
from Of Worlds Beyond* — up
through the new Knight material
here. What Knight has done is
collect a splendid cross-section re-
presenting just about all the major
kinds of serious thought that have
been devoted to SF since World
War II. 1947, and Eshbach, repre-
sent the emergence of earnest if not
always impeccable consideration

*4 slim but powerful symposium on
SF, published by Fantasy Press. Lloyd
Arthur Eshbach, Ed. The other contri-
butors were of equal stature in the field
at that time. As far as I know, this was
the first such volume that might actual-
Iy have reached the libraries and influ-
enced the general public to any appre-
ciable extent.
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of SF. In the 30 years elapsed since
then, we have piled up an amor-
phous body of scholarship at vari-
ous levels of sophistication, and all
those levels are at least hinted at in
Turning Points.

Knight is and always has been
an eclectic. He isn’t, and never has
been, an energetic champion of any
particular theoretical point of view.
He lays the pieces before us, and
from then on it’s up to us to
evaluate their various merits. He
makes that plain in his introduc-
tion, and he scatters small correc-
tions and objections of his own
throughout the book. These are
couched as statements of fact, and
statements of fact they are, but the
salutary effect is to keep the reader
reminded that Jove nods. Not every-
one reads introductions, however,
and many people tend to think that
if an editor has filled a basket, he
has done so because he wants to
swallow the contents whole and is
recommending something similar
to his readers. Not so. What he
wants you to do in this case is
sample and think.

OK, I have thought. Professor
Franklin, how can fiction be “real-
istic?”” Oh, you mean it represents
reality. In that case, what does
science fiction represent? Insanity?
Superstition? (If those are two
different things.) What about
“realistic fiction” written by fana-
tics or lobbyists? No, I think I’ll
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take a rain check on the idea that
science fiction is essentially differ-
ent from any other kind of fiction.
One of these days, you’ll find me
counterproposing in greater detail;
then we can hand-wrestle about it.

Bob, the “knowledge” in a story
is filtered through the author, and
usually represents research but not
direct experience on his part. But
where the author states objective
intellectual facts he himself has
determined in his role as say, an
anthropologist or a physicist, he is
unlikely to state objectively. Look-
ing about me at the SF scene today,
I find a great deal of re-statement
of the sort of “truth’ and attitude
that has existed at the under-
graduate level since colleges were
invented, and which postgraduates
then have to unlearn and re-
examine.

I find that SF has, in one of its
most articulate parts, become a
repository for sophistry, shibboleth,
and superficiality. This seems to
have been an evolutionary out-
growth of, and is certainly the most
fervent espousal of, the idea that
fiction of any kind has a function
beyond entertainment, and that
science fiction has some sort of
special mission. Now that appreci-
able time has passed since you

"made your statement, in the 1959
The Science Fiction Novel (Advent:
Publishers), have you re-evaluated
your view?

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

Kingsley, even in 1960 Amazing
Stories was simply the logotype of
the successor to the successor to the
successor, bearing no relation to
the policies and philosophies of its
founder, who published something
he called ‘“scientifiction.” That
technotional sub-genre is as dead
as Air Wonder Stories and Science
Fiction Plus, and was, in every
instance, a prompt commercial
failure. ~ Campbell  developed
‘“superscience’” as an author, and
“*science fiction” as an editor, but
the development was multiplex, not
linear. Although Astounding pub-
lished some stories which might be
regarded as Gernsbackian, Camp-
bell’s major accomplishment in
that sub-genre was to develop Hal
Clement, who made the key step of
substituting genuine scientific ex-
trapolation for Gernsback’s pop-
science consumer technology. In
other words, at the instant Clement
was born, “scientifiction” died as
an art, having long perished as an
attraction to more than a narrow
spectrum of readers.

Healy and McComas were
about the first to assert, in their
introductory material to the heavily
influential Adventures in Time and
Space anthology,* that there was
true linearity from Gernsback to
Campbell. They had to do that, if
there was going to be an *“old

*Random House, 1948
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science fiction” to validate their
coining of the terms ‘“modern
science fiction” and ““Golden Age”
as synonymous with Campbellian-
ism. But there is no more true
linearity there than there is in the
weathervaning and erratic trans-
mogrification that have marked
Amazing’s history as a commercial
property. Astounding was more
descended from the fact that it
could survive only by deviating
from the Gernsbackian model than
it was from any attempt at emula-
tion.

And those are only three pre-
liminary responses arising from my
leafing back through the book, I
swear to you at something very
much like random. There are
plenty of instances in my notes, but
the book is so full of room for
debate that you can close your eyes
and put your finger on one in nearly
every paragraph.

The moment you start talking
theory in this field, or try to present
its history, you’re in trouble. The
history is rotten; most of it is oral
tradition, gossip, and the special
pleading of hindsight. A lot of it is
error crowned. I think Knight is
trying to show us that, among other
things. Of course, I would like him
to show us that, because I think it
can be shown. I have my own
theories, and my own view of the
history, you see.

There is plenty of directly useful
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material in the book, too —
Richard McKenna’s “Journey With
a Little Man,” which every would-
be writer must read; Poul Ander-
son’s ‘“How to Build a Planet;”
Milton Rothman’s contribution to
“Scientists in SF: a Debate,” which
stands in sharp contrast to the
amazing assertions of Philip- R.
Geffe. But if you wanted to save
just eleven pages, that would be
Knight’'s essay on “Writing and
Selling Science Fiction.” When we
start talking nuts and bolts, we're
confident and helpful, and none so
helpful as Knight.

Sometimes I get asked, after
publishing a 1500-word review of
something, why I didn’t say
whether I liked it. Let me assure
you, unless I'm obviously in one of
my sarcastic moods, if I spent 1500
words on it, I like it. More import-
ant, I thought about it, and I think
you would be glad you did, too. Go
buy it.

I spent 80,000 words on some-
thing a while ago. I have written
you and me a book called Michael-
mas. When it appeared here in
abridged form as a two-part serial,
some members of the Science Fic-
tion Writers of America were good
enough to propose it for a Nebula
nomination last year. I withdrew it
because while I had done the
cutting myself, and was pleased
with the conscientiousness that Ed
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Ferman and his production staff
brought to it, 45,000 words is not
the same as what Putnam’s has
published now.

I also considered asking some-
one else to review it. But I think the
strain on a guest reviewer makes
the result awkward. Instead, I'm
just going to talk to you about our
story.

It’s about Laurent Michaelmas,
who has appeared as a subsidiary
character in several other stories in
his role as the world’s leading
newsman during the last years of
this century. As such, he was
someone you saw but whose think-
ing you didn’t know. Michaelmas is
told from the inside, and now you
can see he actually is the manager
of the world. Not the ruler. Because
he lives at the height of the
communication revolution, and has
access to every bit of transmitted or
stored data in major sectors of the
world, he is someone who can
detect major and monor defalca-
tions as soon as they occur. He can
expose them subtly, or store up the
knowledge for use against future
need, and he can do that without
blowing his cover.

Telling a convincing story about
a man in such a position has always
been a technically difficult task. If
you propose omniscierice and omni-
potence for the leading character,
how can he ever be seriously
troubled? And how could he realis-
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tically keep track of all the inputs
without going insane?

Fortunately for me as a writer,
communications technology and
the social use of modern data
processing have made this story
artistically possible at last, or so I
think. It seems to me that if
someone had begun early enough to
surreptitiously and systematically
invade the world’s data-transmis-
sion networks with that purpose in
mind — in the early 1970s, say, and
then kept up the process — he
could by, say, 1990, achieve what
Michaelmas has done.

And given the nature of what
computer art can be expected to
attain shortly, he would have both
an effective tool and one capable of
preventing his organic brain from
becoming overloaded with uneval-
uated data, as well as of answering
his phone when he wanted to
prepare a decent meal for himself.
It also seems to me — and Carl
Sagan appears to be validating this
thought with certain passages in
The Dragons of Eden* — that

*Doctor Sagan's help with an aspect of
Michaelmas is acknowledged in an
Author's Note. However, our conversa-
tion had nothing to do with computers.
This more recent development is a
coincidence on both sides. Oscar Wilde
said that Nature imitates Art, and al-
though he didn't join Sidney Coleman,
Sagan and myself at that particular
lunch, I suppose he might have had his
ear pressed to the windows.
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Michaelmas’s home-brewed pro-
cessing program would have to be
sufficiently complex, and would
have access to sufficient quantities
of data, so that the program would
begin to display personality. (Strict-
ly speaking, Michaelmas has no
computer of his own.) And so we
might develop a character like
Michaelmas’s insubstantial com-
panion and- prospective heir, Dom-
ino.

So now I had two omniscient
characters to portray, one of them
incapable of scratching his tummy
or lighting a cigarette, which are
two things we authors rely on to
establish traits and indicate mood.
And 1 had to think up a possible
menace. Under the circumstances,
that had to be something more than
your run-of-mill BEM. I have of
course succeeded brilliantly, sur-
passing even my own reputation as
an SF technician and ratiocinator,
and the novel stands as a landmark
of Post-Cartographic SF, sweeping
inits ...

Speaking of sweeping, I must
tell you that the first 57 pages of the
rough draft were written in an
office I created by moving some
shipping crates out from under the
light bulb in my cellar, in January,
1965, after leaving Playboy. I had
not planned a novel since 1958, or
written one since 1960, and those
pages, laying down the basic situa-
tion, naming all the major charac-
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ters, and establishing the entire
structure of the story in my mind,
came out unbidden and as fast as I
could type them, detail falling in
after detail, character names pre-
senting themselves with the facility
of visiting cards hitting a tray, and
me with my back aching and my
fingers developing a tremor while
my wife brought me coffee from
time to time. Obviously, something
had been going on in the back of
my mind while I was spending 118
hours a week trying to figure out
how to get 35 author names into a
symmetrical block on the cover of
the 12th Anniversary Playboy Read-
er without hyphenating a one of
them. (I gave the job to Gene Klirg-
er, who now researches for Frank
Robinson and Tom Scortia).

So much for the role of con-
scious intellect. Essentially the
same thing had happened with the
key portion of Rogue Moon, with
the establishing scene of Who?,
and continues to happen. It hap-
pened in many small ways while,
over the years, I went off to do other
things and finally got Michaelmas
written down over 1975 and 1976.
With me, the words you finally see
in print are a scrupulous, happy
but often procrastinated, some-
times fearful process of explaining
to myself what the hell I imagined,
and then of meticulously conveying
it to you. ,
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A lot of writers work something
like that, and it shoots most theory
to hell. It simultaneously confines
and elevates most writing courses to
the level of home fix-it.

Speaking of meticulous, I spent
a lot of time with Putnam’s copy-
editing function, getting them to
understand that in SF ‘‘earth” and
“sun” and ‘“‘solar system” fre-
quently need to be capitalized, and
getting them to see to it that
‘“experimential”’ did not emerge as
““experimental.”* They did a rather
good job, despite some eccentric
re-writing by the compositor in the
first galleys. And the book as a
book, once you throw away the
jacket end-flap copy, is beautiful.

Of course, I also used a lot of
foreign words and phrases, many of
which it turns out I didn’t know
how to spell, and Putnam’s editors
took care of that, too. They saved
my pride a dozen times, so how can
I blame them if, at one point,
“Viola” came out Voila/? 1 also
found at least two places where my
manuscript said something plaus-
ible at first glance, but confusing
and stupid; unfortunately, I found
them after the book had been
manufactured. I don’t know what I

*[ may turn my attention to this maga-
zine's copy-editing people pretty soon,
and then start in on the compositor who
drops out entire phrases that don't get
restored whether the result is gibberish
or not.
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was thinking of, the many times I
re-typed the manuscript or proof-
read my wife’s final copy. Go found
a theory on that.

So there it is. I liked it.

A man who knew what story
was is dead. Edmond Hamilton
died in February, at 72, mourned
by anyone who knew him even
slightly. He was a slight, spare man
who was so big inside that not all of
it could possibly get out on paper in
time, not even if it had Ed Hamil-
ton’s energy behind it.

Hamilton’s work is treated with
contempt by many SF scholars, and
even when fans had sprawling letter
columns in which to express their
reactions, he was called “World-
Wrecker Hamilton”” by many of his
admiring readers. There was a
certain attempt at sophistication in
that. They knew, because they had
been told, that stories.like his were
less worthy than ‘‘serious’ SF, and
they wanted to make sure every-
body understood they were aware of
better things, even while they
scraped up and plucked down the
nickels and dimes.

I was one of them, and never
once did I take deep thought that
the 15¢ 1 painfully created for a
copy of Startling Stories came out
of the exact same S¢-per-hour farm
work that got me my two bits for
the same month’s issue of ASF, or
the $1.00 bus ride to the newsstand
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where I found them both. I wasn’t
very independent in my thinking in
1943, at least not sufficiently in-
dependent, and when I met the
man years later it was his gentle
voice, his warm welcome to a
novice, essentially his gentlemanli-
ness, that made me for life a fan of
Ed Hamilton as distinguished from
and in addition to being a fan of his
work.

They are going, and we are
going with them. We never under-
stood them, and so we persist in not
understanding ourselves. A man of
Hamilton’s intellect, education and
compassion falls into contemptuous
footnotes at the hands of some
stripling post-Doc, and nobody
stops to wonder how it could be

that an individual of such worth
should have his imagination de-
clared worthless. Just whose error is
that? I tell you only that I feel
robbed because Ed and I never got
a clear chance to sit down even once
on the bank of a creek someplace
and not say anything to each other
for even one fruitful afternoon,
while I am passionately glad not to
answer letters from more than one
out of each score of would-be
postulators on this medium.

In The Best of Edmond Hamil-
ton, Leigh Brackett, his wife, has
done something few individuals can
do for another. She has put to-
gether an honest collection of what
her husband expressed to his read-
ers over the years since ‘“The
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Monster-God of Mamurth,” from
Weird Tales, 1926, to “The Pro,”
from this magazine in 1964, and
“Castaway,” 1968, from a Mos-
kowitz-edited anthology, The Man
Who Called Himself Poe. In be-
tween, although there is “What’s it
Like Out There,” and “Requiem,”
there is no inclusion of ‘‘Home
Run” or more of the 1960s-style
stories which could have loaded this
collection with a bias toward the
“new”’ Hamilton some proclaimed
at that time. That would have
buried the sort of work Ed did
during the first thirty-five years of
his career.

There was no new Hamilton,
and Brackett, an outstanding story-
teller and veteran of essentially the
same media Ed used, tacitly says so
by refusing to even see the possibil-
ity in her loving and useful intro-
duction.

The nice thing about this book
is that it was compiled before
Hamilton’s death; just before. It is
exactly on time. It’s half of a pair
— next time, we’ll look at The Best
of Leigh Brackett, edited by Ed-
mond Hamilton — and surely this
is a unique piece of good fortune.

Hamilton could do what no
hack can do; he could think about
how he met the reader’s require-
ments. When he used cliches, he
used them because he knew we
used them as old friends, the same
way kids at Saturday matinees used
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to gleefully and fondly stay one step
ahead of the plot developments in
Don ‘“‘Red” Barry western movies.
When he wrote in the style of Abe
Merritt, that was one of the givens
— Jike FTL drives, galactic em-
pires, italicized precedes, people
named Shor Nuf; and phrasings
like ‘Vorgan Muln swept hurriedly
into the Great Aviary, his twin
hearts beating with the conjectural
import of the paradoxical news he
bore to the Autarch’ were in
“modern science fiction.” And
when he wrote in the style of one of
the masters of his day, attempting
to wedge his way into their audi-
ence, he nevertheless thought about
what an invisible spider-being
would really look like, in the vasty
grandeur of its invisible palace.

He was thinking of us, you see.
He was putting his story where we
could find it, and understanding
our heads so he could unfold a
pleasurable display within their
limitless confines. When he was
standing in a group and conversing
with new acquaintances, or sitting
in a bar and meeting with his peers,
or courting his lady, he spoke for
himself. But when he wrote, he
spoke from himself, and he did not
attempt to convince us he was
thinking of theory or introducing
himself as a personality into the
privacy of our personalities. He was
thinking of us.

I liked it.
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Wolfthead

(1st of 2 parts)
by CHARLES L. HARNESS

Prologue
Now came a she wolf, lean and horrid.
She has brought (and she will bring)
Many to grief.
— The Prophet Dante,
Inferno, Canto I

Day fades to evening; the darkening air
releases all creatures from their daily
tasks, save me.
For I must make ready for my great
journey.
The death and blood and pity that I
met,
my memory shall now retrace.
— The Prophet Dante,
Inferno, Canto I1.

Like the great prophet, I write this
because I must.

I think of them all, men, women,
children. Innocents, nearly all of them.
We bore each other no ill will. Most of
them did not even know I existed. In
my nightmares I see their strange white
faces. I waken, sweating.

I write this so that the thing may be
finally finished.

Was It Hours, or Years Ago?

All through the sunlit fields we ran.
We trod the shady forest trails.

I felt your face, I touched your hand.
We wandered wide o’er hill and vale.

D)
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Everywhere, Nowhere

I see you in-the clouds that fly

In fleecy lines across the sky.

Your whispers mingle with the leaves

That drift from autumn’s changeling
trees.

I Wake, and Listen

In the darkness of my cabin
I hear a step. I call a name.
Is it but the wind, tapping,
Sighing at my windowpane?

1. Whol Am

My name is Jeremy Wolfhead.
Actually, I don’t have a wolf head. For
better or worse, it is a rather ordinary
head, with yellow hair and blue eyes.
Grandfather used to say that even if I
had the intelligence of a dire wolf, I still
wouldn’t be smart enough to take over
the business after he dies. (Wolfhead
and Company, Restorations.)

Our family has been called Wolf-
head as far back as the records go.
There are two theories as to how we got
the name. Firstly, perhaps one of my
ancestors really had a wolf head, and
became famous for it, and so started
our name. If so, he was born in the days
of the Desolation, when such mutations
were commonplace, perhaps even a
source of pride, and not a subject for
dismay, as they are today. The second
explanation is perhaps closer to the
mark. Many centuries ago one of my
ancestors, a Friar named Cornhunter,
prophesied that one of our family
would take the head of a wolf, descend
into hell, destroy a great and evil
culture, and come out safe again.
Traditionally our family smiled at
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Brother Cornhunter, and some of our
wiser people thought him quite mad.

The strange psychic powers of the
Friars (also called the Brothers) are now
much lessened, and perhaps I am the
cause of it, for better or worse. I don’t
believe the loss matter much. The
Brothers emerged, some two thousand
years ago, to guide and succor what was
left of us and to preserve some of our
crumbled civilization. They taught us
how to plant, how to raise livestock,
and to read and write. From them we
relearned metallurgy and our simple
sciences. They kept the healing arts to
themselves, but the rest they taught
well, and they will be remembered
forever for it.

My ancestors originally lived on the
banks of the great Mispi River. Three
hundred years ago (so our tradition
goes) one of them, Messer Fallowt
Wolfhead, gathered up his wife, chil-
dren, horses, and cattle, and began the
trek east. He had heard (from the
Friars, probably) that the radiation left
over from the Desolation had waned
and was no longer lethal, and that the
land was rich and fertile again. It took
his wagons four months to make the
journey, for there were no roads then,
and no air machines. (It would be
another two hundred years before his
descendants dug the first floater out of
the debris of the suburbs of ancient
Freddrick and restored it.)

Having arrived at the Lantick
Ocean (which quite astonished my
ancestor), he scouted the shore for one
hundred miles in either direction and
finally selected what is now called
Horseshoe Bay. This is a cliff-lined
circle of water about ten miles in
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diameter facing squarely on the ocean.
The eastern seaboard is peppered with
hundreds of these giant circles, some
larger, some smaller. Sometimes they
seem to merge together to make one
colossal pit, which is generally full of
water and makes a fine lake. For
example, to the southwest of us there is
a very large lake having numerous
scalloped edges. This very beautiful
lake lies (if you will believe our teaching
Friars) where the ancient city of Wash-
ton once stood.

Horseshoe Bay bites deep into the
shore, and at its deepest recess the land
dips down to the water, making an
excellent harbor. Most any day you can
stand on the rim and watch the ships.
You will see both sailing ships and the
faster nuclear vessels (many restored by
grandfather’s shops). The land all
around the horseshoe is flat and fertile.
It is watered by several streams, and
rainfall is plentiful. So here my fore-
fathers settled. Other immigrants from
the west joined them. Over the years,
farms became villages, some of the
villages became towns, and the town at
the harbor became New Bollamer.

During this time contact with other
peoples in other lands, even across the
great Lantick, was re-established.

When my ancestors settled here,
they were under the very reasonable
impression that they were the only
human beings within hundreds of
miles.

I will tell you now (so that we can
dispose of the matter and get on to
other things), I like to hunt. My grand-
father taught me when I was a boy. 1
kept it up when I entered Bollamer
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Collegia to begin my study of Excava-
tion and Restoration. I very nearly did
not graduate because I got fed up
during the middle of exam week and
took the floater up into the Penn
Woods in search of a giant stag I had
heard about. Armed only with a good
hunting knife, I followed the stag south
on foot for four days and four nights,
with no rest for him or for me. He tried
to escape me by swimming nearly a
mile across a very cold lake. But I was
right behind him (I dearly love a good
swim).

Soon after we emerged from the
lake, the scenery began to change.

Overhead I noticed low fog-clouds,
sweeping eastward over the tree tops,
and I heard a dull thunder, growing
louder in the west. I suddenly realized
where we were. This splendid animal
was leading me to the Spume, where he
might lose his pursuer in the ground
wraiths, scentless steam, and deafening
noise that accompanied this remark-
able phenomenon. It was his final effort
to stay alive. And indeed it was an
immensely clever and desperate thing
for an animal to come here, over so
many miles, to engineer his final
attempt at escape. As far as I was
concerned, he had earned his life, and 1
then and there gave it back to him.

I knew the Spume only by reputa-
tion. This was my first actual confront-
ation, and I was eager to see it. In
moments I was at the top of the hill and
lo