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CHAPTER 1
Novenber 26, 1979
JI'M GRI MSON HAD never planned to eat his father's balls.

He had not expected to nake love to twenty of his sisters.
He coul d not foresee that, while riding a white Steed, he
woul d save his nother froma prison and a killer

How coul d he, seventeen years old in October of 1979,
know that he had created this seemingly ten-billion-year-old
uni ver se?

Though his father often called hima dunbbell and his
teachers obvi ously thought he was one, Jimdid read a |ot.
He knew the current theory of how the universe was
supposed to have started. In the very beginning, before
Time had started, the Prinmal Ball was the only thing
existing. Qutside of it was nothing, not even Space. Al of
the future universe, constellations, gal axies, everything,
was packed into a sphere the size of his eyeball. This had
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gotten so hot and dense that it had bl own up, out, and away.
That expl osion was called the Big Bang. Eons afterwards,

the expanding matter had becone stars, planets, and life on
Eart h.

That theory was WRONG WRONG, WRONG

Matter was not the only thing that could be put under
tremendous heat and pressure. The soul could be squeezed
too much. Then: BOOM

God Al mghty and then sonme! Less than a nonth ago, he
had reluctantly entered the nental ward of Wellington
Hospital, Belnont City, Tarhee County, Chio State. Then
he had become, anpbng other things, the Lord of several
uni verses, a wanderer in many, and a slave in one.

At this nmoment, he was back on his native Earth, sane
hospital. He was freezing with msery, burning with fury,
and paci ng back and forth in a | ocked room

Jim s psychiatrist. Doctor Porsena, had said that Jims
trips into other worlds were nental, though that did not
mean they were not real. Thoughts were not ghosts. They
exi sted. Therefore, they were real.

Jimknew that his experiences in those pocket universes
were as real as his pain when, not so | ong ago, he had
driven his fist against his bedroomwall. And was not the
bl ood fl owi ng fromthe whiplashes on his back a witness to
quel | all doubts of his story? However, Doctor Porsena,
scientist, rationalist, and rationalizer, would explain all
puzzl i ng phenonmena with superb | ogic.

Jimusually | oved the doctor. Just now, he hated him

CHAPTER 2
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Novenbers, 1979

/\VLL PREVI QUS PATI ENTS, " Doctor Porsena said, "have

tried other types of therapy. These failed to inprove the
patients, though part of that m ght be attributed to the

patients' hostility to psychiatric therapy of any kind."

"d d Chinese saying," JimG&Ginson said. "You have to
be nuts if you go to a psychiatrist.' Another celestia
proverb. 'Insanity is not what it's cracked up to be.""

L. Robert Porsena, MD., F.C.P., head of the Wellington
Hospital psychiatric unit, smled thinly. Jimthought that he
was probably thinking. Another snmart-ass kid | got to dea
with. Heard his rest-roomgraffiti quotations a thousand
times. 'Celestial proverb' indeed. He's trying to inpress

me, show nme that he isn't just another ignorant drooling

pi npl ed drugged-up rock-freak youth who's gone off his
rocker.
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On the other hand. Doctor Porsena m ght not be thinking
that at all. It was hard to know what went on behind that
handsone face that | ooked al nost exactly like Julius Cae-
sar's bust except for the black Fu Manchu nustache and the
patent-leather nod haircut. He smiled a lot. Hi s keen
Iight-blue eyes rem nded Jimof the Mad Hatter's song in
Lewis Can-o0il's Alice book. "Twinkle, twinkle, little bat!
How | wonder what you're at! Up above the world you fly,
Like a tea tray in the sky. Tw nkle, tw nkle—=

Doct or Porsena's adol escent patients said he was a
shaman, a sort of miracle worker, a metropolitan medicine
man with control over magical forces and far-out spirits.

Doctor Porsena started to say sonething but was inter-
rupted by his desk intercom He flipped a switch and said,
"Wnnie, | told you! No calls!"

Wnni e, the beautiful black secretary sitting at her desk
on the other side of the wall, evidently had sonet hi ng
urgent on the line. Doctor Porsena said, "Sorry, Jim This
won't take nore than a minute.”

Jimonly half listened while he gazed out the w ndow.

The psychiatric unit and Porsena's office were on the second
story. The wi ndow was, like all windows in this area,
covered with thick iron bars. Past breaks in the buildings
beyond, Jimcould see the tops of the waterfront structures.
These were on the banks of the Tarhee River, which ran into
the Mahoning River a mle to the south.

He coul d al so see the spires of St. Gobian's and of St
Stephan's. His nother had probably attended early norning
Mass at the latter today. That was the only tinme she had now
to go to worship. She was working at two jobs, partly
because of him The fire had destroyed everything except
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the painting of his grandfather, which had been brought out
of the house along with him Hs parents had noved into a
relatively cheap furni shed apartnment sone bl ocks fromthe
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ol d house. Too close to the Hungarian nei ghborhood to suit
Eric Ginson. That ungrateful attitude was just like his
father. Eva's relatives—n fact, the entire Magyar area—

had contributed noney to help themout of their plight. A

| arge part of the cash had been raised by a lottery. This was
remarkabl e, for charitable donations had dropped consider-
ably in the past few years because of the economic distress
in the Youngstown area. But Eva's fanmly and friends and
church had cone through

Though she had been a semi out cast because of her
marriage, she was still a fellow Hungarian. And, now that
she was down, she shoul d have | earned her |esson and be
properly contrite, as the old phrase went.

The Crinmsons had not been able to buy the insurance to

cover property damage or loss fromthe coll apse of under-
ground structures. Though they did have fire insurance,

they would not be paid if the fire had been caused by an act
of God. That had not yet been deternined.

Eric Ginson could not afford a |l awer. But one of Eva's
cousins, an attorney, had volunteered to take the case. If he
won, he got ten percent of the payoff. If he lost, he got

not hing. Cearly, he was donating his tinme because of clan
unity and because he felt sorry for his cousin. That she was
married to a non- Magyar who was al so a shiftless bum and

an at hei st who had been a Protestant was bad enough. But

to | ose her house and all her possessions and to have a son
who'd gone crazy . . . that was too much. Though a

| awyer, he had a big heart.

The noney needed to keep Jimin therapy was provided

by the nedical insurance, but the quarterly paynments were
very high. Eva Ginson had taken on another job to pay for
them The two tines she had visited Jim she had | ooked
very tired. Her weight had gone down swiftly, her cheeks
were hol |l owi ng, and her eyes were ringed with bl ack
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Jimhad felt so guilty that he offered to quit therapy. His
nmot her woul d not accept that. Her son had been given the
option of taking the therapy or being sentenced to jail. The
district attorney had wanted to treat himas an adult, which
woul d have neant a nore severe sentence. She would do all
she could to prevent that. Besides, though she did not say
so, she could not hide her belief that Ji mwas genuinely
crazy and would rermain so unless he was treated by a

psychi atri st.
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Jims father had not visited him Jimdid not ask his

nmot her why Eric Grinmson stayed away. One reason was that
Jimdid not wish to see his father. Another was that he knew
that Eric was deeply ashanmed because he had a "crazy"

child. People would think that insanity ran in the famly.
Maybe it did in Eva's famly. Al Hungarians were crazy.

But not the Crimsons, by God!

Actual Iy, Jimhad been very fortunate in being taken into
therapy so quickly. Because of the lack of funds in the area,
prograns for treating the nmentally disturbed had been cut

far back. Normally, Jimwould have been in the back of the
long waiting line. He did not know why or how he had been
junped ahead to favorite-son status.

He suspected that Sam Wzak's uncle, the judge, had

used his influence. Also, his nother's cousin, the attorney,
maybe brought sone pressure to bear, probably not all of it
with strictly | egal procedures. Though Doctor Porsena

woul d not comment on how Ji m had been | eapfrogged over
others, he may have had sonething to do with it. Jimhad

the inpression that the psychiatrist thought that he was a
very interesting case because of his history of stigmata and

hal | uci nati ons.

Maybe he was just being egotistical. After all, he was
really nothing unusual, just another jerkoff, blue-collar,

nmongr el , squar ehead- Hunki e punk. Wen he got down to
the ungil ded basics, that was what he was.

Doctor Porsena finally hung up the phone.

He said, "W were tal king about other patients nowin

this programwho had previously tried other types of
therapy. Those had not succeeded with these patients, all of
whom were hostile to psychiatric therapy of any kind.

"What |'moffering you—there's no pressure or force
used here—s imedi ate entrance into a type of therapy
we' ve had much success with."

Doct or Porsena spoke very rapidly but clearly. He was
remarkabl e in that his speech had very few of the pauses or
hesitations halting nost people's talk. No uh, ah, well, you
know.

"It's not easy; no therapy is easy. Blood, sweat, and
tears, and all that. And, like all therapy, the success
depends basically upon you. We don't cure the patient. He
or she cures himself with our guidance. Wich neans that
you have to want to be able to handl e your problens,
genuinely desire to do so."

The doctor was silent for a nmonent. Jim ]l ooked around

the office. It seenmed quite luxurious to himwith its thick
(Persian?) carpet, overstuffed | eather chairs and couch, big
desk of sone kind of gl ossy hardwood, the classy-I1ooking
wal | paper, the many diplomas and testinonials on the wall,
the wall niches with busts of fanbus people in them and the
pai nti ngs which seened abstract or surrealistic or whatever
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to Jim who knew |little about art.

"You understand everything |'ve said?" Porsena asked.

"If there's anything you don't conprehend perfectly, say so.
Patient or doctor, we're all here to |leam There's no shame
i n exposing one's ignorance. | expose ny own quite often

I don't know everything. Nobody does."

"Sure, | understand. So far. At |east you're not talking

PH LI P JOSE FARMER

down to me, just using nmonosyll ables, none of that psycho-
| ogi cal gobbl edygook. | appreciate that."

Doctor Porsena's hands were flat on top of Jims opened
case file. They were slimand delicate and had long thin
fingers. Jimhad heard that he was an excell ent pianist who
usual Iy played cl assical nusic, though he sonetines played
jazz, dixie, and ragtinme. He woul d even knock out sone

rock now and t hen.

He only had two hands but could have used four. He was

very busy, which was to be expected. Not only did he run

the psychiatric unit of the hospital, he had a private practice
in an office a block away on St. Elizabeth Street. He was

al so head of an organization of northeast Chio psychiatrists
and a teacher at a medical college.

Porsena's acconplishments awed Jim But what nost
i mpressed himwas the doctor's 1979 sil ver Lanborghi ni
Now, that was in the WON category.

The doctor turned a page of the file and read a line or
two. Then he | eaned back.

"You seemto be a wide reader," he said, "though you

prefer science fiction. So many young people do. | have
been a fan of science fiction and fantasy since | started to
read. | began with the Oz books, Gims' and Lang's fairy

tales, Lewis Can-oil's Aice books. Homer's Qdyssey, the
Arabi an Nights, Jules Veme, H G Wells, and the science
fiction nagazines. Tolkien quite captivated nme. Then,

while | was in residency in Yale, | read Philip Jose Farmer's
Wirld of Tiers series. Do you know t hose books?"

"Yeah," Jimsaid. He straightened up. "Love them That
Ki ckaha! But when in hell is Farmer going to finish the
series?"

Por sena shrugged. He was the only nan Ji mhad ever
seen who could make a shrug seem an el egant gesture.

"The point is that, while | was at Yale, | also read a
8
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bi ography of Lewis Can-oil. A phrase in the comentary on
the chapter in Alice in Wnderland titled 'A Caucus Race
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and a Long Tail' sparked sonething in ny mnd. | then and
there got the idea for Tiersian therapy."

"What's that?" Jimsaid. "Tiersian? Ch, you nmean from
the Wrld of Tiers?"

"As good a word as any and better than some," Doctor

Porsena said, smling, "It was only a glimrering of an idea,
a zygote of thought, a brief candlelight that m ght have been
bl owmn out by the hurly-burly w nds of the rmundane world

or by common sense and |l ogic rejecting divine inspiration.

But | clung to it, nourished it, cherished it, and at |ast
brought it to full bloom"

This guy is really sonmething, Jimthought. No wonder
they call him The Shanman.

However, Jim had been nisled and deceived by adults so
many tines that he did not entirely trust the psychiatrist.
Wait. See if his words matched his deeds.

On the other hand, Porsena was this side of thirty. Ad
but not real old. Young-old.

It was a good thing that he was in biology class, Jim
thought. O herw se, he would not have known what the

doctor was tal king about when he had spoken of "zygote of
thought." A zygote was any cell formed by the union of two
ganetes. And a ganete was a reproductive cell that could
unite with another simlar one to formthe cell that devel ops
into a new individual

He had started out as a zygote. So had Porsena. So had
nmost |iving creatures.

As he listened to the doctor explain the therapy, Jim
understood that, in a psychotherapeutic sense, he was a
gamete. And the object of the therapy was to become a zygote.
That is, a new individual composed of the old personality and
anot her one which was, at this noment, inaginary.

9
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CHAPTER 3

"T

| HE TI ERSI AN THERAPY patients forma snall and elite

vol unt eer group," Doctor Porsena said. "Usually, they start
out with volume one, The Maker of Universes, and read

the rest in proper sequence. They choose a character in the
books and try to BE that character. They adopt all the
mental and enotional characteristics of the role node

whet her they're good or bad. As therapy progresses, they
come to a point where they start getting rid of the bad
qualities of the character they've chosen. But they keep the
good features.

"It's rather like a snake shedding its skin. The patient's
uncontrol | ed del usi ons, the undesirable enotional factors
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whi ch brought himor her here, are gradually replaced by
control |l ed del usions. The controll ed del usions are those
whi ch the patient adopts when he or she becones, in a
sense, the character in the series

"There's nuch nore to the treatment than this, but you'l
understand that as therapy proceeds. You follow me?"

JO
"So far," Jimsaid. "This really works, right?"

"The failure rate is phenonenally low. In your case, even
though you' ve read the series, you will have to reread it.
The Wrld of Tiers will be your Bible, your key to health if
you work with it and at it."

Jimwas silent for a while. He was considering the series
and al so wonderi ng which character—sone of them were
really vicious—he would like to adopt. To becone, as the
doct or said.

The basic premnmise of the series was that, many thousands
of years ago, only one universe had existed. On one pl anet
only in that universe was there life. The end of its

evol utionary path was a species that resenbl ed humans.
These had attained a science vastly exceedi ng anyt hi ng
Earth had ever known. Eventually, the humans had been
able to make artificial pocket universes.

So know edgeabl e and powerful were these beings, they

were able to alter the laws of physics governing each

i ndi vi dual pocket universe. Thus, the rate of acceleration in
a fall toward the center of gravity could be made different
fromthat in the original world. Another exanple, one

pocket world mght contain a single sun and a single planet.
The Wrld of Tiers, for exanple. This was an Earth-sized

pl anet shaped like a terraced Tower of Babylon. Its tiny sun
and tiny noon revol ved around it.

Anot her uni verse contai ned a single planet which be-

haved like the plastic in a lavalite bottle. Its shape kept
changi ng. Mountains arose and sank before your very eyes.
Rivers were forned within a few days and then disap-

peared. Seas rushed in to fill quickly form ng hollows. Parts
of the planet broke off—ust like the thernmoplastic in the
liquid of a lavalite bottle—whirled around, changi ng shape,
then fell slowy to the nmain body.

Many of the Lords, as the humans canme to call them

11
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selves, left the original universe to live in their artificial pocket
uni verses or designer worlds. Then a war nade the planet unfit

for life forever and killed all those then living on it. Only the
Lords inhabiting the pocket worlds were saved.
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Thousands of years passed while nore artificial universes

were made by the Lords living in those already nade at the

time of the war. These were inhabited by the Iife fornms that the
Lords had introduced on the planets of their private cosnoses.
Many of these forms had been made in the | aboratories of the
Lords. There were other humans than the Lords on these. But
these | esser beings had been nade in the | aboratories, though
their nmodels were the Lords thensel ves.

Access to these pocket worlds was gotten through "gates."
These were interdimensional routes activated by various kinds
of codes. As the Lords becane increasingly decadent, they

| ost the know edge of how to make new universes. The sons

and daughters of the Lords wanted their own worlds, but they
no |l onger had the nmeans to create them Thus, as was

i nevitabl e, there was a power struggle anong themto gain
control of the limted nunber of worlds.

By the tinme The Maker of Universes began, in the |ate
1960s, many Lords had been killed or dispossessed. Even
those who had their own universes wanted to conquer

others. That they could live without aging for hundreds of
m |l ennia meant that nost of them had becone bored and

vi cious. Invading other worlds and killing the Lords there
had beconme a great gane.

If they could not create, they could destroy.

The World of Tiers series was clearly an anticipation of

the "Dungeons and Dragons" ganes which were so popul ar

anong youths. Its gates, the traps set by the Lords in the
gates, the ingenuity necessary to get through the gates, and
the dangerous worlds in which a wong decision wuld I and

a character prefigured the D-and-D ganes. Ji mwas sur-

72
RED ORC S RAGE
prised that the series had not been adapted to such a gane.

He was even nore surprised to find that the books had

becone a tool used in psychiatric therapy. But it seened

like a great idea. It certainly appealed to himfar nore than
conventional therapy, Freudian, Jungi an, or whatever

Though he did not know nuch about any of the various

psychi atric schools, he nevertheless did not |ike them

Rest-roomgraffiti flashed across his mndscreen

"Mental illness can be fun." "Over the edge is better than
under it." "Nobody catches schizophrenia froma toilet seat."

Doct or Porsena | ooked at the clock on his desk. A puppet

of Tinme, Jimthought. Doctors and | awers, |ike railroads,
ran on Newtonian tinme. They knew not hi ng of Ei nsteinian.

No loafing and inviting your soul, to hell with relativity.
But that was how they got things done.

The psychiatrist rose, and he said, "On to other things,
Jim Excelsior! Ever upward and onward! Juni or Wini er

will give you the books, no charge. He'll al so acquaint you
with the rules and regul ations. May you be safe fromthe
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curving carballoy claws of Klono, and nay the Force be
with you. See you later."

Jimleft the roomthinking that the doctor was really
sonet hing. That reference to the Force. That was from Star
Wars, and any kid in Amrerica would recognize it. But that
bit about Kl ono. How many woul d know that Kl ono was a

sort of spaceman's god, a deity with golden gills, brazen
hooves, indiumguts, and all that? Klono was the god whom
spacefarers swore by in EE E. Smith's Lensman series

Jimfound Junior Winier at the officer of the day's post
near the elevators. Junior Wnier! \What a name for parents
to stick a kid with! Handi capped himfrombirth. As if he
wasn't handi capped enough. The ei ghteen-year-old had hair
like the Bride of Frankenstein's, a curved spine |like the
Hunchback of Notre Dane's, a dragging foot like lgor's,
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and a face like the Ugly Duchess's in the first Alice book
Besi des the hunp, he had a nonkey on his back. He was a
speed freak. Jimhoped that he had been caught before his
brain had been burned out.

Wrst of all was his tendency to drool

And he, Jim Ginmson, had thought he was bomwi th two
stri kes against him

Jimpitied the poor guy, but he couldn't stand him

Woul dn't you know it? Junior Wnier had chosen Kick-

aha as his role nodel. Kickaha, the handsone, strong,

qui ck, and ever-tricky hero. Wereas Ji mwould have

t hought that Wnier woul d pick Theotornmon. That charac-

ter was a Lord who had been captured by his father and
whose body had been cruelly transformed in the | aboratory
into a nonster with flippers and a hideous and bestial face.

Wini er went into the storeroom and brought out five
paper backs for Jim "Read 'em and weep," he said.

Jimput the stack of Farner's novels under his arm Wre
they to be his salvation? O were they |like everything el se,
full of promises that turned out to be hot air?

Winier led Jimto his roomthrough halls that were, at

this nmonent, enpty. Everybody was in his own room in

the recreation room or in private or group therapy. The
long wide halls with their white walls and gray floors
echoed their footsteps. Jimhad been assigned, for the tine
being, to a one-person room snall and very hospital -

| ooki ng. The tiny closet was nore than | arge enough,
however. The only clothes Jimhad were on his back, and
these had been brought by his nother, who had gotten them
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fromMs. Wzak. Being Samis, they fit himtoo tightly.
The shoes were enbarrassi ng, square-toed oxfords that Sam
woul d have worn only if his nother had threatened to kil
himif he didn't, which she probably had.

Junior Winier pointed to a niche in the wall. "You can
74
put the books there. Now, here's the rules and regul ations."

He | eaned against the wall. Holding the paper with both
hands close to his face, he read it aloud. A spray of saliva
moi st ened t he paper.

Jimthought, Suffering succotash! This guy was anot her
Syl vester the Cat.

He sat down in the only chair, a wooden one with a

removabl e cushion. He wished he had a cigarette. His teeth
ached slightly; his nerves were drawn as tightly as tel ephone
cabl es; his tenper badly needed tenpering.

Wini er droned on as if he were a Buddhi st nmonk

chanting the Lotus Sutra. The patient had to keep his or her
room neat and orderly. The patient had to take a shower

every day, keep his nails clean, and so on. The patient could
use only the tel ephone by the officer of the day's desk and
must not tie it up for nore than four m nutes. Snoking was
permtted only in the lounge. Gaffiti was forbidden. Those
patients caught w th nonprescription drugs or booze or
tearing off a piece (Wiier's words) would be subject to
bei ng ki cked out on his or her ass.

"And when you jack off," he said, "don't do it in the
showers or in the presence of anyone else."

"How about before a mrror?" Jimsaid. "Is the inage
anot her person?"

"From Sarcasnville," Wnier grow ed. "Just obey the
rules, and you'll get along fine."

Wini er dragged his foot across to the wall and tore off a
taped-up paper. Jimread the words on it before it went into
t he wast ebasket .

DON' T BE AFREUD OF YOUR SHRI NK.

Beneat h the phrase was a Kilroy-was-here draw ng.
"There's sone wi se guy puts this stuff up in all the

roonms,"” Winier said. "We call himthe Scarlet Letterer. H s
ass'l| be scarlet if we catch him?"
15

PH LI P JOSE FARMER

Besi des sone framed prints that | ooked as if they cane
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out of the Saturday Evening Post, the only thing hangi ng on
the wall was a cal endar.

Jimsaid, "How about the mantras? A |lot of the roons
have themup on the walls."

"That's OK, part of the therapy. Sone people need them
to get into the Wrld of Tiers." Winier paused, then said,
"You deci ded yet what character you'll choose?"

He obviously wanted to stay and tal k. Poor guy nust be
lonely. But Jimdidn't feel like sacrificing hinmself for
someone who was the | ast person he wanted to talk with.

"No," Jimsaid. He was about to get up but then drew
back into the chair. He pointed at the space bel ow his bed.

"What's that?"

Wini er's eyes w dened. He started to bend over to | ook
under the bed, then changed his m nd.

"What do you nean, 'Wat's that?'"

"I't just noved. | thought it was just the shadows. But it's
very dark, blacker than outer space. It looks like if you put
your hand in it, the hand' d freeze off and float into the
fourth dimension. Sort of spindle-shaped. About a foot

Il ong. Hey, it noved again!"

Wini er stared briefly at the bed and a | onger time at Jim

"l have to get going,
he added, "I |eave you to entertain your guest.
out of the roomas swiftly as he coul d.

he said. Attenpting nonchal ance,
" But he got

Ji m | aughed | oudly when he thought that Winier would

not hear him The thing he had clained to see was out of a
novel by Philip Wlie—he didn't renenmber the title—-but

he didn't know if Wnier had really thought there was one
under the bed or if he was scared that Jimwas about to freak

out .

However, he was, a mnute later, in a mxed black and
red nood. A sort of AC phase. Depression alternating with

16
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anger. The psychol ogi sts said that depression was anger
turned agai nst yourself. So, how could he, like a |ight
flashing off and on, suffer fromboth states within a
mnute's tinme? Maybe he really was about to freak out.

I TS DEPRESSI NG TO BE A MANI C.

He'd tape that to the rest-roomwall. He'd show them t hat
the dammed el usive Scarlet Letterer wasn't the only one who
could strike fromthe shadows.

He didn't even have clothes of his own. And he had no
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nmoney. Strip a man or woman of his possessions and

money, and you see a person who's | ost his manhood or her
wormanhood. That person was no | onger a person. Not

unl ess he or she were a Hindu fakir or yogi, part of a culture
that consi dered such people to be holy. Not in this world
where cl othes and noney nade the man, where the enperor

was the only one who could go naked and still be a person

He had not hi ng.

Wiile sitting in the chair, staring at nothing, a nothing

| ooking into a mrror, he felt the blackness recede. It was
followed by red, red that surged into every cell of his body
and m nd.

But a man who was angry was a man who had sonet hi ng

Rage was a positive force even if it led to negative action
A poemhe'd read a long tine ago said—-how d it go?

couldn't renenber it verbati mrage would work if reason
woul dn' t .

G|l man Sherwood, a fellow patient, stuck his head in the
doorway. "Hey, Ginmson! Goup therapy in ten mnutes!"”

Ji m nodded and got up fromthe chair.

He knew t hen what character he was going to choose. To
be.

Red Ore. A villainous Lord in the series, Kickaha' s nost
danger ous eneny. One mean and angry Ess Ch Bee. He
ki cked ass because his own was red.

77
CHAPTER 4
Cct ober 31, 1979, Hal | oween

JOVETHI NG HAD AWAKENED Ji m j ust before the al arm cl ock

had gone off. H's eyes still sleep-blurred, he had stared
upwards. The cracks in the ceiling were slowy fornmng a
map of chaos. O were they prelimnary strokes of a
drawi ng of the imge of a beast or sone cryptic synbol ?
Several new cracks had shot out fromthe old ones since he
had gone to bed | ast night.

The alarmclock startled him Tw rrruuup! Up and Adam
Ri se frombed, sluggard! Roll '"eml Roll '"em Once nore to

t he breach!

The earl y-norning sun shone through the thin yell ow
curtains on white dust notes falling fromthe cracks.

The earth had noved bel ow t he house and shaken his
bed. Sonewhere directly bel ow him one of the many
| ong- ago abandoned mine tunnels or shafts under Bel nont

18
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Cty had shifted or crunbled, and the Ginson house had
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sunk or tilted a little nore.

Three nonths ago, four blocks fromJims house, two
houses, side by side, had fallen into a suddenly bom gap
two feet deep. They now | eaned toward each other, their
front and back porches torn off. Once six feet apart, they
were jamed together, stuck in the hole Iike a couple of
too-1large and too-hard suppositories in the Jolly G een

G ant.

A trenmor a minute ago had yanked hi mupward, |ike a

trout on a hook, froma nightnmare. But it was no dream of
a monster that had made hi m moan and whinper. It had
been a bl ack-on-bl ack dreamin which nothing, nothing at
al |, had happened.

He told hinself to haul his weary ass out of bed and get
it ingear. "Wth a song in his heart." Yeah. A song like
"d oony Sunday." Only this was Wednesday, Al Souls'

Day.

The roomwas very snmall. Seven big posters were taped

to the faded red-roses-and-1ight-green wall paper and the
back of the door. The |largest was that of Keith Mon, Mon
the Loon, great and late mad drunmer for The Who. The

nmost col orful displayed the five nenbers of the Hot Water
Eski nos, a |l ocal rock group. There was "G zzy" Dillard
vonmiting into his saxophone; Veronica "Singing Shatch"
Pappas shovi ng the mcrophone up under her |eather mini-
skirt; Bob "Birdshot" Pellegrino jacking off one of his
drumsti cks; Steve "Goat head" Larsen |looking as if he were
hunping his guitar; Sam"Wndm|1" Wzak tickling the

i vories. Above the unsavory crew hovered a dozen cowbel | s
resenmbling UFGs in flight. Up close and in bright light, you
coul d see very thin wires connecting themto the ceiling.

Clad in torn green pajama tops, red pajama bottonms, and
bl ack socks, he got out of bed and opened the door. Yes, it
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did stick more than it had yesterday. Turning to the left, he
went down the unlit hall. Its carpet was thready and a dul
green. Inside the narrow bathroom he turned on the light.
VWhen he | ooked in the mrror, he winced. Athird pinple

was bul ging redly under the skin. H s reddi sh whiskers were
sticking out a little nore than they had yesterday. By
weekend, he woul d have to shave. The dull razors his father

i nsisted on keepi ng because new ones cost too nuch would
scrape his skin raw, cut off the scabs over the recently
squeezed pinpl es, and nake them bl eed.

He urinated into the washbow . By doing this, Jimwas

hel ping his father, Eric Ginson. Eric was always hollering
about too many flushes running up the utility bill. Jimwas
al so getting a small, if secret, revenge on that donestic
tyrant and all-around prick, his father.

Wil e standing there, he studied his face. Those | arge
deep-bl ue eyes were inherited fromboth his Norwegi an
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father and his Hungarian nother. The reddish hair, |ong

jaw, and prom nent chin were handed down fromEric

Ginson. The small ears, |ong straight nose, high cheek-
bones, and slightly Oiental cast of the eyes were the gifts
of his mother, Eva Nagy Grinmson. His six feet and one and

a half inches of height cane fromhis father. Jimwould
grow three nmore inches if he becane as tall as his begetter
H's old man was wiry and narrow shoul dered, but Ji m had
gotten his broad shoulders fromhis nother's side of the
famly. Her brothers were short but very wi de and nuscul ar

God Al mighty and then sonme! If he could get rid of the

damm pinpl es, he mi ght be good-I1ooking. He m ght even

get sone place with Sheila Hel sgets, the best-looking girl in
Bel nront Central High, his unrequited | ove. Jimneant to

| ook up "unrequited" in the dictionary soneday and find

out what it nmeant exactly. To Jim it nmeant that his | ove was
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one-sided, that she felt no nore for himthan an orbita
satellite did for the radar beam bouncing off it.

The only remark she had ever directed his way had been
to ask himto stand downwi nd of her. That had hurt him but
not enough to make himquit loving her. He had started
bat hing twice a week, a big sacrifice of time on his part,
considering how little he had to spare for trivial nmatters.

Those pinples! Wy did God, if He existed, curse
teenagers with thenf

After splashing water on his face and penis and drying
themoff with the towel only his father was supposed to use,
he headed for the kitchen. Despite the darkness of the
hal | way, he could see white plaster dust on the carpet.

When he got to the kitchen, he noticed that new cracks were
in the greenish ceiling. There was white dust on the gas
stove and the oilcloth cover on the table.

"We're all going to fall into a hole,” he muttered. "All
the way to China. O Hell."

Hurriedly, he nmade his own breakfast. He swung open

the door of the forty-year-old refrigerator, the cooling coils
atop it looking like an ancient Martian watchtower. Fromit

he took a jar of mayonnai se, a Polish sausage, a Polish

pepper hot enough to burn the anus when it canme out the

next day, half a browned banana, wilted |lettuce, and cold
bread. He forgot to close the refrigerator door. Wile water
boiled for the cup of instant coffee he would nake, he sliced
t he sausage and banana and sl apped together a sandw ch.

He turned on the radi o, purchased by his father's father

the day after the first transistor radi os came on the market.
The vacuumtube GE was gat hering dust up in the overbur-
dened attic along with piles and piles of old newspapers and
magazi nes, broken toys, old clothes, cracked china, rusty
silverware, broom ess broons, and a burned-out 1942

Hoover vacuum cl eaner.
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Eric and Eva Ginson found it painful to throw anything

away except garbage, and sonetinmes not even that. It was

as if, Jimthought, they were cutting off pieces of their own
bodi es when they parted with a possession. Mst people put
their past behind them H's parents put it above them

He bit deeply into the sandwich and followed it with a

pi ece of Polish pepper. Wiile his mouth burned and his eyes
wat ered, he turned the gas off and poured the boiling water
into a cup. As he stirred the instant coffee, WEK

Bel mont's only rock station, blasted into the kitchen with
the tail end of the weather report. After that, it began to
bl are out nunmber sixteen of this week's local hit list. "Your
Hand's Not What | Want!" was the first song by the Hot

Wat er Eskinobs that Jimhad ever heard on the radio. It

woul d al so be the |ast.

Wil e he was bent over the sink and filling a glass with
cold water, he heard a grow ing which did not cone from

the radi o. Then the set went off. For two seconds, there was
no sound except that of running water. The grow behind

hi m came agai n.

"CGCoddamm! | told you and | told you! Keep that fucking

noi se down! O, by God, I'll throw the goddam radio
through the wi ndow And cl ose the fucking refrigerator
door!"

The voice was low in volune but deep in tone. It was his
father's, his legal master's. The voice that had filled Jim
with dread and wonder when he was a child. It had not
seenmed to be human. Jimstill found it hard to believe that
it was.

Yet, he coul d renmenber nmonents when he had loved it,
when it had nmade hi m | augh. That was what confused his
attitude toward his father. But he was not m xed up now.

He strai ghtened up, turned the faucet off, and drank from
the glass as he wheeled slowy around. Eric Ginson was
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tall, red-faced, red-eyed, puffy-lidded, fat-jow ed, and
bi g- paunched. The broken veins in his nose and cheeks
rem nded Jimof the cracks in the ceilings.

Jesus, Mary, and Joseph!

Anot her parent-child confrontation, as the school psy-
chologist called it. One nore tine |ocking hons with a
shithead, as Jimthought of it.

H's old nman sat down. He put his el bows on the table and
then his face between his hands. For a nonent, he | ooked
as if he were going to cry. Then he straightened, his open
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pal ns striking the tabletop |oudly and nmaki ng t he sugar
bow dance around. He glared. But his hands, when he lit a
match to a cigarette, were shaking.

"You turned it on loud on purpose, didn't you? You won't

l et ne sleep. God knows, you know, too, your nother

knows, | need it. But no, will you let ne sleep? Wy?
Goddamm nasti ness, pure oneriness, the mean streak you
got fromyour nother, that's why! And | told you to close
the refrigerator door! You . . . you . . . snake! That's
what you are! A goddamm snake!"

He slammed his right hand agai nst the table. The cl oud of
stal e beer issuing fromhis nmouth made Jimwinkle his
face.

"I won't put up with that crap fromyou anynore! By
CGod, I'mgoing to throw that goddamm radi o through the
wi ndow And you after that!"

"CGo ahead!" Jimsaid. "See if | care!"

His father would not take himup on that dare. No matter
how furious Eric Ginmson got, he would not destroy
anything that m ght cost himnoney to repl ace.

Eric rose fromthe chair. "Get out!" he yelled. "CQut, out,
out! | don't want to see your fartface around here, you

| ong- haired freak-weirdo! Get out right nowor I'll kick
your ass all the way to school! Now Now Now "
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H's old man was trying to provoke himto hit him Jim

t hought. Then he could break a few bones in his son, bl oody
his nose, slamhimin the belly, kick himin the balls,

ki dney- punch him

VWi ch was exactly what his son wanted to do to his old
man and was going to do some day.

"All right!" Jimscreaned. "I'll go, you drunken bum
hopel ess wel fare case, parasite, loafer, loser! And you can
shut the door yourself."

Eric's cenment-ni xer voice got |lower but |ouder. H's face
was red, and his mouth was w de open, show ng crooked
tobacco-yel l owed teeth. H s eyes | ooked |Iike blood clots.

"You don't talk to ne like that, your father! You fucking
hi ppie, stinking . . . stinking ..."

"How about pink Comm e bastard?" Jimsaid as he sidled
by his father, facing him ready to strike back but trenbling

violently.
"Yeah! That'll do fine!" his father roared.
But Ji mwas running down the hall. Just before he

entered his bedroom he saw a door open at the far end of
the corridor. Fromthe narrow rectangl e between door and
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wal | canme a flickering light and a strong odor of incense.

H s nother's face appeared. As usual, she had been praying
and fingering her beads while kneeling before the statues in
the room Then, hearing the uproar, instead of com ng out

to defend her son, she had hi dden behind the door unti

peace and qui et came again or, at |east, seenmed about to
break out.

"Tell God to shove it!" Jim shouted.

H s nother gasped. Her head di sappeared, and her door
closed slowy and softly. That was his nother. Slow and
soft, quiet and peaceful. And no nore effectual than the
shadow she resenbl ed. She had |ived so | ong anong ghosts
that she had becone one.

24
CHAPTER 5

JIM NOW DRESSED and hol di ng his school book bag in one

hand, | eaped through the front doorway. Behind him

standing in the doorway, shouting insults and threats, was
his father. He was not going to pursue his son outside his
territory, on which he felt safe. He was the cock of the wal k
and the bull of the woods on his own | and. Wich, actually,
was the bank's, if you wanted to get technical about it.
Which, if the tunnels and shafts under the house kept

col | apsi ng, m ght soon be Mther Earth's.

The sky was clear, and the sun promised to warmthe air
up to around the | ow seventies. A great day for Hall oween,
t hough the radi o weather report had said that clouds were
supposed to appear later in the day.

That was the outside weather. Jimfelt as if |ightning was
bangi ng around in himlike an angry ogre cook throw ng
pots and pans around. Bl ack cl ouds were racing across his
personal sky. They bore news of worse to cone.

25
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Eric Ginson kept on shouting though his son was now a

bl ock down the street. A couple of people were sticking

their heads out their front doors to see what the conmotion
was. Ji m plunged ahead, sw nging his bag, which held five

t ext books, none of which he had opened | ast night, pencils,

a bal | point pen, and two notebooks the pages of which

mostly bore Jims attenpts to wite lyrics. It also contained
three tattered and dirty paperbacks. Nova Express, Venus on
the Hal f-Shell, and Ancient Egypt.

H s nmother had not had tinme to fix his lunch for him
Never mind. His stomach hurt like a fist gripping red-hot
barbed wire.

Too nuch too | ong.
When was he going to blow up in his own Big Bang?

It was conming, it was coning.

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (17 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:31 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

In a notebook was his latest lyric, "d aciers and Novas."

Burn, burn, burn, burn!
Not hing tells how hot | am
Words' re shadows; fury's the substance.

Uncle Samwi Il bl acken ny fire.
Uncle Samis a grinding glacier,
Five miles high, a-grinding
Mount ai ns down to fl atness.

d aci er wants everything flat,

G acier wants to quench all fire.

Pop and Mom are ice giants
Coming to get me, cool ny fire
Wi te house frost giant,

FBI trolls,

Cl A ogres,

Werewol f Fuzz are circling ne.
Jai l house fridge'll freeze the fire.

Ahab chasi ng Moby Di ck,
26
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Chasing his own dick, it's said,

Ahab tearing the mask from God,
Bonbshel | heart about to expl ode,

Hi s anger's a candle, nmine's a klieg.

Eons on, ages on, eons on, eras on,

ad switchman Tinme reroutes the tracks,
Express-train Sun ranms head-on

In destined doomthe Nova Special,

Bl ows, expl odes, incinerates all,
Splattering Pluto with pieces of Mars.
G acier gives up ny frozen corpse,

G acier gives itself to fire.

Frozen corpse will burn again.

Ri ghteous fire is never quenched.

Burn, burn, burn, burn!
That said it all, yet it was not enough

That was why novi es, paintings, and the beat of rock—
above all, the beat of rock—were sometinmes better than
words. The unsayabl e was said. Better said, anyway.

For a nonent, the street around himseened to becone

wavy. It was as shimmering and as unstable as a mrage in

a desert. Then it cool ed off and becane unnovi ng agai n.
Conpl anter Street was as solid as it had been a few seconds
ago. Just as squalid, too. Seven bl ocks away, above the
roofs of the houses, the gray-bl ack snokestacks and upper
stories of the Helsgets Steel Works mills were netal giants.
Dead gi ants because no stinking and bl ack snoke poured
fromthem Jimrenenbered when they had been alive,

though that seenmed so long ago that it mght have been in
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anot her century.

Cheap foreign steel had shut down the area's industrial-
steel conplex. Since then, or so it seemed to Jim his
parents' troubles and, thus, his own troubles, had started.

27
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Though the busy furnaces had poured clouds of dirt and

poi son over the city, they had al so showered prosperity.
Now, hand in hand with cl eaner air had cone poverty,
despair, rage, and violence. Though the citizens could now
see a house two bl ocks away, they could not see the future
and were not sure they wanted to.

This street, the whole city, was Bob Dylan's "Desol ati on
Row. "

Jimshuffled al ong the cracked sidewalk in his dirty and
scarred cowhi de boots. He passed two-story bungal ows

built just after World War Il ended. Sone of the front yards
were fenced in; some of these fences were white with paint
and had been repaired not too | ong ago. Sone of the yards
sported nice-1looking |awms. Those with little grass or none
at all were occupied by old cars up on blocks or notorcycles
partly torn apart.

The norning sun was glorious in the unflecked bl ue sky.

Yet the light in Belnmont City had seemed for a long tinme to
Jimto be unlike the light elsewhere. It was particularly
harsh and, at the sanme time, gritty. How could sunlight in
clear air be gritty? He did not know It just was. He did not
know when it had first seemed so to him He suspected that
it was about the time his pubic hair began to grow

SPO NG There It was, the irrepressible It. SPONG It

rose and swelled |like an angry cobra at just about anything,
as long as that anything hinted of sex. Anything in novies,
phot os, ads, you nane it, unaccountable stray thoughts and
mental images—all called It up like a witch waving a magic
wand. SPO NG There It was, no matter how enbarrassing

That was when the sunlight in Belnont City had started
to be harsh and gritty.

O was it?

Maybe it had begun when he had had his first "vision."
O when his "stigmata" had first appeared.

28
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Jimsaw his best buddy, Sam"Wndmll" Wzak, a half

bl ock away down Conpl anter Street. Sam was standi ng by

the white picket fence on his front yard. Jimstepped up his
pace. Only Jim s grandfather, Raghar Gimsson, the Nor-
wegi an sailor and | oconmotive engi neer, and Sam Wzak

really loved him All three had souls like forks attuned to
the sanme pitch. But his grandfather had died five years ago
(maybe that was when the |ight got harsh and gritty) and
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now only Jimand Sam vi brated on the sanme frequency.

Samwas six feet tall and very skinny. H's sharp and

poi nted face could have been a nodel for that of Wle E
Coyote of the "Road Runner" cartoons. He | ooked just as
hungry and desperate, but his deep-brown and cl ose-set
eyes |lacked Wle E.'s never-quenched |ight of hope. H's
gl ossy black hair was unruly and bushy, al nmost an Afro.

When Jimgot closer, Samcalled out, "Jinbo! My man!"

in a high-pitched and whi ney voice. He danced a shuffle-
off-to-Buffalo while he sang the first six lines of a lyric of
Jims. Jimthought it was good, but the Hot Water Eski nos

had rejected it as "not rock enough." Its first line was a
phrase used by Siberian Eski nb shamans when t hey worked

magi ¢, words that organi zed chaotic lines of force into
powerful instrunents for good or evil.

The song in its entirety went thus:

ATA MATUVA M MATA!

You in trouble, deep in crap?

H re the ancient Siberian shaman.
W zard magi ¢ guaranteed to work.
Shaman chants a Stone Age spell:

ATA MATUVA M MATA!

Gather all these witchy itens!

You don't get these at Nei man Marcus!
Angel 's feather, Dracula's breath,
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Pol ar bear's mal ari a,

Politician's unbroken prom se,
Scream from Captain Hook's toilet stall,
Ear waxfrom Spock of far-off Wulcan,
Ni el sen rating of Tinker Bell,

Tur ni p bl ood—Rh-negati ve,

Jack the Ripper's |love for wonen,
Needl e' s eye which traps the rich,
Bel |y buttons of Adam and Eve,

Vi sa stanped by Satan hinself.

Mx themlike you re Betty Crocker.
Stir the bubbling brew around!

Wien it cools and when it shrieks,
Drink it down, drink it down!

ATA MATUVA M MATA!

"The 'Ata Matuna M Mata' spell won't work, Sam"
Jimsaid. "I'"mdown, way down. |'malso pissed, really got
the red-ass."

Ms. Wzak was | ooking out a window at him She was

big and had Mot her Earth breasts and was a m ghty big

mot her hersel f. She was, unlike his nother, the powerhouse
inthe famly. M. Wzak was no wi nmp, but he was his

wi fe's shadow. Wen she noved, he nmoved. Wen she
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spoke, he nodded his head.

Ms. Wzak had a peculiar expression. WAs she wi shing

that Jimwas al so her son? She had wanted at |east six kids,
a brood, a pulsation of progeny. But she had had a
hysterectony after Sam her firstborn. M. Wzak, in his

| ess charitabl e noments, and he had many, said that Sam

had poi soned her wonb.

O was her face set so oddly because she thought that
Sam's friend was so odd? A boy who had had such strange
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vi sions and who suffered fromstigmata was not your
normal playmate for your child.

Jims mother . . . that was a different case. She had

thought at first that Jimwas a |latter-day St. Francis because
of the unearthly things he had seen and hi s unexpl ai nabl e

bl eedi ngs. But when Jimgot ol der she had put aside her

dreans of sainthood for him Now she was not so sure she

had not mated with the devil when she was sl eeping and Ji m
was their child. She had never said so, though Jinm s father
had. But Jim believed that his father was repeating what she
had told him However, his father could have made it up

He did not put in full time hurting his son, but that was only
because he had other things to do. Like getting drunk and
ganbl i ng.

Jimwaved at Ms. Wzak. She stepped back as if

startled, then nmoved to the wi ndow agai n and waved at him
Si nce she was not afraid of anyone—he wi shed to CGod that
hi s nother was |ike her—she nust have been thinking
somet hi ng bad about him For a nonent, she had been
ashaned. O was he, he thought, too damm sensitive and

sel f-centered? That was what his father and his schoo
counsel or had told him

Jimand Sam wal ked away. Sam shook his head, and his
near-Afro waved like the plune on the helnet of a Trojan
warri or.

"Wl | ?" Samwhined in Jims ear.
"Well, what?"

"Jesus, you said you were down, way down, and we've
wal ked a whol e bl ock, and you ain't said a word! Down
about what? Sane old story? You and your old nman?"

"Yeah," Jimsaid. "Sorry. | was thinking, lost in ny

t houghts. One of these days |'mgoing to | ose ny way and
never come back. And why should |? Anyway, here's ny
sordid and sad tale."
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Sam |istened, interjecting only a grunt or a "Wird, man!
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Weird!" Wien Jimwas finished, Samsaid, "Ain't it the
shits? What can you do now? Not hi ng—according to The

Man. But it won't be long 'til you're eighteen, and you can
tell your old man to go fuck hinself."

"If we don't kill each other first."

"Yeah. Th-th-that's all. f-f-folks! Period. No Continued
Next Chapter. You're pissed off? Listen, me and Mom got
into it this norning, about sone of the sane things you and
your Dad argued about. But, you know, with Momit's

al ways the nusic.

" 'l worked ny ass off,' she says, 'so you could take
musi ¢ | essons, and now you can play the piano and the
guitar. But | didn't work nyself to a frazzle as a grocery
clerk and a baby-sitter and God knows how rmany ot her jobs
and pinch nmy pennies so you could be a rock nusician. And
now you want to dress up like a punk, look |ike sonme
drunken mnurdering redskin, enbarrass nme and your father
and ny friends and Fat her Kochanowski! The saints help

me, the Virgin Mary help ne! | wanted you to be a classica
nmusi ci an, play Chopin and Mzart, be sonebody | could be
proud of! Look at you!' And so on. Sane old shit.

"Then | said what | shoul d' ve never said, but | was
seei ng purple by then."

Samrotated both arns several tinmes, the lunch bag in one

hand. "Wndm 1" Wzak was really going into action

" "Worked your ass off?'" | said. 'What do you call that?
A canmel ?" | pointed at her big ass. God forgive ne, | do
|l ove my nother even if she's nostly a pain. Anyway, | had

to run for ny life. Momthrew di shes at ne and took after
me with a broom | had to run through the house and then
into the backyard with her screaning at nme and the old nman
| aughing like crazy, rolling on the floor, glad to see
sonebody besi des him bei ng picked on by her."
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Jimwas hurt by Sami s seening not to care about his
troubles with his father. Jimwas open, panting and sl aver-
ing, for synpathy and understandi ng and advi ce. So what

was hi s supposed best friend doing? Ignoring his friend's
absolutely pressing crises to talk about his own probl ens,
whi ch Jimhad heard too nany tines.

33
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I HEY TURNED OFF Conpl anter Street onto Pitts Avenue,

which | ed straight for six blocks to Belnont City Centra

H gh School. Cars | oaded with students sped by them No

one in the vehicles waved or shouted at the two pedestrians,
though all knew them Jimfelt |like an outcast, a |eper
whose only skin di sease was acne. That made his nood

bl acker, his anger redder
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Jesus H. Christ! Those uppity snobs didn't have any right
to | ook down on himbecause his father was out of work and
the Grinson fanm |y was pisspot poor and lived in a

run-down | owcl ass blue-collar area. The students who had
their own cars were not so rich thensel ves, except for
Sheil a Hel sgets, and her family wasn't doing so well either
The closing of the steel mills had socked it to her father. He
probably wasn't now worth nore than a mllion or so, and
that would be nostly just property and | owval ue stocks and
bonds. At least, that's what he had heard about the

Hel sget ss'
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Sam had no idea how madly and badly in love with her

Jimwas. Jimheld sonme things back fromhis old buddy
because he didn't want to be |laughed at. Like his passion for
Sheila Hel sgets and his witing "straight" poetry at the
sane time he was witing rock lyrics and readi ng many

books and his vocabul ary, which was much |arger than

Sam' s and that of the other guys he hung around with

t hough he wasn't al ways sure of the precise neaning of the
wor ds he used.

.a cigarette?" Sam said.
Jimsaid, "What?"

"Christanmighty!" Samsaid. "Get with it! Were are
you? Lost in space? Beam ne back to Earth, Scotty. | asked
if you want a coffin nail."

Sam was holding in a dark hand, the fingernails dirty,

two nonfilter Canels. Jimshould have been grateful for the
offer; he was so short of noney he couldn't buy a pack. But,
for some reason, he did not want to snoke.

"Nah! How about an upper?"

Sam slipped a Canel into the right comer of his lips, put
the other in the pocket of his black shirt, and dipped his
hand into the outside pocket of his blue jacket. It canme out
with three capsul es.

"Yeah. Bl ack beauties. Guaranteed to give you a balloon
ride to the noon. But watch out for the |anding."

"Thanks," Jimsaid. "I'lIl take one. I'll have to owe you."

"That's seven dollars you owe," Sam said. He quickly

added, "Just keeping the books up to date. No hurry. Your
credit's always good with nme, you know. | ain't billing you
for the cigarettes | been giving you, either. | know when
you get them you'll help ne in ny distress. Like you

al ways say, we're Danpbn and Pithy-ass, whoever they

m ght be."

Ji m popped one upper into his mouth and swal l owed it
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dry. He worked his nouth to generate saliva to help it on
down.

The Bi phetani ne worked far faster then usual. Zap

Wiere there had been tired bl ood, as the ads said, was now
a river of nolten gold. Coursing through his veins, not to
mention his arteries, each nolecule racing the others to get
back to his heart first and then back to the merry-go-round
for another race at breakneck speed. The harsh and gritty
light nmelted into a soft snpothness.

Sam had put a black beauty into his nmouth before

stopping to cup his hand and then flicking the Bic. He drew
in deeply and bl ew out snoke as he resumed wal ki ng. Jim
waiting for him | ooked around as if he had never seen this
pl ace before. He could see the top of Belnont Central over
the scrungy houses (Pitts Avenue was the pits). Beyond
that, to the northeast, was the two-story building of earth-
colored brick and Tuscan col ums, Wellington Hospital. To
the sout hwest was the spire of St. Stephan's, snmack in the
Hungari an nei ghborhood. Hi s nother bypassed St. G obi-

an's, the Irish church, to attend St. Stephan's even though
she had to wal k an extra mle.

Looking north again, Jimcould see the done of City
Hall. Lots of action there, nost of it dirty, if what Sam
Wzak's drunken uncle, a judge, said was true.

And straight north went Pitts Avenue, ending at the foot

of Gold Hill. Up above, so high in the sky, were the hones
of the kings and queens of Belnont City. Wile they sipped
their martinis and counted their noney, they coul d | ook
down on the rabble, the proletariat, the salt of the earth,
those who would inherit, not trust funds but the earth, that

is, the dirt itself.

What made Jinis father especially angry about Gold Hill
people was that his wife worked there. Her job was only
part-tine, and the wealthy did not pay much (the tight-assed
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skinflints!), but the nbney was better than none. Eva Nagy
Gi nson was enpl oyed by a small conpany to housecl ean

on Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays. Eric's unenpl oy-

ment checks had | ong ceased to cone in. Reluctantly, Eric
had applied for and gotten welfare. He was of a generation
that regarded wel fare as shaneful. He al so believed that a
wi fe should not work. The husband was humiliated if she
did. He was a failure as a man and a provider.

Jimcould understand why his father withed with shane

and despair and frustration. But why did he have to take it
out on his wife and son? Did he think they |liked the ness
they were in? Were they responsible for the bad things in
their lives?
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Wiy did his father spend the precious noney his wfe

made on booze? Why didn't he just up and pull anchor,

| eave the doonmed house behind, take his family to Califor-
nia or sone place where he could get a job? However, if he
did that, he was up against his wife. She went along with
everything he did, no natter howrotten it was, nhever
conpl ai ned or argued. Except once. Wen he had sug-

gested leaving Belnont City, she had told himfirmy that
she woul d not obey him She woul d not nove away from

the Nagy clan and their friends.

"Jesus Christ!" Eric had shouted. "If you got a Hungar-
ian for a friend, you don't need an enemy!"

Jimand Sam were now two bl ocks from Central H gh, a

huge ol d three-story redbrick building. At least, Jim

t hought, ny body is two bl ocks fromit. My mnd, Jesus,
where's ny mind? All over the place. | got to get with it.

The day you were living in was the present. But the past
was often with you, poking a sharp-nailed finger in the

ti ssue of your brain and gougi ng out a piece, then pressing
on a nerve to remnd you that the bottomline of life was
pai n, then groping around other parts, feeling your dick,
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gi ving you a proctol ogi cal exam nation, thunping your
heart's naked flesh to nake it beat |ike a hunmm ngbird's

wi ngs, tying your intestines into a running sheepshank knot,
vomting hot acid into your stomach, whipping up night-
mares with the bl ender of old Mrpheus, ancient Geek god

of sl eep.

Atitle for a lyric. "The Dead Hand of the Past." Nah. A
cliche, though that never stopped nost rock lyricists.

Anyway, the past was not a dead hand. You carried it with

you like it was a living thing, a tapeworm O |ike

Heinlein's parasitic slug from T Titan, the ice-noon of Sat-

urn, the slug growing tendrils in your back and sucking the
life and brains out of you. O like a fever no pills could coo
down until you were col d-dead, and you didn't need pills

t hen.

trying to get a gig tonight, no soap," Sam was
saying. "Got one Saturday night at ne Wi stledick Tavern
out on Mdonshine Ridge, but that's redneck territory, and
we gotta play that godawful country-western. W night
cancel. Anyway, we couldn't get one tonight, and ny cup
runneth over. Halloween's for fun. Renmenber how we

pushed over old nman Dunski's out house when we was
fifteen? Maybe it was when we was fourteen. Anyway,
renenber how Dunski canme out of his house scream ng

and shooting his shotgun? Man, did we run!"

"Sounds good," Jimsaid. "I'Il call work and tell them
I"msick. I'lIl probably get fired, but what the hell."

38
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CHAPTER 7

JUST BEFORE HE and Sam j oi ned the gang, Sam slipped him
a stick of chewing gum "Take it. You got a breath v/ould
knock down Ki ng Kong."

"Thanks," Jimsaid. "Must be the Polish sausage, too
much garlic. Anyway, ny stomach's upset.”

Three guys were waiting for them Hakeem"G zzy"

Dillard, a short chunky black suffering fromyell ow jaun-
dice. Bob "Birdshot" Pellegrino, a big youth with a huge
bl ack wal rus nmoustache and one gl ass eye. Steve "Goat-
head" Larsen. They gave each other five fingers, Jim
noticing that the greeting only seemed a hundred percent
natural when Gzzy did it. Goathead brought out a mari-
juana butt from which each took a puff while keeping an eye
on the big front entrance for an appearance of Central's
principal, Jesse "lron Pants" Bozeman, or one of his
teacher snitches

"Hey, man, you hear about what Kiss did in that hote
roomin Peoria?"
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"l got an upper trade you for a downer."

said M ck Jagger caught the clap fromthe may-
or's wife ..."

"The old nan said, 'You get a Mohawk, | cut off your
balls."'"

"... think Lumi|l spring a surprise examtoday?"

and | thought. You can drive the point of that
|-sawCele's triangle all the way up your ass. Define it, shit,
I can't even pronounce it. But | was cool. So, | told Mster

Sl owacki, geometry ain't ny fortay. That's for Republi-

cans, and ny fol ks al ways vote straight Denocrat."

sent to lron Pants's office again. But he wasn't
there. Probably balling his secretary in the xerox room"

so he says, '|I knew you was long, and | knew you
was bl ack, but where did you get them googly eyes? "

"Man, | swear you wasn't ny asshol e buddy, | don't take
those racist jokes. Lemme tell you about the white
worman—a nouse ran up her snatch so she go see this black
doctor. And he say ..."

Chattering fast, seeming to talk out of both sides of their
mout hs at the same tinme, giggling, butt-slapping, shadow

boxi ng, the group danced into the front hall. Jimwas silent,
his only responses a grunt or a forced grin. The black beauty
wasn't working the way it was supposed to. The guy who'd

sold it to Sam must've cheated him Probably had just a

little Biphetamine init. The rest of it was ground-up aspirin
or sonet hing.
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VWhile on his way to his | ocker, he saw Sheila Hel sgets

| eani ng against the wall. She was talking to and smling at
Robert "Ram'Em' Basing, a very big and very good-

| ooki ng bl ond who was Central's forenost tackle and

captain of the football and the rhetoric teams. A six-letter
man. Lots of money, drove a Mercedes-Benz, and |lived on
Gold HlIl. An A-minus average. A clear and tanned
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conpl exi on. Naturally, he was pinned to Sheila, probably
in nore ways than one, Jimthought. But reliable reports
said he was cheating on her. He'd even been seen in a
nightclub in the nearby city of Warren with Angi e "Bl ow
Job" Cal ori ck.

Seei ng hi mpat the egg-shaped cheek of Sheila's ass made
Jimwant to puke.

He slammed his | ocker door shut with a big bang. Sheila
| ooked away from Basing and at him She quit snmling.
Then she turned her head back to The Wnner. She smled
agai n.

Shei l a baby, you think he's Jesus H Christ Hinself! |'d

like to crucify him preferably with rusty nails that woul dn't
be hamrered through only his hands and feet. Wuldn't

make any difference, though. She'd still look at ne |ike

was a | eper. "Uncl ean! Unclean!"

Jimsang softly to hinself as he trudged down the hal
toward Biology 201. It was his own creation, tided "Here's
Looking Up at You."

Scruff ne, scurve ne,

Deck nme out with pinples and fl eas.
Feed ne beans, then bitch about

Gas a-boiling in your face.

Step on nme, and call nme flat.
Squeeze nme dry, and call ne husk
Say | got no class at all

Tri p- hamrer sky's ranming me down,
Knocki ng the dandruff off ny head,
Thunpa- t hunpa- t hunpi ng e,
Drilling rock and liquid iron.

Eart hwor ms, nol es, and buri ed bones,
God, the Devil, Ms. Gundy,
Who's not | ooking down at ne
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Spinning in the core of Earth?

Any way fromhere is up
Can't believe that's not a lie.
Every way | ooks down to ne.

Raunch ne, sleaze ne,
Rip nmy soul with tal oned scorn
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Call me ragged, light a candle,
Say for nme a ragged nass.

Scruff ne, scurve ne,
Deck ne out with pinples and fleas.

He foll owed Bob and Saminto the big classroom and

took a chair in the rear row comer with the other |osers.
There was the usual |oud talk, poking fun at each other,

sai ling paper airplanes, and throwing spitballs. Then sil ence
and rigidity came down like a guillotine blade as the aged
but not venerable Mster Lewis "Holy Roller" Hunks

wal ked in. Grimand crusty and obnoxiously religious
described M ster Hunks. Add to that that he was a creation-
ist who was forced by law to teach evolution, though it was
call ed "devel opnent, " and you had one frustrated and

m serabl e white-haired old nman.

Hunks checked of f the students present and absent as if he
were taking the roll call on the Day of Judgment. After
pronounci ng each nanme, he | ooked up from behind very

thick gl asses. He grinmaced when he spoke the nane of a
student he did not |like, and he smled thinly when he uttered
the name of a student who was not going to Flunkers' Hell.

He smled three tines.

Havi ng designated a favorite student to carry a list of the
absent to the principal's office. Hunks | aunched into today's
|l ecture. It continued the previous |ecture, which was on the
reproductive systemof the frog. Jimtried to listen intently
and to take notes because the subject was interesting. But

42

his stomach hurt, and he had a headache. To nake condi -
tions worse. Hunks managed to conbine droning with a
squeaky voice. Jimfelt |like he was on an oxcart with an
unl ubricated wheel going across a flat and treel ess plain.
The view was putting himto sleep, but the wheel was
keepi ng hi m awake.

Sam Wzak, who was sitting by Jim |eaned over and
whi spered, "lI'mgoing to fall asleep. Wiyn't you tell him
he's full of shit? At |least we won't be bored to death.”

"Way don't you tell hinP" Ji mwhispered back

"Hell, 1 don't know nothing about this and couldn't care
|l ess. You're the expert. You start the firewdrks. A d Sam
just wanta make things junp. Geeve eet to heem ™

A silence in the roomalerted Jim He straightened up and

| ooked at M ster Hunks. The old guy was glaring at him

and the students had turned their heads to | ook at him and
Sam Jims heart felt like a squirrel throwm into a wheel -

cage. It began running just to stay in one place. The thuds
of its feet against nmetal were also drumsignals. "Man, you
done it now "

"Well, Mster Ginson, Mster Wzak," Hunks
squeaked. "Wyuld you mnd sharing with us your private
t hought s about the subject at hand?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (28 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:32 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

Jimsaid, "It was nothing."

Hi s own voice was squeaky. He was angry because he

had been caught, and he was angry with hinsel f because he
was afraid to speak out agai nst Hunks. The old man woul d
make a fool of himfor sure.

"Not hing, M ster Ginson? Nothing? You two were

di sturbing ne and the class because you were just making
nonsensi cal noi ses? O perhaps you were initating the apes
you claimyou're descended fronf? Were you imtating ape
calls, you two?"

Jims heart beat even harder, and his stomach swung back
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and forth, sloshing acid fromone end to the other. But,
trying to |l ook cool, he stood up. He also was trying to keep
his voi ce steady.

"Well," he said. He paused to clear his suddenly

phl egmed throat. "No, we weren't imtating ape | anguage.
e . . "

"Ape | anguage?" Hunks said. "Apes don't have a | an-
guage! "

"Wll, | nean ... ape signals, whatever."

Sam whi spered, "Ungawa!" He writhed with silent
| aught er.

"When your fellow sinmian recovers fromhis fit, you may
continue," Hunks said. He squinted through his thick
glasses as if they were a tel escope and he, the astrononer,
had just discovered some worthless asteroid that had no
busi ness being where it was.

Sam quit noving, but he was biting his lips to keep from
expl oding with | aughter.

"Uh," Jimsaid, and he cleared his throat again. "Uh,

had sone thoughts on what you just said, uh, that about life
devel oping, no, | nean originating, in the prinml soup, and
its, uh, statical, | mean, statistical inprobability. But | got
to think nore about that before | say anything.

"What | was thinking was about sonething you said | ast
week. Renenber? You, we, talked about why, for exam

pl e, uh, dog enbryos and human enbryos were so sinilar.

In the early stages of their devel opnent, anyway. You
expl ai ned why human enbryos have tails, that is, according
to the theory of devel opnent. You evidently didn't believe
that theory. Then you tried to explain why, uh, if the
Creator nmade all creatures in just a couple of

days . . . you said, you tried to explain why all nmale
manmel s have ni ppl es even though they don't need them
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why, uh, flightless insects have w ngs."
44

H's throat felt dry. Hunks's grin was mean, nean, nean
The students were watching him Some had tittered when he
ment i oned ni ppl es.

"Al so, why do snakes have rudinental . . . rudinen-

tary . . . linbs when they never need them any nore than

mal es need nipples and insects that can't fly need wi ngs? They
woul dn't have nipples, linbs, and wings if they were created

in a single day. You said that the wings, nipples, and |linbs
were created for the sake of symmetry. The Creator was an
artist, and It had to nake Its creatures symetrical."

Jimreferred to the Creator as It because it bugged Hunks.
Now hi s voice was stronger and deeper, and he was

speaki ng wi thout the awkward hesitations. He was on a roll.
Devil take the consequences.

"That 'synmetry' explanation, if you'll pardon ne,

M ster Hunks, doesn't ring true. It doesn't seemto be

| ogi cal. Anyway, | was thinking about it. Here's what I'd
like you to explain to ne, sir. If the Creator was so keen on
"symmetry,' why, on the day of Creation, didn't It nake

mal es who al so had femal e genitals and vice versa? Wy

don't us nen have vagi nas, too, and why don't wonen have

peni ses?"

Laughter fromthe students. Explosion from M ster
Hunks.

"Shut up and sit down!"
"But, sir!"
"l said shut up and sit down!"

Ji m shoul d have been happy because he had triunphed.

But he was shaking with rage. Hunks was just like his
father. Wien he had lost in a battle of words, he refused to
listen any nore, and he evoked the gag | aw that adults used
agai nst children. It was unappeal able to a higher court
because Hunks was al so that court.

Fortunately, the end-of-the-class bell rang just then
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Hunks | ooked as if he was going to have a stroke, but he did
not tell Jimto see himin his office that afternoon. Jimfelt
as if his own bl ood vessels were going to erupt. However,

a few seconds | ater, as he wal ked down the hall, he began

to feel exultance mxing with the rage. He had really given
it tothe old fart, the living fossil, the Ku Kl ux Kl anner of
Kristians.
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Bob Pell egrino and Sam Wzak were wal king with him

through the crowmd of students. Bob said, "It don't matter if
you wi n every argument with that dirty old man. He's gonna
flunk your ass."

Ji m understood the description of Hunks. To the young,
anybody over sixty was dirty. No matter how physically

clean the old were in actuality, they were dirty because they
were close to death. O d Man Death was the ultimate in
filthiness, and anybody in his nei ghborhood was deeply
soi | ed.

There was al so sonething that Jimcould not know then
and woul d not know until nuch later. That was that Hunks
was much closer to the truth than the evol utionists.
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CHAPTER 8

LUNCH HOUR CAME. Jim had no noney to buy food, and his
anger had subsided enough for himto feel very hungry. Sam
Wzak split his lunch with him and Bob Pellegrino gave
himhalf a tuna fish sandwich and half a pickle. Jimcooled
of f even nore during Mster Lumis course in Advanced
Engl i sh and Conposition. This was the only subject in
which he had a B average. Wll|, pretty close to a B. A few
A's on the conpositions he was going to wite, and he
woul d get a B average. But if Jimdidn't ever master the

di fference between a dangling participle and a dangling
particle, he wouldn't pass the course.

"Knowi ng that won't hel p you becone a better witer,

and you'll never use that item of academ c know edge," he
had said. "However, it's not so hard to understand, and
you're not a noron, no matter what your other teachers say.
I"mnot going to pass you until know edge of the difference
i s enbedded in your bones. Now, |'mnot current with the
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| at est di scoveries in physics. Wat the hell is a dangling
particle?"

After biology class, Jimand Sam headed for the rest

room They went past the elderly guard outside the room
and entered. The place was busy, noisy, and stinking.
There, |eaning against the wall by the washbow s were
Freehoffer, "The Blob," and his buddies, Dol kin and
Skarga. They were passing around a roach as if they didn't
give a damm if the guard caught them and they didn't.
Freehof fer was huge, six feet four, close to three hundred
pounds, doubl e-chi nned, balloon-bellied, pig-nosed, and
weasel -eyed. Hi s blue-black facial hair should have been
shaved three days ago. A ponytail bound his bl ack greasy
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hair. Egg yol k stained his red-and-black striped shirt.

Dol ki n and Skarga were both short but very w de, and
their yell owbrown hair | ooked |ike viper nests.

Freehoffer and his buddi es woul d have been shaki ng

down his victins, nostly scared freshnen or nerds, if the
room hadn't been so crowded. Jimhad been forced to give
them noney at | east a dozen tinmes during his four years at
Central. But this year he had never been caught alone in the
rest roomby them and the last tinme he had coughed up his
change for them he had told Freehoffer, "Never again!"

Havi ng eased thenselves at the urinals, Jimand Sam

started to | eave the room Freehoffer stuck a foot out and
tripped Jim who fell forward and banged his head agai nst

the exit door. The pain was a hamer bl ow on a detonator

Ji myel ped and, cursing, straightened up, turned around,

and swung with his right fist. He did not think about what

he was doing; he was scarcely aware that he was doing it.

H's fist sank into the big belly. Freehoffer's |aughter becane

a deep grunt, and he doubl ed over.

A surfer of rage carried on by a red wave, Jimbrought his
knee up against The Blob's chin. The Blob fell on the tiled
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floor, but he got up on all fours. Jimsnarled, "Don't ever
touch ne again, Pus-Face!"

Samsaid, "Let's get going, Jim"
Freehoffer got to his feet. "You won't get away with this,
shithead!"

Dol kin and Skarga started to nove in. Samtugged on
JimMs arm "For Christ's sake, let's get outa here!"

"This ain't the place!" Freehoffer bellowed. "But if

you're a real man, Ginson, you'll neet ne back of Pravit's
after school's over! You won't get no chance to hit nme when
I ain't looking! I'll beat you to a bloody pulp if you got the

guts to stand up to nme, and | don't think you got 'em™"

Jimstarted to shake, but he said, "Pair fight? Man to
man? Fists only?"

"Yeah! Fair fight! Fists only! | don't need nothing except
my fists to stretch you out, you spindly little fruitcake!"

"I don't like to dirty my hands on you, but 1'Il do it, you
heap of shit," Jimsaid. Wth Sam behind him he swag-
gered out of the rest room

"Jesus Christ, man!" Sam said. "Wat got into you?"
"I just won't take any nore of his shit!"

"You nmust be nmad at everybody and everything," Sam
said. "You ain't thinking straight. You know he ain't going
to fight fair, and Dol kin and Skarga' |l be there to junp on
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you, too
"What'd you do if you were in ny place?" Jimsnarl ed.

"Me? | wouldn't show, no way. |I'mnot crazy!"

"You gonna be there, or you gonna let ne take them on

by nysel f ?"

"Ch, I'll be there," Samsaid. "I won't |let you down, old
buddy. But | better tell Bob and the others about this. The
more the better. You'll need backup. I'Il bring a brick, too.

But this is crazy!"
By the tinme that school was out, the entire student body
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seenmed to know about the scheduled fight. Jimwas stil

mad but not so nuch that he was not also scared. Sam s
advice to stand The Bl ob up instead of standing up to him
was meki ng nore sense. But he was not going to back out
now. Everybody woul d think he had a yell ow streak down

hi s back.
Pravit's Confectionery and Drugstore was a bl ock away

fromthe high school. Trailed and preceded by students, Jim
went down the alley along the side of the store and then
went a few paces along the alley behind the old redbrick
building. Wth himwere Wzak, Pellegrino, and Larsen
Ji m had hoped that Freehoffer would be a no-show. No.

There was The Bl ob, | eaning against the wall near the back
door, a toothpick in his blubber Iips, seem ng nost noncha-
lant. By his side stood Dol kin and Skarga.

"There's the rest-room nugger, the bully of the crapper!"
Jimcalled out. His voice started out |oud and firm enough,
but it cracked near the end of his sentence. He stopped a
dozen feet from Freehoffer while the crowd shifted around
to forma senmicircle. Jims three cronies stood just behind

hi m
The Bl ob sneered. He said, "Sticks and stones, big
mouth." He continued to | ean against the wall.

Ji m dropped his book bag, screanmed, and ran forward.

Freehof fer straightened up, his eyes wide. Jimran and then

| aunched hinsel f. He had seen karate fighting in many

movi es but had never practiced any. This was a first-tine,
all-or-nothing effort, do or die. H s body came close to

| eveling out as he slammed the bottom of his shoe into
Freehoffer's nose. He had tried for the chin, but his aimwas
of f. Not so bad, though. The Blob's head snapped back, and

he staggered against the wall. Bl ood gushed fromhis

nostrils.
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Then Jimfell straight backward, tried to tw st, but fel
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heavily on his side. Pain shot through his shoul der. The
wi nd was knocked out of him Despite this, he was up on
his feet and charged Freehoffer with his head down. He
drove it into the big belly. Mre pain | anced through him
but down his neck this tine.

Freehof fer gasped. Blood ran down his face, and he bent
over, clutching his belly. The attack had caught both him
and his buddi es by surprise. Dol kin and Skarga, however,
unfroze and junmped on Jim who still had not gotten his

wi nd back. Sam Wzak, though fight-shy, did not hold

back once he got into a battle. He brought out from under
his jacket a brick. He slanmed it against the side of

Dol kin's head. Dol kin went down onto his knees, a hand
clanped to the injured part. Skarga brought his fist out of
the pocket of his jacket. Brass knuckles gl eaned as he

pul led his armback to drive theminto Jims ribs. Bob

Pel l egrino stepped in and slamed a fist against the side of
Skarga's jaw. Sam hit Skarga on his shoulder with the brick
Skarga went down, yelling with pain, then tried to craw
away into the crowd. Pellegrino kicked himhard in the butt.
Steve Larsen junped on Skarga and bore himall the way to

t he ground.

The Blob had a I ot of flesh to absorb the danmage done to

him He was far from being out of the fight. Bell owing, he

| unged forward, drove into Jim |ocked his arnms around

him and carried himdown to the hard bl ack pavenent.

Since Jimhad his arns free, he was able to strike Freehoffer
as they rolled around, though not effectively. Wen The

Blob bit himin his stomach, Jimcried out, but the pain gave

himstrength to tear hinself |oose. He was still on his back
when Freehoffer rose to his feet and drew a foot back to kick
Jim

Jimkicked first. His foot slamrmed into The Blob's
crotch. Yelling, holding his testicles, Freehoffer fell for-
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ward. Before he hit the ground, he gushed yell ow vonit.
Jimrolled anay and escaped the crushing wei ght of the near
three hundred pounds. But the puke showered his hair and
the left side of his face and body.

He got to his feet. Then the stench and the feel of the stuff
sticking to himand the thought that it came from The Bl ob's
belly made himretch. Bent over Freehoffer, he sprayed him
in the face with his own vomt.

Sone of the spectators were delighted. O hers got nau-
seated, and a small nunber of these threw up. Their
exanpl e caused nore to puke. But neither the enjoyers nor
the |l eathers had nmuch tine to express their reactions.
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Near by sirens announced the conming of the cops. Most of
the crowmd hurriedly left the scene.

CHAPTER 9
52

/\'s A BLACK- AND-WH TE squad car pulled into the alley,
Freehof fer croaked out his threats between sobs and | ong-
drawn-in breaths.

"I"'mgoing to get you! 1'll use the old man's shot gun,

Pi ss-Face! 1'll blow out your crazy queer brains, then ||
jamthe Pol ack's brick up his ass before |I blow off his head,
too!"

Dol kin and Skarga had fled. Bob Pellegrino and Steve

Larsen had reluctantly left after Jimhad told themit nade
no sense for themto stay to face the nusic. Sam however
had refused to desert Jim

"Bullshit!" Jimsaid. He was breathless, too, though not
nearly as nmuch as Freehoffer. "You've had it, puke-face!
Your reign of terror is over! Anytime | see you extorting
money from some scared kid, I'mgoing to junp you, right
then and there! I'Il beat the piss out of you!"

He was shaking so nuch that his nuscles seemed to be
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trying to tear thensel ves | oose fromhis bones. Yet he stil
felt as if he were riding a gigantic surf wave. It was lifting
hi mup and up, and when he reached the crest, he would

soar off into the wild blue yonder. The fight had spurted out
much of the rage and the urge to do viol ence that had

possessed him all day.
The cops cane then, strolling up slowy, |ooking around

but grinning. They were relieved that they did not have to
handle a riot. Jimthought that whoever had reported the
fight had exaggerated. O d man Pravit? Maybe. |In any case,
the police departnment was understaffed and overworked,

|i ke every other departnent in noney-poor Belnont Cty. It
was a wonder that any police car had shown up

It was good that Sam had not gone with the others. The
cops recogni zed his nane. One of them knew t hat Sam was
t he nephew of Stanislaw Wzak, a night court judge, and of
John Krasinski, an aldernan. The two patrol men treated the
whol e incident as just a heated argunment anong hi gh schoo

ki ds.

Normal |y, the cops woul d have spread-eagl ed t hem
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against the wall and frisked them But they did not want to
get the stinking ness on their hands or, indeed, cone any
closer to Grinmson and Freehoffer than they had to. Nor
could they get out of the youths the true story of what had
caused the brouhaha. Jimrefrained fromtelling them about
Freehoffer's extortions and his threats to kill himand Sam
The Bl ob evidently wanted to accuse Jimof all sorts of
things, but he, too, abided by the unwitten |law. Don't tel
the fuzz not hi ng about nobody. Though the cops knew t hat
they were being lied to, they did not care. If they let the
three go with a warning, they woul d avoid paperwork and
getting in Dutch with Judge Wzak and Al derman Krasin-

ski. However, they added, this incident would have to be
reported to the boys' parents.

54

In effect: Go, children, and sin no nore. And for Christ's
sake wash your clothes and take a bath. Haw haw

Just before the cops left, one of them scow ed and said,
"Grinmson? Were've | heard . . . oh, yeah ... | think

| haul ed your old man in one night on a drunk and
disorderly. But there's sonething else. Ch, yeah! Didn't |
read a couple of years ago about you? Sonething to do with
sone strange visions and you bl eeding in your palns and
forehead. It made quite a to-do, didn't it? Some people

t hought nmaybe you was a saint, and others thought you was
touched in the head."

"That was years ago. | was just a kid then," Jimsaid
sourly. "Everything's cleared up since then. Anyway, it
didn't mean nmuch. The paper exaggerated. Anything to get
news. "

He had a flash of the doctor who'd exam ned him after

the stigmata canme. A d Doc Goodbone, belieye that nane

or not. "It's just his overactive inagination coupled with a
tendency to hysteria," the physician had told his nother
"The weird things he saw, the stigmata, they're explain-
abl e, and not by the introduction of supernatural el enents.
Not common, these cases, but there have been many such
reported in nedical journals. It's all psychol ogical. The

m nd can do strange things. Even the bl eeding, which

seens purely physical, can be produced by the ni nd.
Especially by the m nds of children and adol escents and
hysterical wonen. Little Jimw || probably get over this, be
quite normal. We'll just have to keep an eye on him Don't
worry."

Hi s nother shoul d have been relieved and probably was.

But she was al so di sappoi nted. She had been convinced that
the visions and the stignmata were God's signals that he was
destined to be a saint.

The cop made them prom se that they would not start
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fighting again and that they would go hone i mediately. A
call came in, and the fuzz left hurriedly. Freehoffer | ooked
as if he would like to keep threatening Jimand Sam but he
shanbl ed away down the alley. Jimlooked for his book

bag. It was gone.

"For God's sake, what next?" he cried. "Sonmeone stole
it! The books . . . I'lIl have to buy new ones!"

That was going to nmake his father even nadder. It had

been hard enough to get the nobney for the textbooks at the
begi nning of the senester. Eric Ginson would have nore

to raise hell about than just the fight. And Eva Ginson
woul d have to take the purchase noney out of what she
brought hone from her cleaning job. No. His father would
insist that his son pay for it. Were would he get the cash?

Di d bad things never end?

Jims nother was still working up on Gold Hi Il when Jim
arrived hone. But his father was waiting for him He began
yelling at himto get his clothes into the washer in the
basenent and to take a shower. Right now. The shock of the
shower mght kill him but Jimand the world woul d be

better off then. Jimtried to tell himwhy he got into the
fight. Eric Grinson paid no attention to his explanation. He
stood at the top of the basenment stairs while Jimshucked off
his clothes and put themin the old washer.

"That' || take extra soap and water and gas heat and run
up the bills, and they're high enough now, though | can't
say you generally raise the water bill nuch," Eric said.

"Maybe | should look at this as a God-given chance to force
you to take a shower."

Jimwaited until he had put on clean clothes before he
decided to tell his father about the stolen books. But, when
he reluctantly left his room he found that his father was not
around. Eric Gimson had gone sonme place, probably five

bl ocks away to Tex's Tavern. He'd be spending the noney

on booze that he could have used to buy the school books.
That rem nded Jimthat he had forgotten to call in to the
fast-food place where he worked. If he told the manager he
was si ck—which he had done too many tines—he woul d
probably be fired.

Vell, so what?
It woul dn't be easy finding another job, that's what.

But he had pronmi sed Samthat he would go Hal | oweeni ng
tonight, and he did not want to nmiss out on the fun

If he could get his nother to one side, away fromhis
father, he nmight get pocket change from her. She'd dredge
it up fromsome place; she al nost always di d. However, he
knew how hard it was for her to do that. Though she woul d
not conplain, her big sad eyes, her air of suppressed
reproach, disappointnent, and defeat woul d nake him fee
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like a bum a parasite, a bloodsucker, a failure, and a really
rotten son.

Her silence and her quiet nmanner made him feel far worse
than his father's ravings and rantings. At |east he could
bl ow of f steam when he argued with his father. But her
unwi | I i ngness to fight frustrated and wore himout. A
termte nust feel that way when it was chewing nmerrily
along in wood and then ran sl ambang into iron

The house was qui et except for a slight groan or a very
faint murmur now and then. Those coul d be the voices of
smal |l shiftings of earth in the tunnels and shafts bel ow.
They were warning the heedl ess humans above of the

com ng big collapses. O were they, as in the poem "Kubia
Khan" by Col eri dge, "ancestral voices warning of war"? O
trolls working away i n the abandoned coal mines so they
could hasten the ruin of Belnont City's houses?

Man, |'ma case, Jimthought. My brain is like a bullet
that mssed its target. It ricochets all over the place,
envi sions a hundred scenari os where only one could be real
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I"mcut out to be a witer or a poet, not a garage mechani c.

He sat in a chair in the living room He faced the fake
fireplace and the mantel, which held two glass balls with
Christmas scenes inside (turn the balls upside down and

then right side up and snow fell on the little houses and
peopl e therein), statuettes of the Virgin Mary and St

St ephan, two incense candles, a can of furniture polish
spray, an ashtray with a pile of cigarette stubs, and a nusic
box on top of which was a circle of white-clad but

ni cotine-stai ned ball et dancers.

On the wall above the mantel was a | arge phot ograph of
Ragnar Fjalar Ginsson, Jinmls dearly bel oved grandfather,
dead for eight years now. Though Ragnar was smling, he

| ooked as fierce as his nanmesake, the | egendary Viking

ki ng, Ragnar Hairy Breeches, whom he clained to be
descended from Hi s white and bushy beard fell to bel ow

his chest. H's white eyebrows were as thick and as splendid
as God's nust be (if there was a God), and the blue eyes
were as penetrating as the edge of a Norse pirate's war ax.
Wien the old man had died, his son, Eric, had taken down
the big painting of Jesus, despite his wife's pale protests,
and had put up the picture of his father

It was, Jimhad thought, a satisfactory substitute.

The ol d Norwegian was a real man. A far voyager on sea

and on | and, an adventurer, tough, no conplainer, a
go-getter, largely self-educated, a w de reader, afraid of
nobody and of no thing, a quoter of Shakespeare and MIton
and of the old Scandi navi an sagas, yet one who enjoyed the
cartoon strips and who had read themto Jimbefore Jim
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coul d read, stubborn, convinced that his way was the only
way but with a sense of hunor and wit, and al so convinced
that nost of the present generation were degenerates.

It was a good thing old Ragnar had died. He'd be deeply
di sgusted with his son and even nore so with his grandson

RED ORC S RAGE

As for Ragnar's daughter-in-law, Eva, he'd never liked her,
t hough he had always treated her politely. She was scared of
him and he scorned people he could scare.

Hi s grandfather had at first been disturbed by Jinms

vi sions and dreans and stigmata. After a while, he had

deci ded that these were not necessarily signs that Jimwas
mental ly sick. Jimhad been touched by the Fates, who gave
hi m second sight, a gift the Scotch called "fey." Jimcould
see things invisible to others. Though the old man was an
atheist, he did believe, or professed to believe, in the
Nons, the three Fates of pagan Scandi navi a. "Even today,

out in the rural and forest areas, you'll find Norwegi ans

who believe in destiny nore than they do in their Lutheran
God. "

H s grandfather had taken Jimls small hands in his huge

and work-gnarled hands. He held themup so that the faint
whitish marks on Jims fingernails shone in the light. Jim
was keenly aware of them and somewhat shy about people
seeing them But Ragnar said, "Those are the marks the

Vi ki ngs cal |l ed Nomaspor. They've been given to you by

the Nons as a special sign of their favor. You're lucky. If
the marks'd been dark, you'd be cursed with bad | uck all

your life. But they're white, and that nmeans you're going to
have good fortune nost of your life."

Destiny. Mster Lum had said nore than once in English

class, " 'Character deternines destiny.' That's a quote from
Heracl i tus, ancient G eek philosopher. Remenber that, and
live by that. 'Character determ nes destiny."'"

That had deeply inpressed Jim On the other hand his
grandf at her thought that character was given you by des-
tiny. Whatever the truth, Jimknew that he had been dooned
to be a loser. Never m nd what old Ragnar had sai d about
Nomaspor. Jim Gri nson was a hopel ess case, everything a
hero was not. As the school psychologist had told him he
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had | ow sel f-esteem could get along only with a few of his
peers, all as nmessed up as he was, couldn't relate to his
superiors, hated authority in whatever formit took, had no
drive to succeed, and was, in short, without brakes and on

the steep road to hell. Having said that, the psychol ogi st had
added that Jimdid have great potential even if his character
was chaotic and sel f-defeating. He could pull hinself up by
his bootstraps. And then the psychologist really piled on the
crap.
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Jimsighed. For the first time, he becane aware of

somet hing wwong with his surroundi ngs, sonething maybe

not so wong as mssing. It took hima mnute to realize that
he was envel oped in silence. No wonder he had been feeling
uneasy.

He went to the kitchen and turned the radio on. WEK

was into "The Hour of Golden O dies" and was playing
"Freak Qut," the 1966 al bumin which Frank Zappa nade

his debut with the Mdthers of Invention. Jimhad been four
t hen, ages ago.

Before the al bumwas finished, Eric Ginson cane
hone. And the gates of hell opened.
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/\T 6:19, AN HOUR after sunset, Jimraised his bedroom
wi ndow and crawl ed out. Thirty mnutes ago, he had eaten
the supper stealthily given himby his nother.

Eva Ginson had arrived a few nminutes before her

husband cane hone and had started cooki ng supper. She

had asked Jimto turn the radi o down, and he had done it.
He had said nothing about his troubles that afternoon. Eric
Ginmson had reeled in at half past five, red-faced and
breathing funes that woul d' ve floored a dragon. The first
thing he had done was to turn the radio off, yelling that he
didn't want that damm crap on when he was in the house.
Then, of course, he had started in on Jim Eva had been
confused about it all until her husband told her of the

tel ephone call he had gotten fromthe police about Jinms
fight with the Freehoffer kid and the pukey nmess on his

cl ot hes.

One thing led to another—didn't it always?—and very
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qui ckly father and son were shouting at each other. His
nmot her, facing the stove, her back to them her shoul ders
sl unped, said nothing. Now and then she quivered as if
sonet hing inside her had bitten her. Finally, Eric had
commanded his son to go to his room He sure as hel

wasn't going to get supper, he added.

Presently, silence settled throughout the house. Jimtook

a tattered and yel | ow paged paperback, Mary Shelley's
Frankenstein, froma shelf and tried to read it. Reread,
rather. He was in the nood for this story about the nonster
made of dead human parts, the dooned outsider hated by al
humans and hating all humans, the rejected, the killer of the
nat ural -bom and the woul d-be killer of his nmaker, a man

who was in a sense his father

But the godawful ol d-fashioned prose style had al ways
tended to throw himoff. It certainly did now He dropped
the book on the fl oor and roaned around the narrow room
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After a while, the TVin the living roombegan blaring. Eric
Ginson was sitting there, a beer in his hand, watching the
boob tube. A few nminutes later, Jimheard a knock on the
door. He opened it and saw his nmother holding a tray with
supper on it.

"I can't let you go hungry," she whispered. "Here. Wen

you're done, put it under the bed. 1'll get it ... you
know. "
He said, "I know. Thanks, Mobm" and he | eaned over the

tray as he took it and kissed her sweaty forehead.

"I wish," she said, "I wsh .

"I know. Mom" he said. "I wish, too. But ..."

"Thi ngs coul d be

"Maybe, someday ...

When they did talk to each other, they usually spoke in
fragments. Jimdid not know why. Perhaps it was because
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the pressures on them broke off their sentences. But he just
did not know.

He cl osed the door and devoured the nmashed potatoes and
gravy, the fried ham the beans, the celery, and the bl ack
Hungari an bread. After hiding the tray under the bed, he
sneaked down the hall and used the bathroom And, about

an hour after sunset, he crawl ed out of the window. If his
father discovered that he was gone, too bad.

The air tenperature had warned up to the seventies in the

| ate afternoon but had by now plunged into the upper fifties.
Though the stiff western breeze had softened somewhat, it

was still strong enough to make the air nippy. C ouds had
begun to form The half-nmoon was draped in thin fleece. It
was a good ni ght for Hall oween.

He ducked down when he passed the living room

wi ndow. The TV was still blaring. Wen he got to the
sidewal k, which was well it by a streetlanp, he saw that
the cracks in the cement had wi dened. He did not know

when this had occurred, but it seened to himthat they were
broader and nore nunerous than when he had entered the
house. However, he had been too agitated then to pay heed
to them

Here canme a group of trick-or-treaters, children costuned
as witches, denons, Klingons, skel etons, ghosts, Dracul as,
Frankenstein's nonsters, robots, Darth Vaders, and a single
punk—pai nted face, earrings, and Mohawk, probably his
parents' idea of a real nonster. One kid, however, wore a
gi ant naked brain. That seemed right-on to Jim The true
horrors of this world were spawned in the human nind.
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Since the group was heading toward his house, Jim

wal ked faster. Though his father would not be answering

the doorbell, his nother night see himwhen she cane out

to the porch to drop a Hershey's Kiss apiece into the sacks
hel d out by the kids. (This nei ghborhood was slim pick-
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ings.) She would not say a word to her husband about it

unl ess he asked her if she'd seen their son. Then she'd fee
conpelled to tell the truth. therwi se, the saints, not to
mention the bogeynen, m ght get her.

Sam Wzak was waiting for himon the front porch of his
house. He was snoking a cigarette, which meant that his

mot her nust be busy in the back of the house and woul dn't
see him Sams father, unlike Eric Ginson, would be
droppi ng candy into the kids' sacks. He'd be hitching
because it interfered with his TV-watching, but he'd do it.
He didn't give a damm if his son snoked as long as it didn't
make any trouble for him

Sam gave Jima cigarette, and they wal ked down the

street tal king about the fight with The Bl ob and hi s buddi es.
Then Sam slipped Jiman upper. Jimfelt nore than just an
upsurge of spirits and nerves. The drug hit himin the center
of his brain like an atomic missile striking dead on target.
He had never been hit so suddenly or with so nuch force by
so little. He was abnornally wi de open, the walls broken,

the arny in the castle sound asl eep

He was able a few days later to recall slices of what

happened in the next six hours. The rest of the nightmare

pi e was gone, eaten up by the black beauties, nmarijuana

joints, beer, whiskey, and angel dust his friends had given
him Until then, no matter how tenpted, he had al ways

refused even to try dust. It had sent three of his friends into
convul sions and then fatal comas. But the deluge of the

| esser drugs and the booze had washed away his fear

Jimand Samwent first to Bob Pellegrino' s house. Here

they waited until Steve Larsen and G zzy Dillard came, then
drove away in Bob's 1962 Pl ymouth, which, for a wonder,

was running. On the way to Rodfetter's Drive-in, Bob

opened a fifth of noonshine "white nule." Steve provided

a si x-pack of Budwei ser he had gotten his older brother to
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buy for him Half of the liquor and all of the beer was
consunmed by the time that, whooping and yelling, they got

to the drive-in. A joint was half gone by then, and each had
swal | owed a bl ack beauty.

Rodfetter's was the hangi ng-out place, the "in" site, for
the Central crowd whose parents were blue-collar workers.
Jimand his friends did a | ot of horseplay and nonkeyi ng
around there for several hours. They did not, unlike the
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ot her students there, do nmuch carhopping. Qutside of their
smal | group, they had no friends or even cl ose acquai nt an-
ces. They were the pariahs, the untouchabl es, and the
unbear abl es, and they clainmed to be proud of it.

Jimdid not renmenber just how | ong they were there.
During this somewhat hazy tinme, he had smoked nore
joints and drunk the warm beer Pellegrino produced from
the trunk. Then Veroni ca Pappas, Sandra Ml ton, and
Maria Tunbrille had shown up with sone LSD. Veronica
was the | ead fermal e singer for the Hot Water Eskinos;

Maria, her understudy. Sandra was the rock group's man-

ager. Her nicknanme was "Bugs," but her close friends used

it only when she was not present. Sandy took of fense when
she heard it. Unless, that is, she was in one of her
deep- bl ue, very deep and bl ue, depressions, |ower than the
mud at the bottom of the Pacific Ocean, farther out than the
col d and dead pl anet, Pluto.

Toni ght, she was in a way-out tal kative and junpi ng- up-
and- down nood.

Sonetime during the evening, while they were sitting on
the Plynmouth's hood or |eaning against it, Steve Larsen
brought out some LSD in sugar cubes.

"l been hoarding this," he said. "Saving it for the right
time. Tonight's the night, Hall oween. W can go ride
broonsticks with the witches, ride all the way to the
nmoon. "
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Jimlater remenbered that he had said sonething about it
bei ng hal | uci nogeni ¢, though he had trouble pronouncing it.

"I mean, it gives you visions, nmakes you see the
fourth-di mensi onal worlds, things that aren't there, scary
things, all of space and tinme at once. | don't need that. | get
visions naturally, and | don't like them No, thanks."

"It ain"t like heroin and cocaine," Steve said. "It don't
hook you, ain't habit-formng. Anyway, you ain't had them

vi sions for years."

"Ch, well, why not?" Jimhad said. "Wat've | got to
| ose besides ny nmind, and | don't have one, anyway."

"It's a ticket to heaven," Steve said. "I never been there,
but this shit'll take you to a place even better."

"Al'l the way around the universe faster'n light, so they
say," Pellegrino said. "Com ng back you neet yourself

goi ng. "

Jimate the cube and then inhal ed deeply froma brown
stick. They passed it around until it was a short butt. Steve
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put it in his jacket pocket.

It must have been after that that sonmeone suggested they
drive out to old man Dunski's appl e orchard and push over
hi s outhouse. It was an old Halloween tradition that the
ranshackl e wooden crapper be turned over. O that an
attenpt be made to do so since not many had succeeded
The orchard farm had been in the county. But, as Bel nont
City spread out, it had annexed the area around it.

Dunski's was at the end of a dirt road that led for half a
mle fromthe main highway. It was surrounded by a barbed
wire fence. The house had burned down years ago. Dunski
lived alone in the bam The city had been trying for sone
time to make himbuild a house, one which would have

i ndoor plunbing and a flush toilet. But the old recluse had
defied the city authorities and taken themto court.

He had a huge dog, a rottweiler, one of that bl ack-and-
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tan, huge-headed, sinister-looking, and terrifying breed
used in the film The Onen. The brute roaned the farm area
day and night and was only tied up when harvest tinme cane.
Si nce Dunski had gotten the dog, nobody had trespassed on
his | and.

"Anybody got downers?" Jim had said. "Put a bunch in
a hanburger and feed it to the dog. He falls asleep, then we
goin."

Those were the | ast words of good sense uttered that

ni ght. Bob Pellegrino purchased a big hanmburger, hold the
oni ons. He put a dozen downers in the bun, rewapped it,
and they were off, eight jammed into the Plynmouth |ike
circus clows in a trick car, giggling and scream ng while
WYEK | obbed the barrage of "A Day in the Life" through-
out the car, its quicksilver shrapnel shells exploding inside
their young souls. The Beatles had sung that twelve years
ago, shook the world with it in the prinmeval rock-dawn
when Ji m had been only five years old. Bob "CGuru"

H nman, the ancient disc jockey who |oved the hoary old
stuff (so did Jim would be playing next Chuck Berry's
"Maybel | ene," which Guru clainmed had started rock 'n roll

Veronica sat on Jims lap in the back seat. He was to
renenber vaguely that she was nessing around with his fly
but not what happened when she opened it. Probably
not hi ng. He had not had a hard-on for two weeks, that's
how depressed he had been. And he was supposed, at
seventeen, to be at the peak of his sexual drive.

Dunski's apple farmwas on the other side of Gold Hill

It took about twenty minutes to get there because of all the
red lights they hit, though Bob went through some. Then

they were on the highway. The headli ghts showed trees on
both sides. There was no oncom ng or passing traffic. Jim
kept waiting for the hallucinations, but they did not cone.
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O were they already here? Maybe this nundane Earth was
t he basic hal | uci nati on?

Bob sl owed the car down but not quickly enough. They

had passed the tunoff road to Dunski's. After Bob had
backed the car up and got it heading down the dirt road,
Sandy said, "Hadn't we better turn the radio off? It's |oud
enough to wake up the dead!"

They all protested because Bob Dylan was in the mddle

of "Desol ation Row," and they wanted to hear it to its end.
They conprom sed by turning the volume down. As soon as
the classic song was over. Bob turned the set off. A nonent
| ater, he turned the headlights off. The nobonbeans comi ng

t hrough gauzy cl ouds and gaps between them were enough

to show them their way.

The car noved slowy out of the tree-lined and shadowy
roadway and stopped in front of the gate in the barbed wire
fence.
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JIM DI D NOT renenber much of what had happened since

they had been at the drive-in. Many details were |ong
afterward gi ven by Bob Pellegrino, who had not boozed and
drugged it up as nuch as the others because he was driving.
But he was not in what could be called a chenmically
unsaturated state.

The barn | oomed dark and sinister in the intermttent
moonlight. If Dumski was inside, he either had no lights on

or the shutters fit tightly over the wi ndows. There was

nei ther sight nor sound of the rottweiler. The outhouse, said
to be a three-holer, was an indistinct shape about eighty feet
fromthe barn and to the left of the group. It had been
somewhat di stant fromthe house, the remai ns of which

were a tumulus. A d Dunski had to trudge a long way to

use the out house.

They piled out of the car. Bob had cautioned themto be
qui et, but G zzy slamred the door after getting out of the
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car. Before he could be repri manded by Bob, G zzy got

sick. He went back down the road and into the woods so
that the sounds of his vomiting would be muffled. Even so,
they were too loud for Pellegrino, now the nmother hen of
the group. Just after he started to walk after Gzzy to tel
himto pi pe down, he stopped. A deep grow came fromthe
darkness on the other side of the fence. That hushed the
yout hs.

After a few seconds of |ooking around frantically, they
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saw t he huge dog behind the gate. That it only grow ed and
that it was such a shadowy shape nmade it nore nenaci ng.

Pel | egrino, murnuring, "Here, doggie! N ce doggie!" ap-
proached it slowy. Wen he got close to the gate, he threw
the hanburger over it. It landed with a plop. A few seconds
| ater, he turned and whispered, "He bolted it down."

Sandy Melton had added acid to the hanmburger while

they were on the highway. She had said somet hi ng about
wonderi ng what kind of hallucinations a dog woul d have.
Jimrenenbered that |ater because it had struck himas very
funny. The dog kept on growling. Then, after a few

m nutes, the grow s began to get weak. Presently, it started
to wander away, staggering. Before it was thirty feet away,
it collapsed.

The gate was bound with a heavy chain, the ends of

whi ch were secured by a big |lock. Jimwent over the gate,
the top of which bore strands of barbed wire. He hel ped

Pel | egrino over, and they assisted Sam Wzak and Steve
Larsen over. All of them had bl oodi ed hands but did not fee
pai n.

Sam said, "Holy Mdther! The barn just turned into a
castle! It's made of glass and dianpbnds, and it's shimmering
in the noonlight!"

Nobody thought to tell himthat there was, at that
monent, no noonlight.
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Ji mwas having no visual hallucinations, but he did fee

as if his legs had stretched out, like the kid in the fairy story
with the seven-|eague boots, and that he could reach the

out house in one stride. He was distracted, though, because

the girls refused to go over the gate. They could feel the

barbs, and they had seen the rips in the boys' clothes.
"Besides," Sandy Melton said, "who's going to take care of

G zzy? W nmight have to run like hell. W don't want to

| eave G zzy behind."

"You're right," Bob said. "OK. This won't take long; we
don't need you, anyway. You get G zzy into the car."

The three boys wal ked al ong the gravel road running
fromthe gate to the heap that had been the farmouse.
Before they got to it, they angled across toward the

out house. Just as they reached the stench-enitting crapper,
a break in the clouds flooded noonlight around them They
coul d even see the crescent carved in the door

Jimwas surprised that Bob, Sam and Steve al so had

reached the structure with only one stride. They did not |ook
as if their legs were elongated. Then Bob said, "Wuere's
San®"

Jimturned to indicate Sam who had been by his side.

But Sam was no | onger there. He was standing at a point
hal fway between the gate and t he outhouse and was staring
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fixedly at the barn. Later, Jimwould figure that he had just
t hought that Sam had wal ked all the way with him O had
sonmeone el se, sonmeone unknown, been at his side?

"OK," Bob said. "W don't need him But don't forget to
bring him al ong when we go back."

They went to the north side of the outhouse, and all three
began pushing on it. The structure rocked back and forth but
woul d not tip over.

"Man, it's heavier than ny nother's doughnuts!" Bob
said. "Listen up. W gotta get it oscillating, get it into the
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ri ght frequency, then, when | give the word, all shove
together hard as hell!"

They began rocking it again. Just as they finally heaved

and t he wooden shack toppled over, they heard a yell. They
started to whirl to see who was naking the noi se. Then a

shot gun booned, and they heard pellets cutting through the

| eaves of a nearby tree. Steve, yelling, ran away. Pellegrino
grabbed Ji m when he fell backward. They screaned as,

| ocked together, they hurtled into the hole and bounced off
the sliny dirt wall and into the godawful excrenent. They

hit feet first and were quickly up to their necks in the

| oat hsone stuff.

The shot gun boomed again. Faintly, Jimcould hear the

shrieks of the girls. Steve Larsen was no |onger yelling. Jim
and Bob screaned for help. For a second afterward, there

was silence. Then he heard a growling. The next he knew,

the dog was in the hole. It came down |ike a vengeance
fromthe gods, |landed right in front of Jimand Bob,

spl ashed their heads and open nouths, cane up |ike a cork,

and began struggli ng.

Jims toes touched the bottom or what he hoped was the
bottom Bob, who was taller, had his whol e head sticking
out fromthe nmuck. Jimwas up to his chin. But the crazed
dog knocked hi m back, and he went under again.

Later, Jimknew that the rottweil er had recovered sone-

what fromthe drugs and run, or naybe wal ked, since it was
still weak and dazed, to the hole. Not very alert yet, it had
fallen, or naybe junped, into the hole.

Now, he and Bob had to keep from being bitten by the
dog—those powerful jaws had a 600-pound pressure—er

bei ng scratched by its flailing forefeet or being thrust under
by its weight. They could see only very dimy because the
moonl i ght did not reach to the bottomand their eyes were
covered by the slime. Then Bob got sick and was vomting,
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and that caused Jimto throw up al so. The puke didn't nake

t hi ngs any wor se—not hing coul d—but it certainly did not

help their situation. Mreover, it was very difficult to avoid
the jdog while heaving their guts out.

Finally, though weak fromhis efforts, Jimreached out
and grabbed the dog by its ears. Frenzied, he shoved its
head under the surface.

At that nonment, a flashlight shone from above, and a
cracked ol d voice yelled at him

"Leave the dog alone, or I'll shoot you! Don't touch him
you ... !I"

Jimdid not understand the foll owi ng words. Dumski had
switched to Poli sh.

"Don't shoot, for God's sake!" Jimcried. He rel eased the
dog. It energed, sputtering and growing, but it no |onger
tried to attack him It had occurred to the dog that it had
better save its strength to keep fromdrowning. O to keep
fromchoking to death. It dog-paddl ed furiously just to stay
above the surface.

"Yeah, you dam fool!" Bob yelled. "You'll kill the dog,
too!"

Pel | egrino was not worried about the rottweiler, but he
had wits enough to know that Dunski was in a terrible rage,
out of his mnd, if he did not think about what a shotgun
blast in that narrow shaft would do to its occupants.

"Ch!" Dumski said. "Don't go away! I1'll be gone for a
m nute. "
"Sure. We'll just leave," Bob said. He groaned. "Oh,

God, what a ness!”

It seemed like a long time before Dunski returned,

though it rmust have been only two mnutes. Puffing and
panting, the old man kneel ed at the edge of the hole. Then
somet hing struck Jim not hard, across his face. He did not
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know what it was until Dunski shone the flashlight down
on the rope he had dropped.

From far away but still |oud enough to be heard over the
screans of the girls canme the wail of a siren. The cops were
com ng.

"Tie the rope around the dog!" Dunski said.
"How about us?" Bob shrieked.

"The dog cones up first!"
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"Are you out of your mind?" Jimscreaned. "How are

we going to do that? It'll bite our hands off!"
"Get us out of here!" Pellegrino shouted. "I can't
breathe! This stuff's choking ne to death! | tell you, 1'lIl die

if I don't get out of here soon!"

"Serves you assholes right," Dunski said. "Tie the rope
around the dog, then maybe I'Il think about getting you
out."

"We're gonna die!" Bob bellowed, then choked as a
wave of excrenent caused by the animal's struggles sl apped
himin the nouth.

"Get the rope around the dog!" Dumski shrieked. "Quick
about it, or I'll leave you to die!"

That just could not be done without getting bitten. But the
siren, which had been getting nearer, died. A door

sl ammed. A man yell ed sonething. Dunski nuttered

sonet hing and then was gone. Ji mthought about shoving

the dog under again. If it was dead, it would be easy to tie
the rope around it. But Dunski would shoot themif the dog
di ed.

Anot her stretch of seem ng-forever passed. Then Jim

heard voi ces approachi ng. Dunski had unl ocked the gate

and let the cops through it. Jim had never been glad to see
the police before this; now, he was very happy. Never mind
what was going to happen to himafter he got out of the

hol e.
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A flashlight held by a cop illumnated the hole. The cop
| aughed loudly for a while, then said, "For God's sake,
Pete, |l ook at this! You ever see such a sight!"

Pet e | ooked down and | aughed. "Man, you boys're in
deep shit, and that's a fact!"

They went away with Dunski. After another long tinme,

they came back with a | adder. They let it down and told Jim
and Bob to clinb up it. But the dog was between t hem and
the |l adder, and it would not allow themto get on it.
Meanwhi | e, Dunski conpl ained that the dog had to be

gotten out, and, if the boys came out first, who' d tie the
rope around it?

"We're not getting down there," a cop said. "You can go
down and tie himup. But the kids gotta be got out first."

Dunski argued w thout success. The | adder was noved

to the other side of the hole. Jimwent up first. He was so
weak and his hands were so slippery on the rungs that he

had a hard tine getting up. He had to drag hinself out of the
hol e and onto the ground. The cops woul d not help him

Bob canme up then and | ay down, breathing hard, by his

side. Add man Dumski, grunbling, went down the |adder

after it had been noved back to the wall near the dog. Then
the cops hauled up the rottweiler. Wen it tried to bite one
of thembefore it was hal fway out of the hole, it was

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (49 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:32 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

dropped back into the ness. Dunski screaned at themthat

the splash had gotten himeven filthier. Finally, the dog was
haul ed up again, the cops hitching about how di sgustingly
slinmy the rope was. Dunski canme up at the sane tine and
pull ed the dog off to the barn, where he hosed it off. The
dog howl ed as the cold water struck it

"You two better go over there and get hosed off, too," the
cop called Pete said. "No way are you going to get into the
squad car stinking |ike you do now. "

Jimby nowreally did not care about anybody except
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hinsel f. Samwas still in a trance, enthralled by the barn
the glittering Enerald City of Oz in his mnd. The squad car
had driven through the gate to a place near the barn. Its
headl i ght s shone on the huddl ed-t oget her and forl orn-

| ooking girls. Evidently Steve had escaped, and G zzy had
stayed in the woods.

Pete went to the squad car and called for backup. His
partner. Bill, started Bob and Jimtoward the barn so that
they could be hosed off. Before they got there, the dog
attacked its owner. The events of the night, plus its
drug-dazed condition and its resentnent of the cold water,
had confused it. O perhaps it knew that it was attacking
Dunski. It may never have |liked the old man.

The dog knocked Dunski over and fastened its teeth into

his left arm Dunski screaned as the jaws cl anped down

and its teeth struck bone and bl ood soaked through the

sl eeve of his jacket. The cops could not get the dog to |et
| oose. They shot it dead. That nade Dunmski furious. He
attacked the cops, who had to handcuff himbefore arresting
him Then Pete called for an anbul ance.

Afterward, Bill hosed off Jimand Bob. They yelled with
the shock and danced around, begging for mercy. None was
given. Then Pete went inside the bam and got sone towels
for the boys so they could try to dry thensel ves off.

"We'll get pneunopnia!" Pellegrino cried.

"You're lucky if that's all you get," Pete said.
76

CHAPTER 1 2

"A

/\ HELL OF a ness you got us into," Eric Ginmson said.

H s nmother murmured, "Jim how could you?"

He restrained his desire to say, "It was easy."

He was wapped in a blanket and on the back seat of their
1968 Chevy. He had not stopped shivering since the cop had
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doused himwith cold water. H's father, out of pure
meanness, had refused to turn the car heater on. Though Jim
had sl oshed water around in his nouth in the courthouse and
had spit it out a dozen tinmes, his nmouth tasted of human
excrement. Well, why not? He'd eaten shit all his life.

"It's a lucky thing for you that Samis uncle is the night
judge,"” Eric growed. "OQtherwise, you'd be injail."
"Juvenile hall," Jimsaid.

"What the hell's the difference?" Eric said |oudly,

gripping the steering wheel as if he wanted to tear it off the
colum. "It's just a station on the way to prison, anyway!
I'"ve known since you was twelve years old you was

hel | -bound for prison!"

77
PH LI P JOSE FARMER

"Pl ease, FEric,
that."

Eva Crinson said softly. "Don't say

The car travel ed through deserted streets and by dark
houses. Hal | oween had | ong been over, and everybody had
gone to bed even though, in this area, very few had work to
go to in the norning. The time from when the cops had
appeared at Dunski's to his release in his parents' custody
had been long. After being frisked, he and his friends had
had to walk a line to test their sobriety. Afterward, they
were tested with a breath analyzer. Al flunked. Two nore
tests which | couldn't pass, Jimhad thought. Their rights
were read, and they were handcuffed, jamred into two

squad cars, and driven downtown. They had been in a

hol ding cell for an hour before being marched to a room
where bl ood and urine sanples were taken. Jim s brain was
fogbound but not so nuch that he did not realize that traces
of the drugs would still be in his bl oodstream

An hour later, they were again taken to a hol ding room

and a half hour after that, they were in night court. The
culprits' parents were also there, except for Sandy Melton's
father, who was out of town. Jims nother was weeping;

tears dripped on her rosary beads as she told them Eric
| ooked hung over and very furious.

Sam' s uncle was an old shriveled-up bald nan with a

|l ong face and a big beaked nose with many broken veins.
Those features and his | ong skinny neck, his whiskey-shot
red eyes, his bald head, the black gown, and his bunched-
over shoul ders made himlook |like a vulture. However, Jim
t hought, the judge nust have felt nore like a canary who
sees a cat. H's nephew Sam was facing some serious
charges: trespassing, destruction of private property, drunk
and di sorderly, under the influence of drugs, and breaking
the curfew law. He was possibly involved in injury causing
loss of alinmb and, if Dunski died, aiding and abetting
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mans| aughter. He coul d be charged with contributing to the
dog's death. Dumski was in the hospital, and he m ght | ose
his arm

These were not issues to take lightly. Judge Wzak

couldn't let his nephew and the other |ong-haired freaks off
easy. But if he dealt with themas they really deserved, his
sister-in-law, Ms. Wzak, would wing his neck. Not
figuratively but literally.

The alleged culprits were mnors, and that gave the judge
a way out for the time being. He lectured them severely and
then rel eased theminto the custody of their parents.

At | east, Jimthought, possession of drugs and al coho

was not one of the charges. The girls had gotten rid of the
bottl es and capsul es as soon as they heard the siren in the far
di stance. Sandy Melton had frisked Sam Wzak, renoved

his pills, and tossed theminto the woods. Ji mhad never had
any drugs in his pockets, and Bob Pell egrino had dropped

his while he was still in the outhouse hole.

After the judge disnm ssed them Sam s nother had
grabbed himby his ear and pulled himal ong behind her
whil e he whined and windnilled one arm Jimthought that
she nust think she was Aunt Polly and Sam was Tom
Sawyer, for God's sake

The car pulled up into the oil-stained gravel driveway by
the house. "Home, sweet home," Eric Ginmson said. "Ain't

it something? An out-of-work crane operator, a Holy Roller
Cat holic cleaning houses for rich people, and a hippie | oser
who's stupid and crazy. | could stand the stupid if he wasn't
crazy, and | could stand the crazy if he wasn't stupid. Now
he's gonna be a jailbird. H's binbo sister's got two bastard
ki ds whose father she can't nane, and she's living in sin
with a man ol d enough to be her father, a nut who nakes a
living reading palnms and tea | eaves and doi ng astrol ogy
charts! W're living in a shack that's gonna drop all the way
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to China one of these days, not that | give a damm! Were
did | go wong. God?"

"God doesn't care for us pissants,” Jimsaid as he got out
of the car. He slanmed the door hard.

H s nmother said, "Jim Don't blasphene. Things are bad
enough. "

"He's got a big foul stupid mouth, your son has!" Eric
yelled. "Wiy in hell couldn't he have been one of your

m scarri ages?"

"Pl ease, Eric," Eva said softly, "you'll wake up the

nei ghbors. ™"
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Eric howed like a wolf. Then he said, "Wke 'em up?
VWho cares? They're gonna read about your son in the
papers anyway, know all about us, as if they didn't already

know Who cares?"

Ji m opened the side door. His father began chew ng out

Eva because she was supposed to have nmade sure that all the
wi ndows and doors were shut and | ocked. Jimturned in the
doorway and said, "Wat's the difference? Wat do we

have that's worth stealing?"

He went into the house, but his father stormed in after
hi m and grabbed hi m by the shoul der. Jimlunged ahead and
ran up the stairway to the hallway, |eaving the blanket in his

f at her' s hand.

Eric shouted after him "I night have sonething worth
stealing if it wasn't for you and your nother!"

Jimran into the bathroom closed the door, and | ocked it.
He brushed his teeth with the salt and baki ng powder from
the rusty cabi net above the bowl . Then he cleaned his
fingernails and shucked off his clothes, which were stil
wet. While his father stood in the hall by the door and
yell ed, now and then thunping his fist on the door, Jim
showered. It took a long tine for himto feel clean

He did not turn off the water until it suddenly becane
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cold. That woul d anger his father even nore. He was

al ways stressing the need to conserve on water and gas. At
the sane tine, of course, he was always yelling at Jimto
take a bath.

Despite the cooling-off effects of the shower, Jimstill felt
hot inside hinself. If his anger could be seen, he'd be
glowing in the dark. Everything had gone wong today, |ike

it did nost days. CGone wong? That was an under st atement.

It had been one huniliation after another. Shame after

shame, failure after failure.

He stood in the fog-filled and warmroomfor a minute or

so. As soon as he left it, he'd have his father on his neck
And, sure as cause and effect, he'd hit his father whether or
not his father struck himfirst. The red cloud building up in
hi m made that certain.

Rel uctantly, he unl ocked and opened the door. Eric

Ginson was not there. Voices cane fromthe kitchen al ong
with the odor of coffee. Hs father's tones were subdued,

and his nmother's were barely audi ble. Maybe the ol d man

had qui eted down, though that did not seemlikely. The
furnace canme on, its fans drowning out the kitchen noi ses.
The heat struck Jinms |legs. He was grateful for that since he
had started shivering again as soon as he had | eft the nuggy
bat hr oom
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Naked, his danp cl othes draped over his arm he wal ked
quickly to his room He closed the door behind him

dropped the clothes on the floor, and went to the closet. Just
as he reached into it to take his pajamas froma hook, he was
startled by a | oud bang. Wiirling, he saw his father

chargi ng through the doorway. Eric's face was red, and his
hands were cl enched. \Watever had gone on in the kitchen,

it had not pacified him

"Get your clothes on!" he howed. "Don't you have no
decency!"
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The unfaimess of the insult—after all, his father had

burst in without asking perm ssion—squeezed the anger in
Jimdown to a tiny hot ball. Alittle nore heat, a little nore
pressure, and it would go up, out, and away. But it would

take Eric Ginson with it.

"From now on, things're gonna be different!" his father
yelled. "You'll either shape up or ship out, that's for sure!
First thing . . . I"

He | ooked wildly around, then reached into his back

pocket and brought out a jackknife. He opened the bl ade

and began sl ashing at the posters of the rock groups and
stars. Before Jimcould yell in protest, he saw the Hot Water
Eski mos being cut into strips. Then Eric attacked the poster
of Keith Moon.

"All this shit's gotta go!" Eric screaned.
The red-hot ball exploded in white flane.

Shrieking, Jimjunped at his father, clanmped a hand on

his |l eft shoul der, spun himaround, and struck himin the
nose. Eric G&imson staggered back agai nst the poster, blood
running fromhis nostrils. Jimhit himin the shoulder with
his fist though he had neant to strike his chin. Eric dropped
the knife and closed with his son. Face to face, wapped in
each other's arms, grunting, wheezing, they swayed back

and forth.

"Il kill you!"™ Eric screeched.

Jim screaned and tore hinmself |oose. He | eaped back. He

was panting, his heart beating so hard that it seened to him
that it would tear itself apart. Then, piercing the drumm ng
of blood in his ears, cane the clicking of a |lock. So |oud
was the sound, the lock had to be huge. The key turning in

it also had to be gigantic. A groaning followed the clicking.
It sounded like a very heavy door with rusty hinges being
opened.

The fl oor dropped, the walls tilted, and books tunbl ed
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out fromthe shelves. Jimand his father fell on the floor.
They got up quickly, |ooking at each other with w de eyes.
Pl aster dust fell on themalong with chunks. Jim saw t hem
bounce off his father. The white dust covered Eric's head
and shoul ders and powdered the two streans of bl ood
trickling dowm from his nose

Eva Ginmson screaned in the kitchen
"Ch, ny god!" Eric howed. "This is it!"
The house | urched again.

"CGet out! Get out!" Eric shouted. He whirled and ran out

of the room He had to lean to one side to conpensate for

the slope of the floor. Even so, his shoulder struck the side
of the doorway.

Ji mbegan to | augh, and he kept on | aughing. The house
was going to fall deep into the earth. Maybe his parents
woul d get out in tinme, maybe not. Watever happened, it
woul d cone fromfate, fromthe Nons. Justice and fairness
had nothing to do with it. And he would stay here and go
down with the ship. Let the earth gulp himdown. It was
better so, and it was al so | aughabl e.

Jimdid not renmenber anything after that. He was told

that his parents did get out of the house and scranbl ed
across the front porch, which had been torn away fromthe
mai n structure, and across the gapful yard and onto the
sidewal k. But they then had to go across the street because
the cenent they were standing on was shoved even nore
upwards and nade | arger fissures. The house | urched and
sank anot her foot. The nei ghbors on both sides of the
Crimsons' house ran scream ng fromtheir |eaning houses.
The whol e nei ghbor hood cane alive, |ights going on,

peopl e com ng out on the front porches and crying out
questions, children being bundled up and put in cars for a
qui ck get anay.
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Sirens wailed in the distance as the police cars and the
fire engines raced toward Conpl anter Street.

Eva Gi mson began crying out that soneone should go

into the house and rescue her son. No one volunteered. Eric
i nsisted, over and over, that Jimwas just delayed because
he was putting on his clothes. Eva said that Jimnmust be
hurt, and he was probably trapped.

Just as the squad cars and fire engi nes and anbul ances
pul l ed up, Eva ran toward the house. Eric and two nei gh-
bors grabbed her and held her while she screamed and
struck at them and begged themto |let her go.

"You're a coward!" she said to Eric. "If you were a rea
man, you'd go after Jim"
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The lights had gone out in the house; the power |ines had

been torn fromthe house. Suddenly, two small |ights
appeared in the doorway. They were candles, one in each of
Jims hands, and they shed illumination on his wild face and

naked body. He could not be seen bel ow the knees,
however. The house | eaned so much that he had to stand on
a floor which dropped steeply away fromthe bottom of the

twi sted doorway.

Ji m shouted sonething unintelligible to the people across
the street. He junped up and down, waving the candl es,

whi ch he had picked up fromthe floor in the roomhis

nmot her used as a shrine.

Seei ng these, Eva began struggling even harder. She
shri eked, "The candl es! The candl es! They'll set the house
on fire! He'll bum bum oh, ny God, he'll bumto death!"

The cops and the firelighters had by then cleared away

nmost of the crowd so that the engines could be noved cl oser
to the house. Afire departnent |ieutenant and a police
captain questioned the Grinsons but got only hysterical and
confused answers. They coul d, however, see Jimin the

door way.

"Nuts, conpletely off his rocker," the captain said.
Shortly after this, another |ight shone in the house.
"Firel Fire! For Cod's sake, save him" Eva cried.

That nust have deepened her agony. The candl es she had

lit for the Holy Family and the saints were going to cause
Jims death and put himfor eternity in the greater flanes.

The firefighters had discovered by then that the pipe to
the nearest fire hydrant had been broken by the shifting of
the earth. They brought the water truck up close and
attached their hoses to it. Meanwhile, the captain and the
i eutenant had ventured as close as they dared. Using his
bul I horn, the policeman was urging Jimto get out of the
house.

The earth shrugged beneath the crowd. The beans in the
house snapped with | oud reports. The house slid down and
tilted even nore. Jimdi sappeared fromthe doorway,
dropped down and backward. The spectators ran away.

"Son of a bitch!" the |ieutenant said. "Soneone's got to
go in after the kid!" He | ooked around for |ikely volunteers.

The flames were getting big on the side of the house

nearest the driveway. Snoke poured out and was caught by

the wi nd. The house next to it was going to catch fire soon

unl ess the hoses could stop it. And, since the gas lines to the
house nust be broken, the fire could cause a hell of an
expl osi on.

The lieutenant could not see Jim Ginson, but it was

evi dent that he was throw ng objects through the doorway.
The spotlights fromthe trucks showed him a few seconds
|ater, that these were statuettes of the saints and the Holy
Fam |y. Most of them were broken
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"The kid's crazy as a |loon!" the captain said.

It was then that the nane of Jim Ginson sparked the
captain's recall. Pete and Bill had told himabout the
stoned-out and drunked-up youths who'd pushed over old
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man Dunski's out house and about two of themfalling into
the crap. Until now, the captain had failed to connect the
hil arious incident with the people who owned this house.

"The kid's hopped up,"” he told the lieutenant. "I heard
all about himearlier tonight. Maybe we shoul d forget about
him He'll be better off if he doesn't nake it."

The |ieutenant | ooked reproachfully at the captain. He did

not say anything, but he got what he was thinking across to
the captain. No matter how worthless or vicious the subject
was, he, she, or it had to be saved.

"Just kidding," the captain said. "But |1'd sure hate to
| ose good nen."

The lieutenant ordered that ropes and a | adder be brought
out. He asked for volunteers and got four, fromwhom he

pi cked two. One was a black fireman, George Dillard,

G zzy's father. He had | ong ago given up his hopes that his
son woul d be a | awyer, and he knew Jim Gri nson only too
well. But he was brave. Mreover, if he rescued the kid, he
woul d gai n anot her handhold on the rung of the |adder to

hi gher rank and pay. God knows he needed it, and if he had
to put his ass in a sling to get it, he would. Black firepersons
were not pronoted very often despite affirmative action and
equal opportunity quotas and all that. Not in Belnont City,
anyway.

The man who acconpanied himwas a wild man of Irish
descent who was eager to be in on the rescue attenpt. The
more dangerous it was, the better he liked it.

Ropes tied around their waists, the | oose ends held by
other nmen and two wonen, Dillard and Boyd noved across
the broken yard. Their snpke nmasks made them | ook |ike
two enornous insectine St. Francises on an errand of
mercy. They could see that the insane youth inside the
house was still throw ng objects out through the front
doorway—a coffee pot, coffee cups and drinking gl asses, a
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skillet, table cutlery, a portable radio, albuns of records,
cl ot hes, and phot os.

By now, the flanes were | eaping fromthe side of the
house, though not fromthat part which was bel ow ground.
The hoses had been turned on it but, so far, wi thout avail.

Before the two firemen got to the doorway, the barrage of
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stuff cast out of the house ceased. They could faintly hear
the howing of JimGimson above the crackling of the fire,
the sound of the water striking the house, and the cries of
the spectators

They hal ted when the ground nmoved again and the house
dropped a few i nches. Snoke suddenly bill owed out of the
front doorway and the w ndows, the glass of which had
been shattered and fallen away. Dillard and Boyd di d not
have much ti ne.

Jimwas curled in the living room holding the painting of
hi s grandfather between his arns and his drawn-up knees.

He was wedged in a coner forned by a wall, which was

part floor now, and by the floor, which was part wall. H's
eyes were closed, but his nmouth spat gibberish between fits
of coughi ng. Snoke covered the white plaster dust on his
body and face. A few nore m nutes of inhaling the snoke
woul d have killed himunless the rapidly spreading fire had
gotten to himfirst. As it was, he and his rescuers got out of
the house only thirty seconds before the house fell inwards.
Reduced in size suddenly, it disappeared entirely from
sight. Flanmes and snoke | eaped up fromthe hole. Mre

than one spectator thought that it |ooked as if a gate to Hel
had been opened.

Jimwas rushed to Wellington Hospital. He did not

recover consciousness for two days, though whether the
snoke or his psychotic state, as the doctors called it, was
responsi bl e woul d never be known.

When Ji m woke up, he remenbered only one thing from
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the monent the house clicked and groaned. It was a vision,
the first in many years. He had seen a tall and naked youth
chained to a tree. He resenbl ed nobody Ji m had ever seen
before. Just within the borders of this vision was a hand
hol ding a huge silvery sickle. It did not nove, but it was
obviously threatening. It was destined to sweep up and then
down, and Ji m had no doubts about what it was going to cut

of f.
The sickle also |looked to himlike a giant question nark.
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CHAPTER 1 3
Novenber 9, 1979

JIM S WARDROOM WALL now bore a large five-pointed star

Each arm was conposed of five illustrated paperback

covers taped to the wall. The topnbst arm contai ned covers
fromFarner's first book in the Wrld of Tiers series. The
Maker of Universes. The second. The Gates of Creation,

fornmed the horizontal armon the left. Going counterclock-

wi se, the next armheld covers fromthe third novel, A Private
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Cosnos. The next. Behind the Walls of Terra covers. The fifth
arm of the star was fornmed by The Lavalite Wrl d.

This was to be Jims third serious attenpt to get into a
Ti ersian uni verse. The five-pointed star was his gateway.
Most patients called their gateway a mantra. The others, a
sigil. Tragil was Jims nanme for his entrance device. By
combi ning both synbols in a portmanteau word, he made it
twi ce as powerful as an ordinary gateway.
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It was half past eight in the evening. H's roomlights were
out, but the insurance conpany buil ding across the street
provided a twilight strong enough for himto see the tragil
The door to his roomwas closed. Though it had no lock, it
di splayed on its hallway side a taped notice that he was
"gating." He could hear, very faintly. Brooks Epstein
chanting in Hebrew in the next room

Jimsat in the chair that he had pulled up next to the bed.
Staring at the vacant space in the center of the star, he also
began chanti ng.

"ATA MATUVA M MATA!"

Over and over, the words com ng faster and faster and
getting | ouder and | ouder, he | aunched the ancient voca
mantra at the center of the star, the round white bl ankness.

"ATA MATUVA M MATA!"

Just as a laser structured wld-running photons into a
channel ed beam so the chant arranged force lines as a
bl aster to open a hole in the wall between two universes.

It also was a carriage to transport the chanter through a
uni ver se.

He had not found it easy to do. The first tine, he had felt
hi nsel f borne by a soundl ess but very strong wind toward
and then through the hole. He was in a blackness which felt
very cold and, at the sane tine, very hot. These and the
sense of being | ost and out of control had frightened him
even nore than his childhood visions. He had |ost his
courage and striven to swi mback against the wind. For a
few seconds, he had feared that he woul d not nake it.

Then sonet hi ng had snapped |i ke a rubber band stretched
too far, and he had awakened sitting in the chair. He was
shi vering and noani ng and sweating. The clock told him
that he had been gone for two seconds. Yet, he had had a
sense of many hours havi ng passed.

That was the end of his first expedition
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He had told about this during the group therapy the next
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day. No one had scoffed at his experience or accused hi m of
cowar di ce. Anyone who did this would be sat upon at once

by the staff menber supervising the group. It was strictly
agai nst policy for anyone to voice disbelief in the narratives
of others. That could invalidate the belief of the traveler in
his or her journey and, thus, slow down or even end

progress in therapy. Besides, all had gone through obstacles
which were different in formbut sinilar in enptiona

content.

The second time, he had conquered enough of his panic

and fright to persist. Up to a point, that is. The bl ackness
and the cold and heat had suddenly vani shed. The w nd
becane nuch weaker. He was surrounded by wal | s—ines

of force?—that cane up at many angl es from sone abyss

and down from a vast space. They gl owed whitely and
intersected each other, then continued their extensions
through other walls. They forned a jigsaw puzzle in four,
maybe nore, dinmensions. But he could not grasp their
extra-di mensi onal ness, their essences. Across, along, and
up were di nensions that his brain knew. These other

ext ensi ons, however, were beyond his conprehension. Yet
he knew that they were there.

That was so weird that he al nbst surrendered to his fears
and went back "hone" before he lost his way forever.

Abruptly, the walls fell away. They did not coll apse as
wal | s on Earth woul d. They just disappeared in sone
fashi on he could not fathom Their afterinmages gl owed
briefly, then were gone.

He was in one of the worlds of the Lords. He did not

know how he knew this. But he did. Though he was stil
frightened, he was too curious to allow hinself to be sucked
up by the winds of return

Though he could see, he was not in a body with flesh and
91
PHI LI P JOSE FARMER

organs. Perhaps he was an astral soul. It did not matter
That he was out of Earth's universe and in a Lord's was
enough for him

He seenmed to be high above a planet which had the sane
shape and size as Earth. The sun was green, however.
Later, he would find that the color of the sky varied
according to the day of the week. A week here was nine
days long. And the Lord who had nmade this world had
arranged for the sky color to change every day.

He descended swi ftly while hoping that he was going
toward his goal. He had selected Red Ore as the one in
whom he woul d be incorporated. But if he could pick the
person and the place for his otherworid rendezvous, he
could also pick the tine. It seened | ogical

He had concentrated, while chanting, on a tine many
t housands of years in the past, hoping to zero in on Red Oe
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when he was still a child of seven. The events in the Tiers
series would not take place until rmuch nmuch |ater. He was
the only one in the therapy group who had chosen not to
travel into the present.

Por sena had asked hi m why he had done this. Jim had

said that he did not know why. It just seemed the right thing
to do. The doctor had not continued questioni ng hi mabout

it, but he undoubtedly would note this devel opnent for

future investigation.

Li ke Earth seen fromthe top of the atnosphere, the
continents and seas of this planet were nowhere near as
clearly distinguishable as on a map. Geat cloud nasses
roaned it, but he could see the roughly cross-shaped
continent toward which he was drawn as if he were
connected to invisible and spiderweb-thin cables. Down he
went, and the | and spread out below himas if it, not he,
wer e novi ng.

Then he was above a gigantic ring of mountains in the
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center of which was a plain, in the center of which was a
singl e enornous mountain. The top of this was a relatively
flat plain with rivers and creeks and many forests. Here and
there were clusters of round, cone-roofed houses. He was

too high to see any people or aninals.

In the center of the plain was a structure so huge and
strange that his already al nost-overpowering awe becane
greater. Nine vast pylons two niles high curved inwards

i ke el ephants' tusks. Inside the pylons were three floors,
the bottom one of which was a half-mle above the ground.

It was transparent, thus allowing the few tenants there to see
bel ow the vill ages and farnms of the non-Lords. These were
along a river at least two mles broad which ran froma | ake
fornmed by cataracts fromthe nouths of vast crystalline
statues placed along the edges of the bottomfloor. Msts
swirled up fromthe cataracts but did not reach the floor.

The second floor, also transparent, had | ess area than the
first, though it covered at |east seven square miles. Like the
bottomlevel, it contained snall dwellings and sone | arge
buil di ngs and wal l ed-in areas of earth on which grew trees

and other plants. Some were fields bearing plants or

encl osi ng pastures on which aninals grazed.

The third floor was only two miles square. On it were

houses and sone gigantic structures the function of which
Jimdid not know. Many of these resenbl ed somewhat the

anci ent tenples of Kamak in Egypt as they | ooked when

first built. Yet, though they remi nded Jimof the Egyptian
structures, they differed in many respects. The hundreds of
statues at their entrances and sides were not Egyptian or I|ike
anything on Earth of which he knew.

At the apex, held within the curve of the inward-curving
pyl ons, was a green emerald. This seened | arger than any
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cathedral on Earth. It had been carved to make doors and
wi ndows and was hollow. O perhaps it had been nade in a
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mol d whi ch provided the openings and the enpty space. He
would learn that it was tiny conpared to the di anond on one
of the planets of one of Urizen's worlds. That Brobdi ng-
nagi an gemwas a damfor a river that nade the M ssi ssippi
seema trickle in a child s nud pie.

Down he went. Though the enerald reflected the rays of

the sun fromits huge facets in a glory of many-beaned
light, Jimwas not blinded. He could see, but he had no eyes
to be dazzled. The jewel shot out as if it were exploding,
and he was dwarfed by a facet directly ahead of him and

then was through it and inside the tenple. That, he now
realized, was what the gem was—a tenple.

The vast interior was shadowy except for the very center

of the floor. Aray of bright Iight comng froman unseen
source illumnated the floor in the nmddle. Qutside its area
were very |large and sonmehow om nous statues. They

crowded the floor and were set in a rising series of niches on
the curving walls. As they neared the apex of the tenple,

they became vague figures. Sone could not be seen at all
fromthe floor, but he felt their presence.

It was a very scary place for Jim Howit affected the
seven-year-old boy standing in its center, Jimcould not
know. The child. Oe, mght have been there several tines,
but he would perhaps find it frightening. Aw ng, at |east.

Jimcalled the boy Oe because he knew, w thout know
i ng how he knew, that the boy was not yet called Red Oe.

The boy and two adults were the only hunman beings in
the tenple. Some other being was there, yet it was hidden
It filled the entire chanber with a broodi ng nenace.

The man was tall, handsone, blond-haired, and bl ue-

eyed. Hi s nane was Los, and he was Ore's father. The
worman was as tall as he, statuesque, aubum haired, and
green-eyed. She was Ore's nother, Enitharnon. Both wore
ankl e-l ength gauzy robes which concealed little. Hi s robe
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had a purple hem band; hers, a blue. He held a censer in his
right hand and swung it back and forth slowy while he
chanted in a | anguage Ji m coul d not understand. (Though
Jimhad no ears, he could hear.) Fromthe censer cane an
orange snoke with an odor that was a mixture of bitter

al ronds and sweet appl es.

Eni t harnon held a wand at the end of which was a circlet
containing a large and scarlet uncut gem She waved it in a
ritualistic manner.
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The boy stood rigid, his green eyes rolled up to | ook at

the ceiling, his arns held close to his sides, one hand a fist,
the ot her open. Now and then, Los stopped his chanting to

ask the boy a question. Once, when Ore could not respond
properly, the father struck himacross his face with the back
of his hand. A red mark appeared on Ore's cheek, and tears
care.

Ji m had expected, for sone reason, that Oe would | ook

like him He did not. His body was stockier, and his arns
seenmed | onger. H's nose was snub, his lips fuller than Jims,
his chin | ess pronounced, and his hair was black. Moreover,
the eyes were wi der and gave him a | ook of innocence.

He wore no cl othing except a blue headband printed with
synbols unfamliar to Jim One |l ooked |ike a trunpet of sone
sort. Did that represent the Horn of Shanbarinmem which Jim
had read about in the series and which was supposed to open
all gates anong the worlds when it was bl own?

Now, the father and the nother slowly began to circle the
child countercl ockwi se. Los continued to swi ng the censer,
and he questioned his son only when he was in front of him
Jimcould see the boy tighten up when this happened.

Twi ce, he responded successfully. The third time, he
stamered. Again, the father struck his son on the face.

The woman frowned and opened her mouth as if to say
somet hing to her husband. But she closed her lips. Los
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shout ed somet hi ng. Perhaps the anger was required by the
cerenony, but it seemed to be far nore personal than ritual -
i stic.

Ore quivered. Hi s face and body shone with sweat, and
his lower lip trenbled. Hs signs of stress seened to make
Los nore furious.

Jimhated the father

Though he had conme here to enter Ore and to be one with
him he hesitated. H's synpathetic anger was making his
mnd whirl, and he needed all the cool ness and self-contro
he coul d master to be able to enter Ore. That step was
frightening enough. He had no way of knowi ng, of course,
but he felt that he could err during the incorporation
procedure and find himself in a very bad situation

The father, whose face had been getting redder and nore

twi sted, swung the censer hand against the side of Ore's head.
The boy went down to his knees. Both of his arns renai ned

down. Jimguessed that, if the boy had noved his arns, he
woul d conpletely fail to fulfill his part in the cerenpony. Wat
the result of that would be, Jimdid not know.

The wonman said sonething. Los glared at her and spoke
one word. The worman gl ared back and spoke one word. Jim
did not think that they were conplinenting each other
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O e rose unsteadily to his feet. He stared upward while
bl ood trickled fromthe wound. Tears swept down his
cheeks, but he had | ocked his jaws together

Eni t harmon shrieked. She sprang toward Los and swung
the end of her wand agai nst the side of Los's head.

She certainly did not react as his nother would, Jim
t hought .

Then he was whi sked away, up out of the tenple, up

above the nountains, the continent, the planet, the sun,
back to the gate to his roomon Earth, and through the gate
with a soundl ess expl osi on.
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CHAPTER 1 4
Novenmber 8, 1979

VA/ HEN JI M ENTERED t he next time, he did not see the scary,
i ntersecting, glow ng, and many-di mensional walls. In-
stead, he was confronted by a great swarm of figures that
alternately flashed green and red. They | ooked |ike sperna-
tozoa with human faces, all grinning malignantly at him

He flew t hrough the horde, those in his path wiggling
swiftly away, and was quickly in Ore's universe. But,
before he had started chanting, he had decided to enter Oe
when he was seventeen years ol d.

The youth was in a forest hundreds of niles beyond the

city. Oe had grown into a tall and very nuscul ar young

man. He was standi ng behind the nmassive bole of a tree, his

| eft hand grasping the shaft of a spear. He wore a bl ue cap

shaped |i ke Robin Hood's. A scarlet feather stuck out of its
side. Except for the cap, a short blue kilt, and sandals, he
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wore nothing. A belt held a scabbarded short-sword and a
bol stered throwing ax. It was an hour or so into the
afternoon. The sky, crinmson today, was clear, and the sun,
al so crimson, blazed down on top of the forest. It was,
however, cool bel ow the thick canopy of vegetation con-
necting trees seven hundred feet high

The | ayer of tangled plants far above himheld a multitude
of insects, birds, and animals. Froma branch fifty feet
above him a raccoonlike creature with a green beard hung
by its prehensile tail and scolded him Oe was |istening
intently to something, but it would have been difficult to
hear anyt hi ng above the uproar of the forest life.

O e turned his head. H's father, Los, and his nother,

Eni t harnmon, had appeared fromthe shadows of the trees

behind him H's parents were clad only in kilts and sandal s,
and they, too, carried weapons. Though Los had a spear and an
ax, he was arnmed al so with a bul bous-ended handgun, a beaner.
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Jimwas again suffering fromfear. To project hinself into
Ore's mind and possi bly never get out again was to dare a
danger such as he had never encountered before. But he had
to do it or live as a coward forever after. Do or die. And
maybe die, anyway. Wrse, be absorbed by Ore or be only
partially absorbed but forever a prisoner in that alien body.

Never mind. Get into Oe's mind. Become partly Oe.
Not completely Ore, dear Cod

It was done. For a second or nore, he seemed to have
fallen into a silo of wet oats. Sliny and squidgy matter
pressed around him He was blind. The darkness and the

| oat hsone substance drowning himcane cl ose to naking
himturn back. He gritted his figurative teeth and shouted
voi cel essly at hinself, "Go on!"

The frightening nuck was behind him though the
darkness remai ned. He had a sensation of plunging into a
furiously running streamof a nmercury-heavy liquid, of
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bei ng shot through nmany w nding and tw sting tunnels, and
of hearing a noise |like that of the beating of giant wi ngs or
a vast heart.

That was behind him Now, he floated in a silent
chamber. Then, he heard a faint crackling. Sparks showered
around him

Suddenl y, the sparks expanded and coal esced. They
becane a bright light. He could see and hear and snell and
taste as he had in his body on Earth.

He was enfl eshed and enbrained, alnost entirely Ore. He

was like a tiny parasite hanging on to its host's artery wall and
hoping that it would not be swept away by the raging current

of blood. Meanwhile, it tapped into its host's nervous system
and shared all thoughts, nenories, enotions, and sensations.

That one-way input was, as he was to find out, very
confusing for him It would take sone tine to be able to
handl e at the sane tine his own thoughts and identity and
Oe's.

Ore saw his Uncle Luvah and Aunt Vala as they cane from

t he shadows of the trees. Behind them wal ked a dozen nati ves,

sl aves of the Lords, trackers and beaters. They were sonewhat
darker than the Lords but only because they spent nore tine in
the sunlight. They wore | oincloths, were heavily tattooed, and
bristled with feathers stuck in their long dark hair and in hol es
in their ears. Their only weapons were banboo air guns which
expel l ed darts with anesthetic-coated tips. Their |eader carried
a signal horn nmade fromthe doubly curving horn of a giant

bovoi d ani nal .

Los's voice was deep and grow i ng.

"Any | uck, son?"
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"I think one of themis holed up in that cluster ofshinthah

trees," Ore said. "He's been wounded. |'ve trailed him
partly by his blood, though he doesn't seemto be bl eeding
heavily."
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"He nust be the one who killed the two slaves," Los said.
"The others are all accounted for, dead or gotten away."

Jimwas vaguely anmazed that he coul d understand the
speech of the Lords, or Thoan, their nane for thensel ves.
If his reaction was diluted, it was because all his own
feelings were, so far, shadowy. But everything funneled
through to himfrom O e was bright and hard.

Luvah and Val a noved up to stand beside Los. They had

been invited by Ore's parents to be their guests at the pal ace
and to go on a manhunt. Los had opened the gates between

their worlds |ong enough for themto pass through

Los woul d never have done that on his owmn. Hs wi fe had
insisted that Luvah of the Horses and his wife and sister,
Val a, be invited. Enitharnon needed nore than the com
pany of her famly and sl aves.

Ore adored the beautiful and warmnatured Vala. As it
turned out, though, he had been kept too busy to talk to her
The hunt had been furious and intense and had few pauses.

Los said, "lIs the man still arned?"
"l don't know," Ore said.

Al the quarry were natives who had been sentenced to

death by their own people for serious crinmes. Los had
decided to override the sentences and use the convicted as
prey. He did this now and then when he got bored with other
amusenents. Seven nen, all dangerous, had been taken to

this jungle, given spears and knives, and | et |oose. After
twenty minutes of waiting, the Lords and their retainers had
started tracking them The Lords were, except for Los and
Vala, arnmed only with primtive weapons. That ensured that
the hunt woul d be dangerous for the hunters. Ore's father
and his aunt carried the beamers to shoot any beasts of prey
that might attack the party or a human quarry if he got the
upper hand in a fight with a Lord. Manhunt rules, as
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determ ned by tradition, were never broken. O, if a Lord
had broken them he or she had kept quiet about it.

"Who wants to go after the beast?" Los shout ed.

"I will be happy to do it," Oe said. He was aware that
he had vol unt eered because he wanted to get his father's
respect even though he did not like his father. Also, a
stronger reason, he wanted to show off before his aunt.
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"It's true that you do need nore practice," Los said. "You
haven't killed many beasts yet, man or animal. But it's only
polite to allow our visitors first chance. Renenber that."

Vala said, "lI'd love to see Ore in action. |I'Il be right
behi nd you, nephew. "

Jimwas thinking, My God! They're callous enough

about it! And cool, too! What kind of people are these? He
knew, however, fromreading the Tiersian books just how
cruel the Lords could be. Wiat had he expected?

Despite his repul sion, he was feeling Ore's enptions.

The yout hful Lord and, therefore, Jim was excited and
eager. At the same time. Oe, therefore Jim was hoping
that he would not make a fool of himself. It was possible
that he would al so be a dead fool

O e wal ked slowy into the denseness of the shinthah

trees. Their branches, which began about six feet above the
earth, merged with those of their neighbors. Vines craw ed
through the branches and |l et down | oops close to the
ground. Moreover, the wi nshin bush, a very leafy plant,
grew anong the trees. The tangle of tree, vine, and bush
was ideal for hiding and anbushi ng.

Hol di ng his spear in one hand, Vala about six feet behind
him Oe plunged into the thick growh. He noved slowy

to avoid maki ng noi se. He was very tense and was sweating
heavily. It suddenly came to himthat the quarry had nost of
the advant ages. He stopped when his foot struck sonething.
He | ooked down. Hal f-buried in sonme kind of weedy
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growth was a spear. The hunted man had dropped it. Wich
must mean that he was badly wounded.

Despite this. Oe did not forget to be cautious. It was
possi bl e that the man had pl aced the spear there to nake the
hunter think just what Ore had thought. He m ght be waiting
close by, his hunting knife in his hand.

He gestured at Vala to indicate the spear. She nodded that

she under st ood.
Though the cluster would usually be clamrous with the

cries of birds and beasts, it was silent now. The tenants were
wat ching the intruders, waiting to see if they were danger-
ous before resum ng normal activity.

Ore parted a bush with his right hand and | ooked past it

and down. There was the prey. He was a big nan com

pl etely unclothed and lying on his back. By his open hand
was a large knife. Blood flowed slowy fromunder the hand
held to his shoul der. Sweat had washed all but traces of the
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bl ood fromhis torso and | egs.
Ore said, "Har?"

Not until then had he known that the quarry was froma
village near the palace-city or that he was his half brother
Los had many children by the native wonen; Har was one

of perhaps a hundred. He was a superb tracker who had

taught Ore everything he knew about jungle craft. He had
been wounded by his own father, Los, who was separated
fromthe group when he had thrown his spear on glinpsing
the quarry. Later, Oe had cone across Har's trail of bl ood.

The man was pal e under his heavy tan. He stared at Oe,
knowi ng that he was about to die. But he did not plead.

Val a came up to Ore. She said, "You nust blood your
knife, nephew. It is not correct to finish himoff with your
spear. Wit until | call the others. They nust see you do it."

Jimfelt Oe's sudden sickness. He knew what Ore was
thinking. He would have to cut Har's throat and |ick sone
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of the blood off the knife. The coup de grace and the bl ood
tasting were not newto him nor did he find them
distasteful. Far fromit. But this . . . ! He knew and |iked
his half brother as nmuch as he could |Iike any |eblabbiy, as
the non-Lords were called. He told hinself that he would
sooner kill his father than he woul d Har.

But he had to do it. Not only that, he must not show any
pity or kindness. By then, the others had arrived. Los said,
"So, it was Har | wounded! And you get the credit for the
kill! Well, that is the way things sonetinmes happen!"

"You wounded him father," Ore said. "I couldn't have
caught himif you hadn't. Wy don't you lick his bl ood?"

Los frowned, and he said, "That isn't the Thoan way. Go
ahead. "

Ore went around the bush, scraping his skin against the
abrasive | eaves of that bush and the one beside it. The other
Lords followed him The natives stayed behind and woul d

do so unless ordered to witness the killing.

Har's eyes were dulled. Yet, he was not so far gone that
he did not recognize Oe. He croaked, "G eeting, brother!"
He had never said that word to Ore during all their
conversations. Though both knew that Los was their father,
neither would ever say so. If Har had dared to do that, he
woul d have been puni shed severely, perhaps w th death.

Now that he was to die, he did not care.

"You are immortal or nearly so," Har said. "Yet, you can be
killed. That makes you ny brother no matter who our father is.

A shiver of fire ran through Ore. He was struck, not with
the audacity of Har but with the truth of his words. They
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were as frightening as lightning in the night when there was
no cloud or thunder

"CGo ahead. Ore!" Los said.

Oe turned to face him "I cannot do it," he said.

Los was not the only one who stepped back as if suddenly
snelling a carcass |long rotten
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Los shook his head, blinked, and said harshly, "I do not
under stand. |s sonethi ng wong?"

Ore took a deep breath before speaking. Only Ji mknew
what courage Ore had to summon for what he was about to do

"I cannot kill him He is flesh of ny flesh. He is your son
and ny brother."

Everyt hing around Ore seened to be fuzzy. The harsh
edges of reality were blunted and soft. He felt as if he had
stepped into another world that was not quite forned.

Los | ooked bew | dered. He said, "Wat? Wiat does that
have to do with it?"

Val a turned and gestured at the head tracker, Sheon, to
approach her. As all non-Lords did when called by a Thoan,

he came swiftly.

"What is that nman's crime?" Vala said, pointing at Har.

Sheon, |ooking at the ground, said, "Holy One, he slew a

son of our chief after he caught himin bed with his wife. Har
clainmed that the chief's son attacked himwith a knife, and he
killed himin self-defense. But Har's wife w tnessed other-

Wi se. She said that Har neant to kill both of them In any
event, Har shoul d have gone to the council and presented his
complaint toit. It is against our lawto slay a man or a woman
caught in adultery. Har could have run away if he was

attacked. There was nothing to stop himfromrunning."

Vala turned to Ore. "See? He deserves to die by the | aw
of his own people."
"Then |l et them execute him" O e said.

"This is ridiculous!" Los shouted. "You're stupid! | do
not understand you! He's not Thoan!"

"He's hal f-Thoan," Ore said calmy, though he was far
fromcal minside hinself.

"Half is not the whole!" Los said. H's face was very red,
and his eyes were wild. "Kill him At once!"
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"Don't you feel anything for hin?" Oe said. "He is your
son. O does that mean nothing to you?"

Luvah said, "Nephew, you're out of your mnd! What
happened? Di d you have an accident, strike your head
agai nst sonet hi ng?"

"Somet hi ng struck ne," Ore said. "It wasn't physical. It
was like a great light . . . it's hard to explain."

"Il strike you!"™ Los how ed, and his fist caught the side
of Ore's jaw. Oe was stunned for several seconds. Wen he
was able to think clearly, he found hinmself down on his
knees. The others, except for Los, |ooked as if they, too,
had been struck. Oe's nother nurmured, "Los! This is not
necessary! There is sonething wong with the boy!"

"Yes, there is, Enitharnon! He is not a true Lord! Did you
lie with sone native and allow yourself to get pregnant?”

Eni t her nron gasped, and Vala said, "That is a terrible
thing to say!"

Ore was seized by sonething that was roaring. The sound

was red. Colors did not have sounds, but many things

happened in the nmind that could not happen outside it. The

insult to his nother had | oosed all the desires to attack his
father that had been caged since as far back as he could remenber.

He was in a dreamfilled with a bright red light. He

seened to be standing outside of hinself and watching

hinself. He saw Ore, the knife still in his hand despite
havi ng been hal f-consci ous, cone off the ground quickly.

He saw Los step back, but not quickly enough to prevent the

bl ade driving several inches into his left arm He saw his
uncl e, Luvah, strike himon the side on his head with the

butt of his spear. He saw hinself drop the knife and fall onto
his face but roll over so that he was faceup

Then he was back inside hinself. H's father had raised
the spear held in his right hand to drive it through him His
nmot her, scream ng, grabbed the spear and struggled with

PHI LI P JOSE FARMER
Los. She wested it fromhis grip and held it so that its point
was cl ose to her husband.

"Don't do it!" she screaned. It was evident that she
woul d use the spear on himif he tried to kill her son

Val a spoke in a high and tight voice. "Los! The | ebl abbiy
are wat ching you!"

Los turned and gl ared. Sheon, the chief tracker, was
wal ki ng back to his fellows. He did not want the Thoan to
know t hat he had seen the fight, but it was too late for that.
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Los pointed at Ore and said, "Bind him He goes back to
the pal ace!"
He pulled his beanmer fromhis holster. "Valal Cone with

me! We have to destroy them | don't want them alive now
they've seen us trying to kill each other!"

Val a said, "I think Sheon was the only one who saw us.
He won't tell the others.”

"I don't want to take the chance," Los said. "W don't
want themto think we're no better than they, do we?"

He wanted to kill soneone. If he was restrained from
sl ayi ng his son, he would sl aughter the |eblabbiy. At
anot her time, he night have listened to Vala. But not now.

Vala bit her lip, but she said, "Very well." She wal ked

away with Los, her gun also drawmn. As Ore discovered |ater,
the natives had guessed what the Lords planned to do. The
nore passive and religious stayed to submt to their doom
Four | ebl abbiy, however, fled into the forest. They woul d be
exiled forever fromtheir tribe and would be nmen with a price
on their head, prey for another hunt by the Thoan

O e was turned over, and his wists were bound together
with tape his nother brought out of a bag. Wile doing this,
hi s nother bent close to himand whispered, "Do not anger
your father again. 1'll do nmy best to cool himdown."

"He'l'l kill me," Ore said. "He hates ne. He's al ways
hated nme. What did | do to make him hate ne. Mot her?"

706
CHAPTER 1 5

URC HAD BEEN stripped of his clothing and chained to a

boul der near the main palace. One end of the ten-foot-Iong
chain was attached to a steel plate secured to the giant
quartzite rock. The other end was fixed to a steel band
around his right ankle. For two days and ni ghts, he had
suffered this hunmiliation and disconfort. The sun burned

hi m during nost of the day. At night, Los allowed the
clouds to cone into the levels. Ore slept poorly because of
the cold, wetness, and hard fl oor.

During the day, he ate one neal, brought by a servant.

She left hima bucket of water to drink and to bathe. Wen
he relieved bl adder or bowels, he went around behind the
boul der as far as he could. He had no toilet paper or wash
rag. Once a day, a servant cane to clean up the ness

At hi gh noon each day, his parents, aunt, and uncle had
come down fromthe palace. Los had asked himif he was
sorry that he had behaved so badly. Wuld he apol ogi ze and
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then prom se that he would never do such again and woul d
al ways obey his parents? Los added that even then his

puni shrent woul d not be over

"There are many Lords who would slay their son on the
spot. But | do not wish to grieve your nother, and Luvah
and Val a have pl eaded for you."

"You shoul d not have struck me," Oe said.
"I amyour father! | have the right and the duty to do so

when you deserve it!"

"You have struck ne many tines," Oe said. "I would

think that a man who is so nany thousands of years old would
have some wi sdom and | ove. You have | earned nothing. Be

that as it may, you have struck ne for the last tine. You nmay

as well kill rme.
Los turned and wal ked away, his |ong green robe

flapping, the tall yellow feather on his w de-brinmed hat
bobbi ng. Hi s nmother and his aunt stayed for a nminute to beg
himto bend to his father's will.

"You are so stubborn," Enitharnon said as tears ran

down her cheek. "Your stubbornness will kill you. What

will | doif I lose ny firstborn?"

"Kill Los, and so avenge nme," Ore said. "I think you'd
like to do it, anyway. | do not know why you stay with him

Aren't there other worlds you could go to? How about
Luvah's and Val a' s?"

"You are determined to die," Enitharnon said. She
ki ssed himon the cheek and | eft. Luvah, shaking his head,
wal ked away. Vala lingered a nonent.

"I'"l'l sneak out tonight and bring you a sl eeping bag and
somet hing good to eat."

"Don't endanger yourself for nme, though |I thank you. At

| east, you love ne."

"Your nother does, too," Vala said. "You saw how she
def ended you when Los was going to spear you. But her
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character is such that she cannot stand up agai nst Los unl ess
she's driven to it, and then it doesn't last |long."

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (72 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:32 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

"You'd think that she could have changed her character
during the course of so many mllennia. Wat good is the
Lords' science if it can't change undesirable character
traits?"

"There have been sone who have changed thensel ves,

t hough not always for the better. But nost peopl e cannot
unfix their characters no matter how long they live. It's a
matter of will, not of biological engineering. Wuld you
all ow yourself to be tanpered wth?"

She ki ssed himhard on his |lips before leaving. Oe
suspected that Vala lusted for himas he did for her. O was
she just a loving aunt, and had he, so young and i nexperi -
enced, msread her affection?

He | ooked at his father, still striding toward the mgjor

pal ace of the city of pylons. H s son had seen nore of the
back of his father than his face, though that was nost tines
the preferable side. Then he | ooked up at the third story of
the glittering gol d-bl ock-and-much-genmed wal | of the

pal ace. There, framed by a wi ndow, was his tutor, Noorosha

He was an intelligent and hi ghly educated native who had been
gui di ng Ore through programed courses since the Lord was
three years old. Now, he was |ooking down at his student, who
shoul d have been in class.

Ore waved at Noorosha, the person he |oved nost of all
except for his mother and aunt. Wiy couldn't his father be
| i ke Noorosha?

The day passed, each minute |like a whip stroke. Wile he
paced back and forth, the chain dragging on his |leg and
clinking on the slightly roughened surface of the transparent
floor, his mnd was pacing. Back and forth, back and forth

fromthoughts of ways to escape to visions of killing his father
Finally, night fell. The first noon rose. Two hours |ater,
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the second | unbered up. Jim |ooking through Ore's eyes,
estimated that it was half the size of Earth's noon. The first
moon was half the size of the second one. Their marKkings,

of course, were different fromthe one Ji m knew.

After the clouds oozed over Ore, he lay down on the

floor. It took hima long time to fall asleep. Jimalso slept
then. It seemed |like a short time had passed when Vala's
touch awoke Ore and, of course, Jim

She was a dimfigure crouching by him "I've brought the
bag and food," she said softly. "But |'ve brought nore than
that."

She held up an object that he could not see clearly.
"A beaner. Hold still. I'"'mgoing to cut your chain."

"You shouldn't do that!" Oe said. "I thank you, but |
can't allow you to endanger yourself. My father wll
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i nvestigate thoroughly if | escape, and he'll find out you did
it, and he'll kill you!"

"Not if you kill himfirst," she said.

She started to rise. Ore heard a thud. She grunted and
pitched forward, falling heavily across his | egs. Above Oe

| ooned a vague shape, but he knew that it was Los. Val a,
groaning, rolled over Ore's legs, a hand pressing the back of
her head. Then she started to rise.

"Stay down, you treacherous slut!" Los said.

Just beyond Ore's father was a vague and bul ky figure. It
| ooked to Oe like a vehicle of some sort.

"I should kill you, Valal" Los shouted. "But | can
understand why you felt sorry for him believe it or not!
After all, he is nmy son, though not nmuch of one! | can

renenber how | | oved hi mwhen he was a baby! But you
have betrayed ny hospitality! How do | know that you
weren't planning on letting himhelp you kill me!"

He raved on, the gist being that, because he was
merciful, he was permtting Vala and her husband to return
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to their universe. But they would do it at once and under
guard. He would deal with his son, though they woul d

never find out how he would do it. She would never see him
agai n.

Val a started to protest. He screamed at her to shut up or

he woul d shoot her on the spot. After that, she said nothing
except to murrmur, "I'msorry. Ore." Los kept on ranting in
the sane manner for about five mnutes. Wen he stopped,

he bent over Vala and jamred the end of a cylinder into her
arm She col |l apsed i mredi ately. Then he stuck the end
against Ore's chest. He became unconscious and so did Jim

Ji m awoke at the sane nonent as Ore. Bright sunlight

made Ore squint and, in a shadow way, Jimalso. The
young Thoan was sitting on bare buttocks on a rock | edge.
He was propped up against a vertical outcropping of stone.
Hi s hands were tied together behind himw th rope. The

| edge ended a foot beyond him Below it was a precipitous
sl ope of nountain, forested hal fway down. At the bottom
was a river snaking through an unbroken forest. Another
mountain was on the other side of the river

The sky was bl ue, which neant that he was not in his
nati ve world. Not unless he had been unconsci ous | ong
enough to let two days pass.

Despite the bl azing sun, he shivered fromthe cold air.
There were patches of snow on the upper face of the
mount ai n opposite him He | ooked around then and saw t hat
he was in a cave extending back fromthe | edge. Near him
on the dirt floor was a square plastic sheet.
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He wal ked to the sheet, lowered hinself to his knees, and
bent over to | ook at the plastic piece. As he had expected,
it bore his father's handwiting.

You are on Anthema, the unwanted world. If you
are man enough to survive on it and find your way to
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the only other gate on this world, you may be able to

get out of it. | give you a clue though you do not
deserve it. The gate will be near a | andmark resem
bling somet hing you are wearing. But you will have

to find the code allowi ng you to open the gate. That
gate | eads back to your own world.

You only have to look for the gate on | and, which

cuts the territory of your search down to fifty million
square mles. Though | should wi sh you bad | uck,

do not. May you get what you deserve

O e groaned. Anthenm, the Unwanted Worl d! Made by

t hose nysterious beings who had existed before the Lords,
who had nade the original universe of the Lords and then
created the Lords to populate it. Anthema was so crudely
constructed that the Lords theorized that it had been the
pre-Thoan's first experinment in making artificial universes.

No Lord had chosen to live there. Indeed, very few knew
how to gate to it.

Los rmust have put himin that vehicle and carried himto
a gate in the palace or sonewhere on his world. Then he had
gated the vehicle with hinself and Oe in it to this world.
After arriving at Antherma via the interdimensional route,
Los had used the vehicle to fly fromthe gate to this cave.

And what was that about the clue being provided by
sonet hing his son was wearing? Ore was naked

It was then that he felt the necklace and the object
attached to it.

He heaved hinmself up onto his feet. Now he could bend

his neck and see the object, which rested just below his
breast bone. Though it was upsi de down from his vi ewoint,

he could recognize it. It was a round gold nedallion, one of
his father's, bearing a nane, Shanbarinmem and, bel ow

that, a raised relief of the Horn—a trunpet—ef that
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| egendary man. It was as close to a religious nedal as a
Thoan artifact could cone.

What kind of a clue was that? A nmountain that |ooked

like the Horn? Ore, knowing his father's subtle nature, was
sure that it was not as sinple as that. In fact, the clue m ght
not even be visual. Never mind. First, he had to get his

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (75 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:32 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Phili p%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%6206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt
hands free.

That was done, though not soon. He went to the tiny

monol i th he had been sitting agai nst, turned around, and
bent his knees. He raised his arms, squatted even nore, and
set the rope on the rather blunt edge of a small ridge on top
of the rock and near its side. The position was both tiring
and painful, but he kept sawing until the rope was hal fway
worn through. After resting, he resumed the saw ng. Wen

he felt the rope part, he brought his hands before himand
untied each with the other hand, no easy task. After
reconnoitering the cave and finding nothing to indicate a
gate, he surveyed the valley. The only life he saw consisted
of some strange-| ooking and awkward flying creatures.

He started clinbing dowmn the steep slope bel ow the

| edge. He had no reason to feel optinmistic in this world
certainly not made for him H's fury and desire for revenge
woul d keep himgoing for a long tine. But he could search

the vast territory for a thousand years and still not find the
| andmark and the gate within or on or under or by it. He

m ght even see the |andnark and not know that it was what

he was | ooki ng for

He had troubles. Ch, Shanbarimem did he have trou-
bl es!

They came sooner than he expected. A |oud shriek

behind himfroze himfor a fraction of a second. A blow on
hi s back knocked him forward. He heard gi ant w ngs

beating. Pain as of very sharp and | arge claws stabbing his
back nmade hi m scream
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JimG&Ginmson was al so startled. He heard the shriek, felt
the hard inmpact, and yelled fromthe agony.

The shock was too nuch for him He was whi sked out,

up, and away far nore swiftly than his previous journeys
back to Earth. He awoke sitting on the chair in his room He
was shivering and sweating and sonewhat nunb. For a

monent, the searing on his back fromthe terrible claws
stayed with him Then it faded.

Despite his fear, he would have tried to get back into Oe
if his energy had not been conpletely dynamited out of him
It was a long tinme before he could rise fromthe chair.

JJ4
CHAPTER 1 6

| ODAY, THE CGROUP sessi on nenbers were even nore

inclined to argue than usual. Their digs were sharper, and
they took offense nore quickly. Was there sonething in the
air like itching powder? O was it that they had reached a
certain stage in their therapy where their anger and frustra-
tion were closer to the surface? These were burrow ng

upward toward the skin Iike worns chased out of the

i ntestine by strong nedicine.
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G |l man Sherwood, the nineteen-year-old from Gol d

Hll, was getting nore abuse than usual. Sonme of the group
detested and distrusted hi mbecause his famly was wealthy.
Until now, he had responded with a slight smile and silence
to the onslaught. That he woul d not defend hinself nade

his attackers even nore angry.

Forenmost anong them was Al Moober, a sixteen-year-old
who had never had any money until he had started dealing
in drugs. His career had | asted six nonths. Then the cops
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had caught him But he had been accused of being under the
i nfl uence and of possession, not of selling. He especially
had it in for Sherwood, one of his former custoners,
because he suspected that Sherwood had turned himin to

t he narcs.

Sherwood's wists were still bandaged fromthe deep

sl ashes made when he had tried suicide. He had wanted to

be a painter, but his parents had opposed that anbition
Bot h had agreed, when their son was only three years old,
that he would go to Chio State for his undergraduate
education and then to Harvard for his | aw degree. After six
months at Chio, he had a "nervous breakdown." He cane

out of the sanitariumthree nonths |l ater, went hone, and
refused to consider going back to college. H s parents had
kept up their pressure despite their doctor's warnings. One
ni ght, Sherwood had used the blood fromhis wist arteries
to paint a nightmare vision on his palette. He had ended up
in Porsena's Tiersian therapy group

Moober had also told his fellow patients that Sherwood
was bi sexual and had added that Sherwood had nade a pass
at him The girls thought that Sherwood was divinely
handsonme and | ooked rmuch like a tall Paul Newran.

Besi des, he had nade passes at several of them and why
woul d he go for a | oathsonme creature |ike Mober?

Moober had persisted in trying to invalidate Sherwood's
descriptions of his adventures as Wl ff, the hero Sherwood
had chosen to enul ate. Doctor Scaevol a, today's group

| eader, had tried to stop Moober fromdoing this, but

Moober would not quit. Then Scaevol a had told Mober

that he would obey the rules or be sent to his roomto think
about how he woul d |ike being kicked out of the therapy.

Moober had quit attacki ng Sherwood, though he was
muttering to hinself.

JimGinmson was only half listening to the others. For
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one thing, he had been shocked when he had seen Sandy
Melton this norning. She was sitting at the far end of the
dining hall with the group of mld schizoaffectives. Unti
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then, Jimhad not known that Sandy was in the hospital. He
had heard not hi ng about what had happened to her after that
eveni ng at Dumski's.

He had waved to her. She had sniled at him and resuned
talking to the girl next to her. Jimplanned to talk to her
when he got the chance.

Anot her reason Jimhad trouble concentrating was that he
coul d not keep from wondering about what had happened to
Oe after Jimhad left him His plight and his world seened
more real than this roomand the people in it. These people
did not know what real trouble was.

He becane aware that Doctor Scaevola was speaking to
himand that the others were | ooking at him

"Your turn, Jim" Scaevola said. "W're all eager to hear
what happened during your | atest exploration."

Ji mdoubted they all were that eager. Mst of them were

too wapped up in their own sojourns to care nuch about

his. O, at least, he thought that they were. He had | earned
somet hi ng about hinmself in the short time he had been here.
That was that he often attributed his own feelings to others,
but there was often no match between the two. He nust be
more careful in the future not to assign to others his own

t hought s and enoti ons.

Group therapy was supposed to be in sone respects like

a book club. The nembers woul d tal k about various

characters in the series and how they felt about them They
woul d then tell how they woul d have changed the situations
or the endings in the books. Al so, they comented on how
each person's chosen character reflected the personality and
the problenms of the chooser. This interplay, however, was
closely nmonitored by the group leader. It was not allowed to
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get to a point where the nenbers were criticizing each other
too harshly.

One of the difficulties the nenbers had, at this stage in
therapy, was in giving full information about their experi-
ences in the pocket universes. Jimshared this reluctance.
Now, in answering Scaevola's invitation, he gave only the
sket chiest outline of his adventures. He held back because it
seemed to himthat they should be very private. Sonehow,

if the others got too far into Ore's world, they would try to
take over. Hs fellow patients would want his worlds just as
the Lords desired the worlds of other Lords.

Mor eover, Ji mwas convinced that the universes the other
menbers entered into were purely imagi nary. Though vivid

and very detail ed, they were neverthel ess just fantasies. He
did not reveal this to the group, of course. To do so would
be to invalidate the worlds of his fellow patients.

Jimfinished his sonmewhat halting and hesitant tale. Even
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as he spoke, he began to feel that it was nmade up. The
others seened to be | ooking doubtfully at him Damm! They
were invalidating hin

Moni que Bragg, a black girl, said, "Your father, | mean
Oe's father, struck you. Oe, a nunber of times. That
sounds |ike your own father, Jim He's unpredictable and
confusing, too, just like Los, the way he treats you. Crue
and severe a |lot of tines but, sonetinmes, kind and tender,
like a real father should be. That's bewildering to a kid."

"Wich father you tal king about?" Jimsaid. "My father
in this world or the father in the other worl d?"

Moni que smiled, revealing big white teeth. "Both, you
dunmmy. Only this Los isn't |ike your real father in sone
ways. He's a very handsone and powerful person, |ord and
master of all he surveys, you mght say, not a worthless
drunken bumlike your real father."
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"Moni que! " Doctor Scaevola said softly but firmy.
"Pl ease refrain from personal renmarks."

"Sure, Doc," Monique said. "Only ... | didn't say

anyt hi ng about his father he hasn't said. | was just pointing
out certain things, how Los and this woman. Oe's

mot her —Eni t har ron?—+esenbl e his own parents. They

sort of reflect them don't you think? That's what this is al
about, anyway, isn't it? Howthis world and the Tiersian are
mrror imges, wasn't that what you said? Distorted mr-
rors."

"That's an aspect," Scaevola said, "but we don't want to
dwel | too nmuch on parallelisns, especially those that're
rat her obvious. Unless you're | eading up to another point?"

"Maybe it's the differences that're nost inportant,"

Moni que said. "Like Ore's nother seens to be under Los's
thunb just as Jimls nother is. But she's beautiful and
powerful, and she can stand up to him To a point, anyway.
Maybe she's going to rebel, even kill Los. That's sonething
your nother'd never do, right, JinP But maybe you're

hopi ng she will sone day. Is that so, Jin®P"

"How woul d I know?" Jimsaid heatedly. "I'm not
maki ng this up, you know Things' 11 go the way they go,
not how | think they should go!"

There was silence for a nonent except for Moober's
brief snicker.

Then Scaevol a said, "OF course! Renenber, we're not

witing stories. These things really do happen. Wether

they exist inside your mnd or outside your mnd, they exist.
A thought is as nuch an existent as a, uh . . ."

"A fart!" Moober said |oudly and doubled up with
| aught er .
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"Bot h evanescent but neverthel ess existing in their own
monent of glory or putridness," Scaevol a said.

"Hey, there are mllions of fathers and nothers nore or
119
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less like nmine on Earth," Jimsaid. "So, there are sone in
the Lords' worlds. Nothing strange about it. Qit the
psychol ogi zing, for Christ's sake."

Br ooks Epstein spoke up for the first tinme during the
session. He was a tall, dark, and | ean youth who wore thick
hom ri med gl asses. Though he was from Gold Hill, he

had escaped the insults and disdain cast at Sherwood.
Epstein's father had been weal thy, but he had gone bankr upt
and then killed hinself. Epstein's nother had just enough

i nsurance to place her son in therapy at Wl lington Hospi -
tal

"Quit psychol ogi zi ng?" he said. "I thought we were here
to do just that!"

"We're here to get therapy, get well, not sit around and
anal yze each other until we fall apart,” Jimsaid. "Analyz-
ing is like disassenbling. W'IlIl never put the pieces back

together. Hunpty Dunpty hinmsel f, you know "

"Thank you, Doctor Freud," Epstein said. "Any-
way ..."

The group broke up with al nost everybody nmad at

everybody el se. Doctor Scaevola tried to patch the rents and
wounds and cool off their tenpers before the session ended.
This time, his soft words, reasonabl eness, and conprom se
had not worked. Sone of the group were, so far, too timd
to dare offend anybody. Qthers were inclined to be nasty,
and the characters they had chosen to nerge with were
arrogant and ill-tenpered. The staff nmenbers had to put the
lid on these patients now and then. At the same time, they
had to keep from suppressing the youths so nuch that they
erupted out of control or were in danger of losing their
Tiersian identities.

No matter how pugnaci ously and offensively the nem
bers behaved, they were putting up a front. Al had | ow
self-esteem a crippling part of their own personae. To gain
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a genui ne sel f-esteem was one of the goals of the therapy
but hard to achieve. To think of thensel ves as worthwhil e,
they had to becone sonebody el se for a while.

A few mnutes after the session, Jimwas told that he had

a visitor, Sam Wzak. Doctor Scaevola was not avail able

just then, so Doctor Tarchuna had to give perm ssion for
Jimto see Sam He sent it through the phone in his office.
Eager, Jimstrode to the snmall |obby reserved for visitors. A
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mal e nurse, Dave Gurscom stood in the doorway and
wat ched t hem

Samrose fromthe chair when Jimentered the room He
sm |l ed broadly and advanced toward his friend, his arns
wavi ng. They net in the niddl e of the room and enbraced.
Jimwas very glad to see him but he could not help
wrinkling his nose at Samis odor. Since Jimhad been in the
hospital, he had been showering daily and had sent out his
dirty laundry to his nother. He said nothing to Sam about
hi s unwashed body and clothes. After all, the clothes Jim
was now weari ng had been donated by Sam W+thout them

he woul d have been clad only in hospital-provided paj amas,
a robe, and slippers.

Sam |l ost his smle after they quit enbracing. He sat down
heavily on the chair.

"Jim | got sone things to say to you, got to get sone

things clear. There's a thing | got to do, and you won't I|ike
it. O nmaybe you will, | don't know. But |'ve conme to an

i npasse, as they say. Gotta go but don't really want to."

"Go where?"

"To California. Hollywod, to be exact. Gotta get the

hel | out of this cruddy place, the arnpit of the universe. |I'm
in abad fix. I"'min a rehab center for chem cal dependents,

for dope fiends, as ny father says. The courts're on ny
neck. The judge says | gotta straighten out, he don't want
me flunking, no way. He gets weekly reports fromny fol ks
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and the school, and they just aren't good enough. |'mstil
flunking nmy ass though | amtrying hard to bring ny grades
up. "

He put his fingers over his eyes and | ooked at Jimthrough
the spaces anong his fingers as if they were prison bars. His
voi ce got shaky.

"Jim | can't take no nore of this! I'mrunning off to
California, gonna disappear, really drop out. | don't know
what the hell 1'll do there, becone a street person, npst
likely. For a while, anyway. |I'Il be taking my guitar,
though. | might get into a band. Maybe not. | ain't what
you'd call a great nusician, but that never stopped |lots of
rock stars. Anyway, |I'mgoing to try for it. Anything |l be
better than what |'m doing now. "

Jimwas silent for a mnute. Sam had dropped his hands
onto his lap, but his black eyes were zeroed in on Jinms
face. He seened to be hoping that . . . what? That his old
buddy would utter wi se words that would rescue hin?

Jimwaved his hand. It was a vague gesture that indicated
not hi ng except possibly hopel essness. What could he, Jim
Grinmson, incarcerated in a nmental ward, wearing borrowed
clothes, estranged fromjust about everybody he coul d nane
except for Doctor Porsena and a few patients, the connec-
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tions with themnot really tight, what could he do for his old
friend?

He coul d not hel p thinking about his own plans, too,

though he felt like a big prick worrying about hinself when
Samwas in such a bad situation. Sam had told himon the
phone several days ago that he could live at the Wzaks

when he becanme an outpatient. He and Sam woul d share the
bedroom and Sam s clothes and eat at Samis table. Ms.

Wzak, big-hearted as ever, had nade the offer. She knew
that Jims parents were in a very small apartnent and had no
money to help support their son. Jims eighteenth birthday
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was coning up soon. After that, the welfare noney allotted
for himwould be cut off. Besides, Eric Ginson did not
want Jimto live with him

Now t hat Sam was taking off, would his parents still take
his friend in?

Jimcleared his throat and said, "You're not talking to the
wi se old man on top of the nmountain, the ancient guru who

sees all, knows all, who can set you on the right path to
health, wealth, and fane. I'msorry, Sam but | don't know
what to say except to wish you luck. | could tell you to sign
up for Doctor Porsena's therapy. But he's got a long waiting
list. | was luckier than hell to be admtted so quickly."

Sam did not reply. H s face was unreadable. But Jim
t hought that he detected reproach and fright init.

"Jesus, Sam | want to help you! But | just can't!"
Samsaid, "I didn't expect nothing fromyou. You can't
ask a drowning man to save you fromdrowning. | just

thought 1'd tell you what I'mgoing to do. | wasn't asking
for your blessing.”

"Damm, Sam | feel like shit! I"'mfailing you!"

"What the hell,"” Samsaid. He rose fromthe chair.
"Momwon't refuse you even if |I'mnot there. In fact, she'l
probably be gl adder than ever to have you. Mthering' s her
big thing, you know. That and bossing peopl e around."

Hi s voice broke. Tears oozed out and slid down to the
conmers of his nouth. "Jesus, when we were kids together
pretty happy, you know, even though things were tough a
lot of tinmes, we couldn't have dreaned that we'd turn out
like this."

Jimcould think of nothing better to do than to enfold Sam
in his arnms and pat his back. That was all he could do, and
maybe it was enough. Sam sobbed for a nonent, then

rel eased hinself and wiped the tears with a dirty handker-

chi ef.
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"Hey, Jim We think we're grown up and don't need

nobody, right! But when the chips are down, as the buffalo
hunter said, we turn out to still be babies. | admit I'ma little
scared. Why not? |'mjust kidding nyself when | pretend to
be as tough as fried shoe leather. | wouldn't tell this to
anyone but you, Jim | don't really want to | eave. Things've
gotten too rough, though. It's adios, Belmont City! Cali-
fornia, here | come! Momis going to cry her heart out, but
maybe, deep down, she'll be glad to get rid of me. She

won't have to be on ny neck all the time because |'m such

a paininthe ass to her."

"Do you think you could keep in touch with ne, wite ne
a postcard now and then?"

"If 1 can steal a postcard and a pencil," Samsaid. "I
won' t have nuch noney. "

He | aughed, and he said, "Hey, it nmight be a |lot better

than | think! California' s the golden state, ingots of gold
| aying around on the streets, ice creamcones grow ng from
trees, starlets just aching to lay a skinny, penniless, dunb
Pol ack. At least | won't freeze my ass off out on the street
come winter. And even the garbage cans'l| have food better
than what | eat here.”

"Maybe you shoul d think nore about it," Jimsaid.
"Look before you leap, and all that."

Sonet hi ng cane over Jimthen. Hi s words of caution
suddenly seened to be those of a coward. It was as if an
el ectrical current running through himhad reversed itself
and was now running in the opposite direction.

He said, "Wiat the hell, Sami | don't nean that! It'Il be

a great adventure! It'll at least be different! Better to live
like a lion for a day than like a dog forever! You know for
sure you have no future here! Go to California! It'Il be
exciting, and it'll give you hope and endl ess opportunities!

I wish | could go with you!"
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Sam blinked as if Jim had di sappeared in a blinding Iight.
He said, "Wat happened to you?" Then, "Wy don't you
cone with ne?"

Ji m shook his head. "I would . . . only ...
"Only what ?"

"You' d have to be in ny skin to know how |I feel about
this place, what I'mdoing. This is ny adventure, Sam this
ward. It's a world in itself, a world that "

How coul d he explain to Sam about the universes of the
Lords and his adventures as Red Ore? How coul d he make
Sam under st and t hat gol den California was | ead conpared

to the places he had been and to which he would return? No
way woul d Sam conprehend it.
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"You always were a little strange, Jim even though we
got along great. What the hell could this puzzle farm have
for you? For ne, anyway. It'd be nothing."

He held out his hand. "So |ong, Jim Hope we neet again
some other place, a better place, too."

Ji m shook his hand. That Sam had offered it instead of
enbraci ng hi magain meant that Sam had al ready di stanced
hinself. He no longer felt as close to Jim They were very
good friends who had begun to be strangers.

Jimfelt sick. That, however, was the way it had to be
Character determ ned destiny. Hi s had sent himoff on a
different road from Samis. It woul d have happened sooner
or later, anyway. It had cone sooner, that was all

Neverthel ess, he felt very sad. He also regretted that he
had told Samthat he would be better off opting for
adventure. Inmmediately after thinking this, he changed his

m nd, and nmuch of the sadness and all of the regret

vani shed. It really was best for Sam for anyone, to | eave
the fanmiliar and to venture into strange country. That is, if
the fanmliar was a place where hopel ess hardship and
unconquer abl e failure reigned.

PH LI P JOSE FARMER

Sam said, "Talk to ny nother. She'll take you in when
you need a hone. You'll have to put up with a lot from her,
but you won't starve to death. Just do what she tells you to

do."

Sam turned and wal ked out wi thout a backward | ook
Jimcalled, "Good luck! I'lIl be with you in ny thoughts,
Sam "

Sam di d not reply.

CHAPTER 1 7

726

AAAGH! "

The cry of the thing attacking Oe and Ore's cry m ngl ed.
Locked together, they were rolling and bounci ng down the
rocky face of the mountain. Ore had fallen onto his face,
taking his attacker with him Then he had rolled over. The
creature had been under himfor a nmoment. It had huge

wi ngs, a small body, a very long thin neck, and a head tw ce
as large as his. Its beak was as hooked and as sharp as an
eagle's. Its legs were exceedingly long for a flying creature.
The claws were | ong, sharp, and curved, but they tore | oose
after their second rollover.

Despite its birdlike appearance, it had no feathers.

The two, three if Jimwas counted, rolled and slid and
soared down the slope. Both attacker and attacked were
banged and bunged and gashed, and both cried out from

pai n. Then they slamed into the base of a boul der and
stopped. Fortunately for Ore, the creature was between him
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and the rock when they crashed into it. Its body bones
snapped; its w ng bones had al ready cracked during the
tumbl e.

Oe tried to get up so that he could seize the bird-aninal
around its skinny neck and break it. He was unable to do so.
But the thing was al so hal f-paralyzed. Its | egs kicked, and
it swayed its snakelike neck while its beak opened and shut,
cl ack-cl acking. After a minute or so, its enornous yell ow
eyes glazed, and it was dead.

Oe lay for along time while the sun slid on its arc across
the blue. He saw two creatures |like his attacker above him
They were circling, their heads cocked to observe him He
hoped that he could get up before they decided that it was
safe for themto | and and dine on him Meanwhile, as |ong

as he was not in danger, he would take his ease. |If ease
could be called a state in which he hurt everywhere. He had
| ost skin from many parts of his body, including the private,
and what was not scraped away was nearly so. Al so, his

head, knees, el bows, toe bones, ears, lips, nose, chin, and
genital s had been battered many tinmes. The pain in his head
told himthat he could have a concussion

"Wel cone to Ant hemm, the Unwanted World!" he nut-
tered.

H s father had certainly fixed him But it would not be
forever. If he. Ore, could do anything about it, and he
woul d | et nothing stop him he would find his way to Los
and kill him Neverthel ess, he groaned with pain. It was al
right to groan and noan and even weep. No one was

wat chi ng him

Except me, Jimthought. I'mwatching. But it's OKif he
relieves hinself with noans and groans. |'m hurting, too,
every bit as much as he, and | wish | could mpban and groan
| can't. But when he does it, he's doing it also for me,

t hough he doesn't know that.
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Ji mthought intensely about |oosing hinmself fromOe. He

did not want to endure this pain a second |onger than he had
to. To return to his roomin the ward would be to shed this
tortured body i mediately. But he hung on while telling

hi nsel f that he woul d not desert Ore in the next few
seconds. Sonet hing kept himfromleaving. A sense of

shanme if he abandoned Ore? That was ridiculous. Oe

woul d be neither hurt nor relieved if his invisible and

i ntangi bl e conmpani on left him

Yet, Jimfelt that he would be a coward if he took the easy
way out.
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During Jims battle with hinmself, Oe had risen and was

wal king slowy down the sl ope. Each novenent of each

linmb was an odyssey of pain. Despite this, Ore did not stop
He left the pile of rock fragnents at the bottom of the
mount ai n and made his way through the forest. This was
mainly trees resenbling tall pines but with scarlet tufts at
the ends of the branches. Their odor conbi ned that of
vanilla and peanuts. Large bushes with barrel trunks from
the top of which sprouted twelve long femike fronds were

in the spaces anpbng the trees. Insects swarned around the
bushes. They seened to be attracted by a yellow sticky fluid
welling up fromthe base of the fronds. A stench like that of
rotten potatoes with a dash of Linburger cheese rose from
it.

The trees were popul ated with nouse-sized flying mam

mal s. They swooped down, gul ped insects, and flew back

to rest on the branches. One fluttered by close to Oe. He
snatched it out of the air, squeezed it until its thin hollow
bones broke, ripped off its wings, tore off its head and | egs,
and drank its bl ood. Then, using his fingernails, he stripped
off its skin and popped it onto his nouth. Chewing slowy

so that he could separate the bones fromthe flesh with his
tongue. Ore continued through the woods.
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Jimwas horrified. At the same time, he felt Oe's
satisfaction at having sonething to eat. That feeling over-
came Jims disgust before |ong.

What Jimcane to know quickly, because Ore was

t hi nki ng about it, was that young Lords were taught how to
survive and even flourish in the wilderness. Ore had eaten
raw fl esh many tinmes before. But when he was able to build
a fire he would cook his neat.

There was plenty of flint in this area. He would work it
i nto knives, spearheads, axes, and arrowheads. Then he
woul d kill animals with the weapons he woul d nake and
fromtheir skins make clothing and bags. After that, he
woul d build a raft and float down the river.

Ei ghteen days after deciding this, he arrived on his raft at
the broad mouth of the river. Beyond it was a sea.

130
CHAPTER 1 8
SOVEONE ELSE WAS in Ore's m nd.

Jimhad been frightened nany tinmes since entering the young
Lord. That there m ght be another person or thing sharing Oe's
mind terrified him It was so ... so ... |oathsome

and ... creepy-crawly. It nade him so sick he would have

thrown up if he'd had a stomach and a throat. The presence of a
stranger-—Ao doubt threatening—violated him

Actual ly, he did not know the exact nature of the outsider
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who was now inside Ore. The first intinmation that soneone

el se—some Thi ng el se—had noved in was two days after

Ore had set up canp at the river's nouth. Jimfelt the
presence of the other. How could he put into words just how
he sensed it? He could not. He just knew that it had not been
there until the black nmonent when he becane aware that it

was present. It was |like seeing the shadow of H G Wlls's
invisible man. O |ike when, as a child, he had waked up in
the middle of the night and known that a nonster was in the
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cl oset and watching himfrom behind the hal f-open door

The difference now was there was indeed sonething in the
closet of Ore's brain. Jims inmagination had not evoked it
fromhis unconscious mnd. It was truly there.

Just how did he know that the thing' s purpose was sinister?
The sane way, he supposed, that a man dying of thirst in the
desert knew why the vulture was circling above him

Wen Ore had been within a day's travel on the raft to the
sea, he had awakened that norning in a stormof blue stuff. It
had been w nd-blown fromupriver, and it was conposed of
hand- si zed azure pieces shaped |ike snowfl akes. They gave off
a strong wal nutty odor. For a few mnutes, the flakes were so
nunerous that Ore could not see nore than ten feet away.
Abruptly, the downfall thinned. A few flakes spun in, and the
stormwas over. They did not nelt, but nost of themwere

gone by evening. A horde of insects, birds, and ani nals
spurted fromthe deep woods and devoured the flakes. Those
that escaped the feeding frenzy turned brown nany hours | ater
and were ignored by the aninmals.

O e, seeing this, decided he woul d share the banquet with
them The flakes felt like dried crystallized fungus. They
tasted, however, |ike cooked and sugared asparagus. He
stuffed hinself with themthough he had to drink a | ot of
wat er afterward. They dried out his tissues.

Jimtheorized it mght contain some sort of virus which
infiltrated the eater's body. Then the virus would latch onto the
host's nervous system and, somehow, change from a di sorga-

nized mass to a copy of the host's neural system It becane that
bei ng, or a copy thereof, because it was a ghostly reconstruction
of the nerves and brain of the animal it occupied. It dispossessed
the host as an identity, and it replaced the host's consci ousness
with its borrowed consci ousness.

Jimhad a figurative headache whil e thinking about this.
He cane to realize that he could not know where the thing
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canme fromor howit got into Oe's mind. It could be a
coi ncidence that the thing appeared shortly after Ore had
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eaten the blue fl akes.

Forget explanations, Jimtold hinmself. Deal with the here
and the now. Find a way to fight this unseen, handl ess, and
facel ess entity. Ji mwondered how he could warn O e about

it? Afiter a while, he realized that he could not. The battle,
if there was to be a battle, was going to be between hinself
and the thing.

Since he was tired of just calling it a thing, he decided
that he would nane it. Everything had to have a nane, a
| abel . What could it be?

"Chostbrain" came to him As good a nane as any.
Ghostbrain it was.

Five days after arriving at the sea. Ore was hunting for fresh
meat. After three hours, he glinpsed one of the forest-
dwel I i ng antel opes and began stalking it. An arrow was fitted
to his bow, ready to leap forth and plunge into the brown-and-
bl ack dappl ed side of the cervine. Something spooked it before
he could get within range. It |eaped away, dodging around tal
bushes and jumpi ng over the shorter ones.

Cursing silently, he approached the area where it had

been. He was cautious. Whatever had frightened it mght be

a | arge and dangerous beast. Then, peering through a bush,

he saw the cause of the deer's alarm |t was about the size
and shape of a skunk, its big bushy black tail waving. It was
digging into the ground with its shovel -shaped and | ong-

cl awed paws. The rood it sought was buried only an inch or
two in the ground. It did not take long for the beast to
uncover and to start eating it.

Ore woul d have been di sgusted under different circum
stances. The | oathsome creature nostly ate carrion and
excrenment and anyt hing edible that was dead or near-dead.
This time. Ore was too astounded to feel repulsion. The
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meal the beast had unearthed was a pile of feces, which he had
expected. What he had not expected was fresh human feces.

He was not the only person on this planet.

He whirl ed, scanning the woods behind him H s heart
was beating hard, not because of joy but because that other
person m ght be stal king him

He glinpsed a dark face and a stone spearhead dropping
behi nd a bush.

He got on the other side of the bush and | ooked intently al

around him The dark man coul d have conpani ons. \Wen he

was fairly certain that there were none, he called out, "I am

O e, son of Los and Enitharnon! | am alone! There is no need

for us to try to kill each other! | amlooking for the gate out of
this world! | have no quarrel with anyone but ny father! Let us
make peace! Each of us has a better chance of finding the gate

if we pool our brains and resources!"
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He waited. There was no response, and he was sure that
the dark man had | eft the bush the nonent he knew that he
had been observed.

He repeated the speech

Then a man spoke |oudly, though frombehind Ore. H's
Thoan differed sonewhat from Ore's in pronunciation and
pitch, but it was conpletely understandabl e.

"You say your only quarrel is with the accursed Los?"
"Right!"

"No one el se was stranded here with you?"

"Not that | know," Ore said.

"Put the arrow back in the quiver," the man said. "Then

stand up. | will cone to you, though not very close, and |']I
have ny spear ready. But | would prefer that we be
friends."

After sone nore talking, nostly to ensure that one did
not have any advantage over the other, the nan wal ked out
frombehind a tree. He was shorter than Ore but broader. He
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wore a tight-fitting fur cap and a fur loincloth. A leather belt
tied together with thongs was around his waist. It held

| eat her containers in which were a stone knife and a stone

ax. His quiver and bow had been | eft behind. H s skin was

deep brown, his nose was flat and broad, and his |lips were
fully everted. The hair that fell out fromunder the cap was

gl eani ng bl ack and slightly wavy.

When he was twenty feet from Ore, he stopped. The dark
brown eyes | ooked wary, though he was show ng | arge
white teeth in a big grin.

"You are Ore, son of Los and Enitharnon,” he said. "I
amljim son of Natho and Ccal ythron."

"I'jimof the Dark Wods?" Oe said.
"Yes, | amwas—+tord of the Wrld of Dark Wods."
"You are ny great-great-granduncle,” Oe said.

"Whi ch does not necessarily nmean that we arc friends,"
ljimsaid. "As they say in nore than one world, you can
choose your friends, but a cousinis a cousin, like it or not."

VWil e they kept the distance between them unchanged,

Oe outlined his story. During this, he kept glancing to both
sides and | ooking swiftly behind him Wat |jimsaid about
his being al one might be true. But an overtrusting Lord was
soon a dead one, according to the ancient saw.

ljimsaid, "So, you are the son of the extraordinarily
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beautiful Enitharnmon and of Los, the Eternal Prophet, the
Possessor of the Moon! Such was he titled when he lived in
the world he ruled before moving into his present one, |ong
bef ore Enitharnmon becane his wife and | ong before you

were bom Here, briefly, is ny story."

A Lord, a woman named O ol on, had found a way to

avoid the ingenious traps ljimhad set in the gate giving
entrance to his world. A olon had come close to slaying
Ijim but he had gotten away. However, while being

pursued through a series of gates fromone world to another,
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Ijimhad been forced to take a gate which | ed he did not
know where. It was one-way, and it opened, he soon found
out, to Antherma. That was forty-four years ago. Since then,
Ijimhad been | ooking for the gate which woul d take hi m out
of the Unwanted Worl d.

Forty-four years! JimGinmson thought. During that tine,
ljimnmust surely have eaten the blue flakes. That neant a
ghost brain was now using his body and nind. So, it was not
ljimtalking to Oe. It was a Thing.

Then he thought that that was not, in a sense, true. The
ghostbrain had become Ijim was thinking like Ijim was, in
effect, Ijim The first Ijimwas dead. The second |jimwas
no different fromthe first. Thus, he was not one bit nore
sinister than the first one. That one had probably been
sini ster enough to satisfy anyone.

"As you sai d, nephew, neither of us has anything the
other wants. Unless you desire Anthema!" He | aughed
wildly for sone seconds, making Ore wonder if his |ong
solitude had driven himcrazy.

After wiping the tears of laughter with the back of his hand,
ljimsaid, "You can have it. | can't |eave soon enough. So,
what do you say, nephew Ore? Shall we drop this nutua

suspi cion and work together as a dedicated and | oving tean®"

"As much as two Thoan can."

"Good! Let us give each other the kiss of eterna
friendship and not feel each other's back for a soft spot in
which to thrust a dagger while doing so!"

Ore thought that his uncle's kiss was rather |long, and he
did not think that Ijimhad to feel his buttocks for so |ong.
Perhaps Ijimlonged so for hunman contact that he did not

want to | et |oose of human flesh w thout thoroughly

warmng hinmself with it. Also, Ijimmy have |usted for

only wonmen while they had been easily available, but he
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was willing, after forty-four years of enforced abstinence,
to take whatever cane his way.
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They wal ked back to the canp side by side. Ijimexplained
that he had seen Oe the day before. Instead of joyfully
approachi ng Ore, however, he had stayed hi dden. He had
intended to study himfor a while before announci ng hi nsel f.

Oe said that it was quite a coincidence that the only two
humans on a pl anet shoul d cross paths.

"Not so much," ljimsaid. "I came here out of the sane

gate you did, the cave. | explored the cave but the gate was
too well hidden, nust've needed a code word to be

reveal ed. After forty-four years of searching vainly for
another gate and living like a beast all that time, | cane
back here. It seened to ne that the outgoing gate might be

| ocated close to the ingoing. OF course, | thought that when
I first got here. | |ooked the |ocal area over so closely and
so many tinmes that, even now, | can renmenber its every
detail. But | was going to nake another try. It couldn't hurt.
This time, though, since you have a clue on you, the
Shanbari mem medal I i on, we nmi ght have a good chance."

"Seen anyt hi ng around here that could be connected,
however renotely, to a horn?" Ore said. "Not just visually,
per haps verbally or anal ogi cally, whatever?"

"Nothing. But then I wasn't |ooking for a | andmark
whi ch m ght be sonmehow |linked to the image of a horn.
Now, it's different."

After they got to the canp and tal ked sone nore, they
went hunting together. Wthin twenty m nutes, they had
bagged a four-tusked piglike aninmal. Before eating it. Oe
decided to swmin the river. Though he needed a bath, he

al so wished to find out if he could really trust Ijim He |eft
hi s weapons on the bank, but the dark man soon joined him
Satisfied that Ijimwas, for the tinme being, anyway, a true
partner. Ore got out of the water. |jimstayed in. But he
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called out to Oe as Ore bent down to pick up his clothes. And
ljimlaughed mightily. It seemed that he woul d never stop

When he did, he said, "Don't dress yet."

"Wy not?" Ore said. He was not sure what Ijimwas up to
"You can't see it!" ljimshouted, and he | aughed sone nore.
"See what ?"

"Ch, that Los!" Ijimsaid. "He played a funny trick on

you, but it's a sad one, too. M ght have been sad for you,
that is! Fortunately for both of us, Los did not foresee that
you would find another Lord here."

"What are you tal king about? Get to the point, man!"

"You can't see it!" the Lord of the Dark Wods cried out.
"You m ght never have seen it, mght've wandered forever
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over this terrible place and not seen it!"

"Are you going to hold me in suspense until | die from
curiosity? O will I have to choke it out of you?"
"There's a map on your back!" ljimcried. "Between

your shoul der bl ades and goi ng down to a point al nost even
wi th your hipbones!"

Ginning, he waded out of the river. Oe kept his back to
himso he could study the map, if it was indeed a map. Oe
was not sure that Los had not played a savage joke on him
that was a double joke. The map coul d be ni sl eading and

|l ead all over the planet and end up in a place that did not
have a gate. However, why would he put a fake map where
his son woul d probably never see it?

After ljimhad dried off his nephew s back with a piece of
chamoi sl i ke skin, he turned himaround to get the full |ight
of the sun.

"What a sense of hunor your father, may the silver arrows

of Elynittria skewer his liver, has! Black, to be sure, blacker
than Shanbarinem s depression the first tine his Horn was
stolen, but it's worthy of evoking great |aughter! On your back
where you can't see it, ho, ho, ho, aauueeegh!"”
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"Choke to death fromlaughter for all | care," Oe
snarled. "But first tell me what the map | ooks |ike. Better
yet, draw it in the nud. | can transfer it to a parchnent—

after | nake sone.”

I'jimhad danced around, bent over and hoohaw ng and
then al nost strangling fromthe phlegmin his throat. Wen
he recovered, he stood behind Ore again.

"There's a tiny black dot at the top of the map," he said. "A
drawi ng of an arrow sticks out fromit. |I assunme that's the
begi nning, the gate you and | canme out of. There's a curvy
blue Iine starting fromthe end of the arrow. On both sides of
it are black broken lines in the shape of triangles. The
mountains formng the river valley. So, the blue curvy line is
the river we both took when we left the gate. It ends by
spreading out into the crooked lines. The nmouth of the river
and the sea it enpties into, | suppose. Were we are now. There
are a few blue wavy lines beyond the river's end, but they're
shorter and sharper. Miust indicate the sea. Wait a nminute.”

After several seconds, he said, "I was |ooking for words

to identify landmarks. There aren't any, and | doubt the map
is anywhere near scale. It's a very rough and not at al
satisfactory guide, but certainly better than none.

"Let's see. Here's a broken green line starting with a

smal |l arrow. It goes north of here since this estuary faces
west, but there are no landmark signs along it. It then turns
east, which should be inland. There is sonething where it
turns! Let nme look closely at it. It's very snmall."
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Then he said, "Looks like the outline of an octopuslike animal.
What in the nanme of Enion is that supposed to indicate?"

"We'll find out when we get there," Oe said sharply. His
uncle, for some reason, was getting on his nerves. Yet, Oe

shoul d have been dizzy with happiness to have ljinis

compani onshi p and to have himdi scover the map. Perhaps,

Ore thought, it was because he felt like a fool and Ijim was
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| aughi ng at hi m because he was a fool. But then Ijim
seenmed to find everything funny.

As the days went by and they wal ked northward al ong the
coast, ljims too frequent and too easy |aughter got on Oe's
nerves. Finally, he could endure it no | onger. He stopped his
uncle in the mddle of his hysterical and inappropriate hee-

hawi ng.
"Why do you do that?" he said harshly.
I'jimblinked, and he said, "Do what?"

"G ggle and shriek all the tinme |like an inexperienced and
shy young girl who's nervous because she's with a boy."

ljimlooked sullen. "I didn't know | was doing that. If |
am and | don't adnmit | was, it's because |'ve been al one for
forty-four years, no human being to talk to."

He began to whine. "You' d have sonme peculiar ways if
you' d been as isolated as | was. Forty-four years! Think

about that!"

"l suppose so," Ore said. "But if | was as silly and
maddeni ng as you, |'d surely want soneone to straighten
me out."

"Telling you that woul dn't be dangerous, would it? Ch,

no! Speak up, and die, right? You' re not the kind of person
who' d take kindly to being insulted, right?"

Ore said nothing. After a few nonments of silence, ljim
said, "Don't be angry with ne. | just met you after
forty-four years of absolute solitude and already you're

yelling at me!"
"Just quit that insane |aughing. Don't |augh except when
there's sonmething funny to laugh at."

Ijimshrugged his shoulders. "I'Il try. But after forty-four years
of suffering through every mnute, every second ..."
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"And quit whining about 'forty-four years'!" Ore roared.
"I'mtired of hearing it! It's over now Quit living in the
past! You're not al one anynore!"
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"I'"d be better off," Ijimsaid. He | ooked hurt and
comcally dignified at the sanme tine.

For a long while after that conversation, |jim sulked.
Only when Ore addressed himdid he reply, and he did so in
as few words as possible. That angered Ore al nbst as nuch
as the laughter did. And, tw ce, when he suddenly turned
around, he caught ljimsticking his tongue out at him and
gesturing obscenely.

"Manat hu Vorcyon!" Ore said the first tine he surprised
his uncle in the act. "You' re how many thousands of years
ol d? Yet you behave like a spoiled child!"

"Can't help it,"” ljimsaid. "Forty-four years of
living ..."

"Don't say it!" Ore shouted. "One nore tinme, and

swear |'Il |eave you! You can be alone for forty-four nore
years! Forever, for all | care!"
For a long while, Ijimtook care to avoid nentioning the

Il ength of his stay on Antherma. But he conpl ai ned often and
about the nmost trivial things. Such as stubbing his toe. He
spent fifteen mnutes tal king about it and wondering bitterly
why |life had been so hard on him OCbstacles and injuries |ay
everywhere in his path.

At last. Oe said, "lI've been treated unfairly, brutally,

too, nostly by ny father. You don't hear a word about that
fromnme, do you? It's the way it is. Endure it. But try to do
sonet hing about it. Try to change what you don't |ike. And
quit yapping about it!"

"Yes, but ..."
"No buts!"

"You're a hard man," ljimsaid. H s eyes becane wet,

and he snuffled. "Not all of us are nmade of stone. Sone of
us are genui ne human beings, flesh and blood with a heart
that feels, whereas yours ..."

"Gowup! O is it too late for that?"
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Jim listening to this, was struck with a thought. Struck

was right, right on! Holy Mother! Ore could just as well be
tal king about him Jim Gimson! He had been conpl ai ni ng

about his lot and feeling sorry for hinself a good part of his
life. And, until recently, he had really done nothing to solve
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the problenms he'd been whi ni ng about.

Then another idea hit himlike a brass-knuckled fist. 1jin
Pronounced EE-jeem But, in his nmind, spelled Ijim
I ... Jim The Dark Lord of the Wods was naned | (an) Jim

Was |jimand, hence, all of this—ust a fantasy?

Had hi s unconscious mind given himthe nanme and the
character of Ijimto show him circuitously, hinself?

For a nmonent, he came close to losing his faith that the
Tiersian universes were real. He suddenly felt sick and, at
the same tinme, weightless. The world, as seen through
Oe's eyes, wavered and becane cloudy. The |ight di mred.

He felt hinself rising. He was headed back to Earth. But,

t hough handl ess, he grabbed on to sonet hi ng—what, he did
not know-and he held on. The light brightened; things
becane steady and cl ear again.

The Freudi an significance of Ijims nane was too obvi -
ous. It was just a coincidence. He knew that this world and
all init were as real, as hard, and as sharp-edged as his

nati ve uni verse
For a while there, though .

Thirty-two days after Jims nonent of dark doubt. Ore and
ljimcane to the place indicated by the octopuslike nark on
the map. They did not know they were there until they got

to the end of a valley out of which a small river flowed into
t he sea.

Ore was trudgi ng al ong the shore through water up to his
ankl es. Behind was Ijim silent (for once) except for the
spl ash-splash of his feet in the rising tide. There were many
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| arge bl ack boul ders about ten feet high in this area. Oe
was passing between two separated by about twelve feet
when he stopped. Then he yell ed.

Sonet hi ng under the water had gripped his right ankle.
And then it yanked himhard toward the nearest boul der
Suddenly, he was on his back and bei ng dragged, the green
and stinking surface scumwashing into his nouth and over
his eyes.

ljimshouted, "What is it?"

He snatched his stone ax fromhis belt and | eaped toward
Ore. The young Lord had stopped yelling and was futilely
struggling to | oosen the thing gripping his ankle. He yelled
agai n when a section of the boul der toward which he was
bei ng haul ed slid down. Inside the rock was an assenbly of
green serrations as sharp as sawmeeth and |l arger than a
lion's. Moreover, there were at |east a hundred.

Then a brownish tentacle as thick as two fingers held
toget her hunped for a nonent out of the water. |jim seeing
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that, screaned. He had al so realized that the rock was really
a plant or animal. And it neant to eat Oe.

Ijimscreaned again. He junped high. The clawed tip of

anot her tentacle rose briefly fromthe spot he had just left.
The Lord cane down straddl e-1 egged and hopped back-

ward. The tentacle end thrashed around, groping for him

Oe had by then gotten his flint ax fromhis belt and was
choppi ng down on the tentacle pulling him It was not easy

to do since he had to sit up and lean far forward while being
pulled along. He called, "ljim Help nme!"

The Lord of the Dark Wods turned and ran away and did
not stop until he was at a safe distance.

Ore shouted, "You coward!" After that, he was too busy.
Especially since a second tentacle had coiled around the
thigh of his other leg. But he kept hacking until he felt the
grip on his ankle give way. Wen he was within a few feet

of the gaping nouth, he hewed apart the other tentacle. But
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he cane close to being snared by other tentacles as he ran
ankl e-deep through the water to where Ijimdanced in a
frenzy of despair.

Panting, Oe said, "I should kill you!"

He raised his ax, dripping with water and a thick green

saplike fluid. ljimran and did not stop until he was fifty feet
away. He turned, and he shouted in a high-pitched and

quavering voice, "I couldn't help it! Forty-four years |'ve
survived by running away! It's a conditioned reflex by now

But I'mnot really a coward! 1'll do better next tinme! You'l
see!"

"Next time?" Ore yelled. "There won't be any next

timel"

"Kill me then!" Ijimshrieked. "Find out what |oneliness

and no one to talk to nean! You'll end up being just |ike
me! And the next time you need ne, you'll be all alone! I
won't let you down, | swear! If | do, I'Il kill nyself!"

He got down on his knees and lifted his hands toward
Oe. "I'mbegging you, don't |eave ne here!"

Ore spat toward ljim But he said, "All right! One nore
chance! But don't get near ne for a long whilel"

He went eastward, detouring the boul ders by many yards.
Ijimstayed behind him and he did not cone to Oe's

campi ng place that night. Ore could see himin the |ight of
the fire. He was a shadow sitting with his back against a tree
trunk. In the nmorning, |jimapproached him He was

smling as if nothing had happened. But the rest of that day,
he did nothing to irritate Oe.

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (96 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

Jaa
CHAPTER 1 9
DAWN BROUGHT WTH its |ight a darkness.

Ore opened his eyes and could not see. H s nose seened
to be clogged. H s nouth was held shut by sonething, and
somet hi ng was pressing on his tongue.

Jim had been aware of this some seconds before Oe was
fully roused. Though he had screaned voicelessly with his
no-tongue, he could not, of course, be heard.

Oe tried to tear off the thing covering his face. It felt
fuzzy and sticky, and the tendrils enfolding the front part of
his tongue tasted |ike prunes. He rolled around in the

sl eepi ng bag, which covered himto his waist. Then he
scranbl ed out of it, stood up, and then began whirling

around and around as he struggled. He heard ljims half-
strangl ed bellows just before he bunped into him He fel
backward fromthe inpact and | anded on his buttocks.

Making no effort to get up, he dug his fingers into the neaty
| ayer under the sticky and fuzzy top of the thing. He was

745
PH LI P JOSE FARMER RED ORC S RAGE

unable to lift it. Then he felt along its edges, his fright now
become m ndl ess panic as his nose and nouth were entirely
filled. Wien he found that the edges were near his ears, he

got to his knees and groped around until he found his

sl eeping bag. If he could not tear off the thing choking him

he would die in a nminute or so. Very soon, anyway.

Thrusting a hand into the bag, he |ocated the scabbarded

flint knife he kept by his side while sleeping. He slid its point
under the edge of the choker. Though he cut his skin, he did

not care. When he had half the I ength of the stone bl ade under
the meaty layer, he lifted it. Then he turned the knife so that
the cutting edge was up. Savagely, he pushed upward. The

bl ade sliced through the fleshly stuff. He grabbed its edges and
ripped themto one side. The stuff came out of his nose and nouth
and fromhis eyes, though the violent renoval hurt as if he were
tearing tape fromhis skin. Now, he could see and breat he.

The thing in his hand | ooked like a bright-green piece of

thick cloth with tendrils and thick growths on its underside.
Drawi ng in deep breaths, he hurled it away and hastened to

help Ijim The Lord, who had al so gotten out of his sleeping
bag, was rolling back and forth on the ground while he vainly
tried torip the snmotherer fromhis face. Ore used his knife to
pry it loose and hurl it away. It fell anmong hundreds of simlar
things on the ground. The tree branches were festooned with
them Dozens nore were slowly descending to the ground.

Unli ke those that had | anded, they had swol |l en backs. Then he
saw t he hunps of those that had just struck the earth. They
were deflating. He supposed that they had been filled with gas.

He becane aware that a hal f-dozen of the things were
sticking to his body and that his sleeping bag was covered with
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them These fell off shortly afterward. Apparently, if they did
not land on an orifice in living flesh, they did not stay attached.

Everywhere he | ooked, up, down, around, on the trees
and bushes, out in the river, were the bright-green plants.
O were they aninmal s?

746

ljim blood streaming fromhis face, gasped for a while
bef ore speaking. His fingers, noving over his face, felt the
liquid. He lifted his hand to stare at it.

"You cut ne!" He l|aughed. "But you cut your own face,
too! Only way to do it, heh?"

"Did you ever run across these things before?"

"Certainly not! |I'd have never gone to sleep in the open wth-
out covering ny face, you can bet on that! Fromnowon . . . !"

"What about the stuff that also cones down fromthe sky,
the things that |ook |ike blue flakes?"

"Sure," ljimsaid as he rose. "At |east a dozen times. It
isn't bad eating.”

Jimthought, ljimis not Ijim He's not human. If he ate

the blue flakes, he's been taken over by the ghostbrain by
now. The identityless nonentity had attained identity and
entitydom But it would not know that. It would think that

it had always been Ijim It had no mind inits viral state.
When it took over ljims mnd, it began thinking. But it
itself had no history of which it knew. So, it would al ways
be ljimto itself. Wiich, in a sense, was true.

M ster Lum had once said that humans had identity, but

they had not yet succeeded in defining "identity." Jimtried
to nake his own definition now The only result was
confusion and a phant om headache. He abandoned the

attenpt and did not intend to resune it.

The thing that was called Ijimwas to all intents and pur-
poses the exact same as the original Ijim O so Jimthought.
Sonehow, that the Lord was occupied by a ghostbrain seenmed

to make himnore sinister. That, Jimtold hinmself, was

because he had read too many science-fiction stories and seen
too many horror novies. In these, the alnost always evil alien
meant to eat, enslave, or mnd-possess humans. Yet, could
anything be nore sinister than a human bei ng? Sone hunman

bei ngs, anyway, like Hitler, Stalin, Muo, Idi Amn—the |ist
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was as long as a census report. So evil were they, they seened
to be nonhuman. But being evil was part of being human, just
as being good was part of being human. And t hese denon-
strably evil people, wthout exception, high or |ow Al banian
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dictator or Chicago al dernman, corrupt Senator or Washi ngton
pi mp, thought of themselves as bei ng good.

The two Lords broke canp and went east along the river.
Late that afternoon, they set up camp again. Though they
woul d normal Iy have pushed on until close to dusk, they
had to make sl eeping nmasks to protect their nouths and
noses fromthe green things. During the follow ng tw days,
they saw a nunber of aninmals that had succunbed to the

"chokers," as Oe called them

Their tendrils were growi ng over the rotting carcasses.
Those that had failed to kill were turning brown and brittle.

After that incident, Ijimbegan to fall into |long silences
broken by a low nmuttering. During these, he would stare
wildly around. Ore woul d endure this behavior as |long as he
could. He would ask Ijimwhat he was thinking about.

Always, Ijimwould react as if he had suddenly been wakened
froma very deep sleep. He would blink his eyes and shake his
head and say, "What? Wat are you tal king about?" Then he
woul d deny that he was disturbed by anyt hing.

Jim Ginson thought that the ghostbrain, not Ijim was

speaki ng during the fugues. Maybe it was having flashes of its
life in a previous formbefore it becane a virus or whatever
drifting around on the blue things. Wio knew what phases it

had gone through? A person seeing a butterfly for the first tine
woul d not dreamthat it had been a caterpillar.

Thirty nore days passed, though not w thout dangerous

i ncidents. There were no nore green chokers in their path,
but they did see hundreds of thousands on the ground in
anot her valley when they were going through a nmountain
pass. One afternoon, a sickening gas rolled down a hole in
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a nount ai nsi de, envel oped them and left themvoniting for
several hours and unwell for two days. The |l arger aninals
were simlarly affected; all the snmall birds and ani nals died.

They thought that they were getting close to the place
where the gate was if Los had not lied. |jimchecked the
map on his nephew s back

"The markings are al nbst at an end. Those wavy
par ent heses should nmean the big | ake just ahead of us."

They were standing at the top of a steep slope. Two niles
or nore away, at the foot of the slope, was the i nmense

| ake Ijimhad expected. It was about two niles wide at the
end nearest to them and broadened out until it nelted into
the horizon. The forest grew alnost to the water. About two
mles east, towering cliffs suddenly bordered the | ake and
ran as far as Ore could see

"We'll have to build a boat or clinmb up and go al ong the
edges of the cliffs,"” he said. "They're very rough and
precipitous. | think we should nmake a canoe."
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"Agreed. "
ljimcontinued his nmap readi ng.

"Apparently, when we conme to near the end of the |ake, we

bear right. The last mark must point out the gate place. It's a
circle with a cross in it and nany horizontal thin Iines over the
cross. Maybe close, maybe not. But . . . one step at a tine.

As the Grandnother of All, Manathu Vorcyon said, 'Wwo gets

ahead of hinself sees his own backside.'"

Twenty days later, they had built an outrigger dugout

with a mast and a woven-grass sail. It took them another ten
days to kill enough animals, snoke and salt the neat, and
collect nuts and berries for boatboard supplies.

"Los is making us work hard,” ljimsaid. "If | get a
chance to capture him 1'Il make himpay for that. How
about skinning himalive, just to start off with?"

Oe smled. If anyone was going to skin his father, he
woul d be the one.

749
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| HE TWO LORDS had traveled an estinmated three hundred
nmles since | eaving the | akeshore. Yet they had seen nothing
resenbling the synbol on Ore's back

ljims fugues were becom ng nore frequent and | onger-

| asting. When he canme out of them he renmenbered nothing
about them In fact, he did not know that he had been in
them Oe, he said, was naking up the whol e business. He
wanted to drive himcrazy. O e asked hi mwhy he woul d

want to do that. Because, ljimsaid. Oe was crazy, and the

i nsane | oved the conpany of their kind.

The young Lord realized that it was useless to continue
arguing with his uncle. Ijimwas the mad one in this twosone.
Therefore, he would have to be watched carefully. Ore had

t hought that his uncle was going to refrain fromviol ence unti
the gate was found. Now, he was not sure.

Jim Ginmson was even nore apprehensive than Ore. |jim
must die, and he nust do it in Anthema. If he got to another
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worl d, he—the thing in hi m#ight propagate its kind, and

the next world and the next, all the worlds, might be taken
over. Just how, Jimcould not guess. The how no | onger
mattered. ljimhad to be killed here, and it would be best if
his body and the thing possessing it were destroyed.

He knew that. Ore did not.

Ten days | ater, near high noon, the Lords were on top of a
lofty ridge forming a wall along the right side of a river. They
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had been forced to clinb up its slope and go along its back
until they found nore level ground. "For all we know," Oe
told Ijim "the |andmark could be on the other side of the ridge."

And it was.

At the foot of the ridge was a plain stretching for perhaps
forty miles. Another chain of mountains to the south
bounded the plain. This contained scattered woods and
rivers and creeks and sone hilly country. A large, bl ack,
slowy moving object relatively near themwas a herd of

ani mal s, grass-eaters.

"There it is!" Oe said. He pointed at a circul ar object
about two miles fromthe foot of the ridge and close to a
river so small it barely escaped being a creek. The structure
glittered in the sun as if nade of glass. Its outer walls,
formng the circle, were high and thick. Enclosed by the
circle was a cross-shaped structure. Its walls were as thick
as the enclosing walls. Thinner walls ran parallel to the
hori zontal wall of the cross. The whole structure had to be
that represented by the synbol on Ore's back

"Great Mother of Us All!" Ore shouted, and he struck his
hand against his forehead. "M ghty and wi se Eni on! How

dunb can we be? We call ourselves Lords, and we're as

m ndl ess as worns! Wiy did we never connect the synbol

on ny back with that on the nmedallion! They both represent
the grillwork in the end of Shanbarimem s Horn! It was
there right in front of us, and we never connected the two!"
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ljimwas, at the moment, not in a fugue. He how ed with

deli ght and grabbed Ore's hands. They danced around and
around, both grinning and yelling. Several tines, they

al nost lost their footing on the narrow flat top of the ridge.
Finally, panting, they stopped.

Oe frowned then. He said, "But it's a building, an
artifact! | didn't know there were humans here!"

"Neither did I," Ijimsaid.
"Where's the gate? Inside that building?"

"Must be," ljimsaid. Gimess had shoul dered aside his

joy. A few seconds later, he started to mutter. Know ng
fromexperience that the Lord would follow himautomati -
cally, Oe started down the steep side of the ridge. Though
he had to be careful because of |oose stones here and there,
he could stay on his feet. Ijimseemed to be encl osed on

hi nsel f, but he did not fall. A part of himwas still alert
enough to handl e sinple situations.

Hal fway down. Ore exclainmed, and he stopped. |jim

still muttering, halted a few feet above him The grassy
ground around the herd of black | ong-honmed ani mal s had
opened in scores of places. Ore was too far away to make
out the details, but the openings were |ike the doors of
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trapdoor spiders. Where there had been grass were now
round bl ack holes with discs, grass-topped on the outer
side, sticking straight up fromthe ground.

Qut of the hol es popped long | ean gray creatures. They
bounded toward the herd, which stanmpeded in the opposite
direction. This was toward the woods fringing this part of
the plain. Now, other gray killers were racing fromthe
woods. The herd wheel ed as one back toward the plain.

Directly inits path, nore trapdoors swung up. Scores of
hunters | eaped out of the holes and, |ike the greyhounds
they resenbl ed, sped toward the antel opes. Wen they got
to the edge of the mlling herd, they shot long, thin, gray
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strands fromtheir nouths. These arced up, shining in the
sun, fell onto the prey, and stuck as if they were gl ue.
Presently, many antel opes had fallen, their legs entangled in
the strands. The hunters, whistling loudly, were on them
within seconds and tore themapart with their teeth. The rest
of the herd broke through the |ines and gall oped off.

Ore started down, saying, "ljim Those beasts nust cone
fromthe glassy building through underground routes to the trap-
doors. Now we know how to get inside it, if we have the

cour age!"

ljimcontinued to nutter. Wen they were close to the

begi nning of the plain, they exam ned one of the trapdoors.
Those in the woods had been closed. The gray beasts who had

i ssued fromthemnust intend to return via those on the plain.
Ore pried up the round and partially grown-over lid with his
spearhead. It rose up soundl essly. Around the neck of the hole
was a riminto which the door fitted. The rimwas a hard gl assy
subst ance, probably the sanme used to formthe circular buil ding.

The trapdoor was al so nade fromthe glassy stuff. Earth
had been glued to its top and heaped and i npregnated with
the fixative. Gass grew fromthis earth.

The hinge was provided by a substance spread at the point
where the lid would be raised. This was hard on the edges and
sem hard between them but flexible enough to pernit the lid to
be raised w thout breaking |oose fromthe rim

Ore suspected that all the glassy substance had been
spewed fromthe gray beasts' nmouths just as the entangling
strands had been.

About three feet bel ow the opening of the hole was a
platformof dirt. The aninmals nust have junped out fromthis
to the surface. Beyond that, the tunnel slanted down and
probably became horizontal about ten feet bel ow the ground.
Its wall was enclosed with the gray gl assy substance. This
must line the tunnel all the way to the entrance inside the
bui l di ng and thus keep the tunnel from coll apsing.
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Oe |lowered the door. They then watched the hairless

beasts tear off chunks of flesh fromthe carcasses and take
these into the holes on the plain. They were nuch nore than
the canines they resenbled at a distance. A set of insectine
pi ncers projected fromthe sides of their nouths. These
nmoved i ndependently of the heads' nobvenents and cut and
sliced the neat and then closed on | arge pieces. The beasts
had | ong prehensile tails which curled around ot her pieces.
Those aninmals with full burdens | eaped into the hol es
carrying neat with their jaws, pincers, and tails.

Their ears were round, thick, and flat, and their pale-
yell ow eyes were large. After listening to their whistling for
a few mnutes, Ore decided that they were comunicating
inalimted formof code. He had counted seven vari ations

of a series of long and short whistles.

"These are no dummies,” he softly told Ijim "Look at
their foreheads. Plenty of roomfor brains in those skulls."

Ijimnodded. He had recovered fromthe fugue hal fway
t hrough the woods.

"Fantastic creatures!" Ore said. "They're a conbination

of dog, termte, spider, and nonkey! The Vani shed Ones

went all out when they nmade these! I'mtelling you, Ijim of

all the sciences, biology is the nost fascinating! Life and its
mul titudi nous forns! However, the brain, the brain! That's

the apex of life, the jewel!"

He told Ijimthat kamanbur—whistlers"—aas as good a
nane as any for the beasts.

"Have to have a nane for everything."

He and Ijimwal ked through the woods to the river. There
Ore pointed out that the plain inclined dowmward to the
kamanbur structure. "Dig a ditch fromthe river to the
nearest trapdoor. Flood it. The water should fill the tunne
and drown the stories below the surface level. During the
di version, we enter the nest."
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"Dig a ditch!" Ijimhow ed. "Are you crazy? It'll take us
months to nake the tools to dig with and then to do the
digging! It's not a small project! Also, we'll be in full sight

of the kamanbur while we're working. You think they're
going to give us the tinme we need?"

"What el se do we have beside tinme?" Oe said. "O are
you so busy with other matters?”

Ijimgrunbl ed. He spoke of soft beds, soft sheets, and

even softer wonen, and the delicious food and heady |iquor
and rapturing drugs and his triunphant assaults on the Lords
of other worlds in the days before the accursed Los had
chased himinto this nightrmare universe. Ore paid himno

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (103 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

attention. He was thinking that antlers could be nmade into
diggers to break up the earth. Shovels and spades coul d be
made from strips of aninmal hons fixed to a hardwood base
Baskets to carry the dirt could be woven. Their tools would
wear out soon, but they would just nake repl acenents.

First, though, he had to check out the kamanbur nest. |jim
expecting a ravening horde to burst fromthe trapdoors,

followed himreluctantly. No kamanbur canme out, though it

was soon apparent that the nmen could be seen fromthe structure.
There were thousands of holes, a half-inch in dianeter, in the
wal | s. These woul d pass through a certain amount of fresh air and
of light and provide observation apertures for the kanmanbur.

During the next few days, the Lords built a treehouse for
sl eeping and to thwart any arboreal predators. Then they
i ntensively explored the nei ghborhood when they were not
making tools for their project. And, to Ore's delight, he
found a nunmber of trapdoors on the other side of the river

"Their tunnels go under the river!" he said. "Under! That
means we won't have to dig that trenendous ditch on the

other side! We'll let the river flood the nest!"

"You mean we'll have to go down the tunnel under the

river? And just how do you think we'll break the sheat hi ng?
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And even if we can, the noise of hammering and poundi ng
will bring the kamanbur running!"

"You've been a deep pain in ny ass for some tine now,"

Oe said. "You used to be so jolly |I forgave you your irritating
habits and your running off at the nouth. Not to nention your
crazy fits. But I'mreally tired of your pessimsm™

"What crazy fits?"
ljimwas bristling.

Oe went down into the tunnel. The trapdoor was |eft
propped open. The young Lord hoped that this woul d nake
sonme fresh air flow through the tunnel. Ijimdid not cone
along with Oe.

"There's not enough space for two to work together," he
said. "Anyway, this is just a reconnoiter. You don't need ne."

"Fine!"™ Ore said. "You can work with your flint. W're
going to need a couple of hundred awl s before we're through."

Ijimhad nentioned the night before Ore's descent into

the tunnel that he should tell himthat he tended to panic in
closed small places. He would not like it if Ore told anyone
about this. But there it was.

"That doesn't nean | won't be going with you when we

try for the gate. 1'll nmake it through with you. Somehow.
|'ve done it before when it was absolutely necessary. And if
it didn't take too |long."
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Thus, Ore was now al one as he craw ed on hands and

knees. He wore pads on his knees and gl oves on his hands. He
carried a lit torch and several extra torches. Attached to his belt
was the end of a thin strip of rawhide. He had estimted the

di stance between the trapdoor and the point at which the tunne
woul d be deepest under the river. To nake sure, he had probed

the river inits mddl e to gauge its depth.

When the strip becane tight, it would indicate that he
should stop crawing. He hoped that the estinmate was near
the reality. He al so hoped that the torch funmes woul d not
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overcone him As it was, they nade hi mcough and burned
his eyes.

After a near unendurable length of tine, the strip tau-

tened. He took his gloves off, wet a finger, and held it up
There seened to be a very slight flow of air, but he could
just be imagining that. Wshful thinking or not, he had to go
to work. He got down onto his back. After renoving from

his bag the wooden support he had built, he set it by his
side. Having placed the torch upright in the support, he
incised a square on the top of the tunnel with one of the
sharp flint scrapers fromthe bag.

ljimwas right. Hanmmering or poundi ng would bring the
kamanbur. Eventually, he would have to use a stone
hamrer. But that could wait until the |last nmonment. The
scraper made a screeching noi se which he hoped would die
out before it reached the other end of the tunnel

He was taking a chance that sone | one kamanbur or a
pack of kamanbur woul d cone along this tunnel. If that
happened, it woul d happen.

Though the gl assy substance was hard, it was softer than
iron. It could be cut as easily as bronze, though "easily"
was only a relative term Tiny flakes shining in the
torchlight fell down onto his chest. Stopping now and then
to wi pe the sweat fromhis face or to drink water fromhis
| eather bottle, he noved the edge of the scraper across the
lines of the square. After an indeternminate tine, he stopped.
The torch funes seened to be stronger, and he felt

somewhat faint. Hi s noistened finger could detect no
movenent of air. Alarnmed, he took the torch fromits
support and craw ed back toward the entrance trapdoor

He and |jimhad arranged signals for emergencies. The

Lord of the Dark Wods would tug the strip tw ce, pause,
then tug it twice again to call Oe out of the tunnel. Oe
woul d do the sanme if something happened to hi mthat

757
PH LI P JOSE FARMER

RED ORC S RAGE

file:/lIF|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (105 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

required that Ijimdrag himout by the |eather strip. Oe
crawl ed back to the platform The trapdoor was closed. The
end of the strip which Ijimwas to hold was |lying on the
platform Something nmust be wong if |jimhad shut the door

He rolled the torch down the slope so that its |ight would not
be seen when he raised the door. Slowy, he noved the door

up about an inch. He saw several kamanbur novi ng around at

the base of the tree which held the little hut he and Ijim had
built. The | ower branches were festooned with the shiny gray
strands spat fromthe creatures' nouths. Wen he raised the
door another inch, he saw that the treehouse was beyond the
reach of these. ljims dark face was in a w ndow.

An hour l|ater, the beasts had left. Ore crawl ed out of the
tunnel and went to the tree. He called up softly, "Wat hap-
pened?"

ljim while clinbing down, said, "They cane to investi-

gate. | think they canme through a tunnel upriver and then
circled around through the woods. | saw t hem before they got
close, and | ran to the tree. I"'msorry | didn't have tine to
signal you. The only thing | could do was to close the trapdoor
and hope they hadn't seen ne doing it. | guess they didn't."

"Maybe, now they've satisfied their curiosity, they'l
| eave us alone,"” Oe said.

He went down the tunnel after a while and resumed work.

The next day, he crawled to the other end of the tunne

bef ore he began his scraping. He had to determ ne that that
exit-entrance was open. O, if it were closed, that it could
be opened fromthe tunael side. A pale light in a round
frame and | oud whistling sounds showed that there was no
trapdoor on this end. Since he might be snelled by the
tenants, he went no cl oser

Si x days later, while he was incising, a drop of water fell
on his face. That was soon followed by a steady drip. He
continued scraping away in the narrow trenches formng the
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square. \Water was soon oozing out fromall four of the lines.
Then, in one conmer, it spurted out. He got out of the tunnel

"I don't think it's going to give way until it's hanmered
at," he told Ijim "The kamanbur will hear ne. But if | can
| oosen it enough so the water breaks through entirely, it
won't matter."

"You don't want to wait until tonmorrow?" Iljimsaid. He
was pal e under his dark pignent.

"Let's get everything ready now," Ore said. "That won't
take nore than a few mnutes. Then | go back. Be ready."

The sun was three-quarters of the way across the sky. Big
bl ack cl ouds were building up to the west, and the faint
sound of thunder reached them

The trees on the north side of the bank partly obscured the
vision of the watchers in the nest. Ore and |Ijimhad al so

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (106 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

transpl anted several |arge bushes to conceal their activities.
Ore was not worried about being seen. But a party of

kamanbur, reinvestigating the nen, could show up at any

tinme.

When he got back to the square, he drove several flint
awls into its comers. H's stone hamer struck again and
agai n against a | eather pad placed on the blunt end of the
awl . He did not want to make rmuch noise until he was ready
to begin hanmering on the square itself. The awl s punched
through the conmers easily enough, though he had to use a
different tool for each comer. The ends becane quickly

bl unted or broken off.

Water had forned in a pool below the square. He was

hal f-sunk in it. Suddenly, water spurted out of the tiny hole
just nmade in a comer of the incised square. Its high-pressure
jet half-blinded him and he had to stop several tines to

bl ow wat er out of his nose. Despite the difficulties, he
finished with the awls. Then he used a heavy stone hanmer.
The force of the blows was decreased by | ack of space to
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swi ng the hamrer and by his position on his back. Al so, he
had noved back so that his face was not directly bel ow the
square. That changed the angle of attack. He persisted,
knowi ng that many | esser bl ows woul d equal a few strong
ones.

Bet ween t he inpacts of the stone on the square, he could
hear whistlings. The kamanbur woul d soon be on him

Then, as he had expected—no way to avoid it—the shiny

gray square shot down and against his chest. It struck hard
enough to hurt him The water spouted through and hit him
with a force harder than that of the square. He rolled over
though the water pressed himto the tunnel floor for a
monent. He began crawling away as swiftly as he coul d.
Water rose until he was sw mmng, though its advance bore
hi mupward at a slight angle toward the trapdoor. The
tunnel had becone bl ack as soon as the water had doused

the torch flane. H s tools were left behind. It was his life
that concerned hi m now.

ljimwas supposed to be hauling in the line as hard and as
swiftly as he could. If his efforts were doing any good, they
were not apparent. Ore could feel no tug on the I|ine.

He saw dayli ght ahead. The trapdoor had been | eft open

Then he could see nothing. The water had filled the tunne

and was rising faster then he could swim A few seconds

|ater, he burst into the nearly vertical part of the tunnel just
bel ow the trapdoor. |jimgrabbed Ore's outstretched hand

and yanked himon out. The water surged up above the hole

and fell back. Thereafter, it stayed level with the surface of
the river.
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The t hunderheads were cl oser, larger, and blacker. Oe

hoped that the |ightning, thunder, and possibly rain would
come soon. For sone reason, he thought that all that would
aid the Lords' invasion of the nest. It would certainly make
it nore dramatic.
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Sone weapons, including bows and arrows and short

spears, were in watertight cases. |jimhel ped strap one on

Oe; Oe helped ljimwith his case. Wth other weapons
inserted in containers in their belts, they plunged. Ore first,
into the dark tunnel. Ijimwas still pale, and his teeth were

chattering. But he | ooked determined. Ore, however, was

not sure that his uncle would have the courage to follow
him The cl austrophobia woul d be made worse by having to
swimall the way into the nest. As it was. Ore was not sure
that they would not drown before reaching their goal

Just as he believed that he could no Ionger hold his
breath, he saw a glimer above him He thrust upward
desperately, and his head broke the surface. A few seconds
later, Ijims dark face was beside him

ljimdrew in several long breaths, then gasped, "That was
the most terrible thing I've ever endured! | thought "

"Quiet!" Oe said softly. Wile dog-paddling and suck-

ing in air, he | ooked around. There was just enough space
between the water and the ceiling for their heads. The pale
light froman opening in the floor of the story above shone
on a ranp ascending fromthe water to the opening. Around
them floated the bodi es of many kamanbur, adults and

puppi es. No sound cane from above.

He swamto the ranp and went up it on his hands and

knees. When he got to the room above, he took his ax from
its container. Ijim still gasping, was close behind him A
faint breeze noved over Ore's wet skin and brought him an
uni dentifiable stench. The roomwas enpty of kamanbur

but not of other living creatures. Sonme were in | arge cages
constructed of the dried gray strands and set along the bases
of the walls and hal fway up them The grasshopper-sized
insects therein glowed internittently but nmade a steady
light. The off phases of half of them were bal anced by the
on phases of the other half.
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"Fascinating," Oe said. "A very unusual synbiosis
bet ween i nsects and nammal s. "

In larger cages attached to the walls were two other types
of insects. One had scarl et-and-yell owstriped w ngs which
beat as swiftly as a hunmmingbird' s. Their conbi ned noi se
made a | ow roar. These obviously kept the air noving.
There were al so spidery things the size of Ore's head. He
had no time to determ ne their function
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He undi d the waterproof case. Fromit, he took a short
flint-tipped spear, a quiverful of arrows, and a bow. The
spear was in a slender case within the |arger case. After
fitting the quiver strap over his shoul der, he strung the bow.
Then he fitted an arrow to the bow. Having done all this

very quickly, he trotted off along the curving wall. He
passed a nunber of hallways. Not until he cane to one with

a larger entrance did he halt. This should | ead to the room
at the intersection of the two buildings that formed the

hori zontal and vertical arns of the cross within the circle, as
seen fromthe top of the ridge. H s guess was that Los had

pl aced the gate at the intersection. But he had no idea on
what floor it would be.

"Hurry!" ljimsaid behind him "They'll be com ng
down as soon as they get over their scare!"

Oe did not reply. He ran down the hallway past the

insects in the walls. The light was not strong, though that
com ng through the thousands of holes in the walls added to
the illumination. Abruptly, he was in the roomin the centra
part of the cross.

He stopped. He was in luck. There, in the center of the
round-wal |l ed room was the gate. It was made of the shim
meri ng nore-than-di anond-hard netal called tenyural wa.

Around it were piled kamanbur bones. These were a
warning to the nest tenants to stay away fromthe upright
square. Sone tinme ago, the gate had been erected by Los,
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who had by sone neans kept the kamanbur from attacking

him After he had left, the creatures had investigated the
gate. Some had gone through the side which was set with a
trap and had perished. The parts of the bodies that had been
inthis world when the foreparts were burned or cut off had
been arranged around the gate by the kamanbur. Al the

skel etons were of the hind parts only.

"If the kamanbur cone down now," ljimsaid, "we won't
have much tine to figure out how to get through!"

The gate was a metal square seven feet high. Its base had

been secured to the floor with a hard bl ack stuff, Thoan gl ue
that no acid could dissolve or any fire bumaway. Oe put his
bow and arrow down, renoved his spear fromits case, and put

it by the bow After picking up a bone, he went to the other
side of the gate and threw the bone through the square. It
passed t hrough unhi ndered and | anded on the floor. That

meant that the opposite side of the gate was the entrance to the
ot her worl d.

ljimhad untied and unrolled a | eather bundle and

renoved fromit two torches and the ignition materials.
They were a box containing wood shavings, splinters, dried
grass, twigs, and two roughened flints set into wooden
handl ers. He arranged the inflammble material in a pile
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and began striking the flints together

Ore wal ked around the square, kicking bones out of the

way. Then he cast one through the opposite side of the
square. As he expected, it disappeared. Another bone thrust
a fewinches into the square and quickly w t hdrawn was
unsheared. A second |ater, he repeated the sanme action

This time, all the bone extended past the mddle of the gate
had been sheared off. That part was not visible because it
was in the other world.

ljimwas cursing. The sparks struck fromthe flints had
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not set fire to the pile. He said, "Sonetines, it takes a |ot
of tinme! But we may not have that!"

Oe was too intent on his tests to reply. He put a | egbone
in again and agai n, counting seconds, rientawon, rienshi-
won, rienkawon, rienshonwon, riengushwon. Transl ated,

one thousand one, one thousand two, one thousand three,
one thousand four, one thousand five. Wen he had used up
that bone, he began testing with another

ljimsaid, "Ah! Finally! Success!"

Oe turned to face him The Lord of the Dark Wods was

hol ding the end of a pine brand just above the fiery pile. The
smoke fromthe flanes was drifting slowy toward the
nearest exit, which was the square of the gate.

"Listen carefully, Ijim The trap seenms to be a time-
interval shears. | don't think the timng is random W have
approximately a second and a half to get through. The field
goes off just that |ong. W have to stand close and junp
through. But we nust raise our hands up and hold our

el bows close to our body. Qur legs nust be in the same
vertical plane as our bodies. Anything sticking out too far

ahead of our bodies or too far behind will be cut off."
Ijimnodded, and he said, "One hop does it. It'Il be
awkward to do that and go through w thout bendi ng our
knees."

Ijimunderstood as well as Ore—after all, he was nmany

t housands of years ol der—that each man woul d have to use

a bone first to test and thus to estimate the tinme base on
which to start counting before taking the hop. There woul d
be not hing accurate or guaranteed about the counting.
Mostly, it would be luck that woul d get themthrough

safely.

"One chance only," Ore said. He started, then stared past
ljim
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"W won't have tine to practice junping before we nmake
the real one. Gve ne a torch."

Ijim who had been bent over while lighting the second
torch, straightened up and whirled around. By then, the
room near the archway was filled with forty or so kaman-
bur. They spread out, their heads hanging | ow, jaws open,
teeth gl eam ng, saliva dripping, pincers clacking together,
prehensile tails straight up but curling at the ends. Their
yel | ow eyes were fixed on the nen.

Oe saw directly down the nmouth of one. Inside it were

two hornlike projections. These would be the guns, as it
were, out of which were shot the thin quick-drying strands.
Ijimadvanced to the pile of bones encircling the gate,
shout ed, and waved the torch at them They shrank away
fromhim Then one of them a large female, emtted a
series of long and short whistles. The gray beasts forned a
circle around the bone enclosure.

Ore said, "They nmay have figured out that they can cone
through the gate on the other side wthout being harned.
They could attack us fromtwo sides."

He ran around the gate and swung the torch back and
forth at the kamanbur. They noved back but not as far as
when they had first been threatened.

ljimscreaned, "Let's do it now ['Il go first! You watch
my back!"
O e could not help wondering if lIjimwas planning to

shove hi m back through the gate when he junped after him
The idea of doing that to |Ijimhad occurred to him though
he had rejected it. Wiy should Ijimdo that? He would stil
need Ore. But the Lords, like the |eblabbiy, did not always
act logically.

O e ran back to the other side. He waved his torch as he
did so. Gray strands shot out fromthe nmouths of those in the
front rank. They fell short by a few inches. After the
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range-finding tests, the kamanbur noved about a foot cl oser
to the Lords. By the tinme he reached Ijim the Lord was
burning of f several strands wrapped around his | egs. The
qui ckly flam ng strands stank |ike a mixture of garlic and

rotten potatoes.

The | eader whistled sone nore nessages, and they
retreated. Then a dozen advanced a few feet fromthe pack
and crouched. They | ooked so much like runners at the

bl ocks that Ore understood what they nmeant to do. They
woul d dash forward in a body and, when very close, junp.
VWhile still in the air, they would expel the entangling
strands. Their prey would not be able to bumthemall away
bef ore the kamanbur fell upon them
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"Nowt " Ore yelled.

ljimturned around slowy. H's eyes were as unnovi ng as
glass balls set in cenment. His |lips, however, were withing
as he articulated very swiftly but not very clearly.

O e groaned. O all the times that the fugue had over-
conme ljim this was the worst.

There was nothing that Ore could do for hi mexcept one
thing. It would give his uncle little chance to live, but it was

better than not hing.

Ore snatched the torch fromljinms hand and sent it
whirling toward the crouched beasts. VWistling in alarm

they scattered as the torch fell near them Ore grabbed Ijim
and swung hi m around, then seized himby the wai st and ran
himforward. ljimwas still nuttering when he was lifted

and thrown through the gate.

There had been no tinme to stick a bone through the gate
and withdraw it while counting. Ore had, however, lifted
himup and cast himin as vertical an angle as he could

manage.

Bl ood spurted fromthe enpty air. Though the back
portion of ljimwas severed, it had fallen on through. But
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not quickly enough to prevent sone blood on this side of the
gate, from shooting back. The | eader whistled. The beasts
rallied and forned ranks again. Another series of whistles

| aunched them Those on the other side of the gate were

comng as swiftly as those on this side. If he did not act fast,
he woul d be knocked down or entangled before he could

| eap through the square. They woul d pass through that side

of the gate unharned and prevent himfrom comi ng through

on his side.

He threw the torch over the square. It spun in an arc and
struck the | ead kamanbur. It shied away, and others ran into
it. The whistling was deaf ening.

Oe did not | ook behind him A delay of a second night
be fatal. Then again, it mght be just the time he needed for
success.

Yelling, he ran up to the gate, then stopped. He lifted his
arns and held his legs as straight as he could. He was
hopi ng that the kamanbur behind hi mwould not get to him
intime to knock himthrough the gate. Wthout pausing or
taki ng enough tine to check that his body attitude was as
vertical as possible, he rose up on his toes.

He gave another yell as he hopped forward.
That was too rmuch for Jim Ginson.

He had been striving to tear hinself |oose fromOe. Oe
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m ght rmake it; he might not. Jimdid not want to chance it.
If Oe died, he mght die, too. Though he had risked all the
dangers up to now, he could not face this one.

Abruptly, he was flashing through a lightless space. He
coul d feel nothing except a vague sensation of speed. But he
coul d hear whistles.

Then he was back in his room The cl ock indicated that
he—+ather, his astral soul or whatever it was—had been
gone for two hours and three m nutes.
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CHAPTER 2 1

I HOUGH JIM S LIFE as Ore had been exhausting and peril -

ous, it was surrounded by a light different fromthe |ight of
Bel ront City. The suns of the other universes shed a soft

and golden light. Earth's was still gritty and harsh.

If only he were not so tired, he would have returned at
once to Oe. Should he fail to get into him he would know
that Ore was dead. That neant that he would have to choose
anot her character with whomto integrate and to becone. If,
that is, he then chose to continue therapy. Wth Ore gone,
what was there left for JimGinmson?

It did not matter that other patients were now using Red

Ore as their personae. Their Oe was the fictional Ore. He

had been in the brain of the real Oe, son of the real Los and
Eni t hannon.

What nost del ayed his return was his fear that Ore had
been cut in two.

Wuld Oe have allowed that to stop him from goi ng
back if he were in JimCrinson's skin? No!
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Jims birthday cane. The only ones who cel ebrated were
Jimand his fellow patients, with Doctor Porsena show ng

up briefly during the nuted festivities. H s nother and Ms.
Wzak sent cards and phoned him Hi s nother could not get
away fromher job to visit him The cake that Ms. Wzak
said she had left in the | obby got |ost sonmewhere al ong the
delivery route. Just his luck, Jimthought. And he was stil
too depressed and still too fearful to attenpt reentry into
Oe.

Two days after his birthday, he was called out fromlunch
in the dining hall. G Il man Sherwood, officer of the day,
said, "It's your nother."

"Now?" Jimsaid. "She's supposed to be working."

Sherwood raised his eyebrows as if the thought of a
nmot her who had to work was surpri sing.
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Jims heart was beating hard when he entered the visitors
room Only very bad news would bring her here at this

time. It had to be a death in the famly. H's sister? H's
father? If it was his father, his son was feeling far worse
about Eric's death than he had i nmagi ned he woul d. He

shoul d not have such distress, a pang of terrible |oss. But,
after all, whatever had happened between them Eric was

his father.

By the time he had reached the entry, be was convinced
that Eric Ginson had died. Booze? Accident? Suicide?
Murder? Any of those was possi bl e.

Eva Ginson rose froma chair as Jimstrode through the
doorway. She was in a print dress which fitted far too

| oosely and was too thin for cold weather. Her face had
becone nore gaunt and lined. The darkness around the eyes
was bl acker. Though her worn brown cloth coat hid the

thi nness of her body, her birdlike | egs showed that she nust
have | ost wei ght everywhere. But she smiled when she saw

her son.
769
PH LI P JOSE FARVER RED ORC S RAGE

Jimtook her in his arns as he cried, "Mon Wat's
wr ong?"

Eva began weeping. Jimfelt even worse. He had seen his
mot her weep only a fewtines. "ls Dad all right?" he said.

She pushed herself away and sat down in the chair. "I'm
sorry, Jim" she said. "So sorry. But your father "

She began sobbi ng. He got down on his knees by her and
put his arm around her heaving shoul ders. "For God's sake!
What is it?"

"Your father
"He's dead!" Jim said.

She | ooked surprised. Instead of answering imredi ately,

she took a handkerchi ef from her handbag and dabbed at her
eyes. Jimhad the irrelevant thought that her tears woul d not
destroy her makeup since she never used it.

After sniffling, she shook her head. "No. Is that what you
thought? In a way, it mght be ..."

"Be what ?"

She nust have neant to say "better." But she woul d not
all ow herself to continue to have such thoughts, |et al one
voi ce them

"Not hing. Your father ... he insists that we nove to
Dal | as! You know, in Texas!"

It took Jimseveral breaths before he could think clearly.
H s chest still felt tight. Then he said harshly, "He mght as
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wel | be dead then! You, too! You. . . you . . . you're
deserting ne!"

She took his hand and pressed it agai nst her wet cheek
She wailed, "I have to go with him He's ny husband!
have to go where he goes!"”

"No, you don't!" Jimsaid. He jerked his hand away from
hers. "Damm you and damm him Al the way to hell!"

Not until later, when he reran the scene in his mnd, did
he realize that he had al nost never before spoken to his
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nmot her |ike that. No matter how angry he had been with her,
he had al nost al ways been gentle. She had been hurt
enough by his father

"For the sake of blessed Mary, nother of God, don't say
that, Jim"

She reached out to take his hand again, but he moved it
awnay.

"He can't get a decent job here. It's killing him you
know that. He's heard ... a friend told himyou re-
menber Joe Vatka?—there's plenty of work in Dallas. It's
a boomng town, and ..."

"What about nme?" Jimsaid. He began paci ng back and

forth, his hands clenching and uncl enching. "Don't | count?
And who's going to pay for the insurance, for ny therapy?
Where am | going to live when |'man outpatient? | don't
want to give up therapy! This is nmy only chance to nmake it!
I won't, | won't!"

"Pl ease understand, son. I'mtorn, |I'mbeing pulled
apart. But | can't let himgo without ne, and he says he wl|l
if I don't go, too. He is my husband. It's ny duty!"

"And |'myour son!" Jim shout ed.

Kazi m Grasser, a black nurse, put his head in the room
"Everything OK? Any probl enP"

"This is a famly matter,"'
violent. Beat it!"

Jimsaid. "I"'mnot going to get

Grasser said, "OK, man, just take it easy," and he
wi t hdrew hi s head.

"And why doesn't he cone here and tell me instead of

sendi ng you?" Jimbellowed at his nother. "Is he afraid to
face ne? Does he hate me so nuch he doesn't give a shit
about ne?"

"Pl ease, Jim no bad | anguage," she said. "No, he
doesn't hate you, Jim Not really. But he is afraid to face
you. He feels like he's a failure ..."
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"Which he is!"

as a husband and a father and a provider

"Which he is!"

and he thinks you would attack him He
says ... he says . "

"Say it! That |I'mcrazy!"

Eva put out her hand. "Please, Jim | can't stand nuch
more of this. If it wasn't such a sin, unforgivable, 1'd kil
nmysel f1*"

"You do whatever you think is best for you," he said, and

he wal ked out of the room Her voice shrieked through the
doorway, "Jim Don't do that!" Though he hesitated, he did
not turn back. Wen he got to his room he sat down and
cried. Loneliness was a tide that swept himaway over the
hori zon, far fromall human beings, to an island also called
Lonel i ness.

Even in his grief, he thought that that phrase woul d nmake
a great title for a song. "The Island Also Called Loneli-
ness. "

The brain was a funny thing. In the midst of deep-purple
grief, it sent strange nmessages. Al ways working, worKking,
wor ki ng si mul taneously on many different subjects, and
why it semaphored reports about certain workings when the
timng was wong, no one knew.

O was the timng wong? Maybe the brain was trying to
soften the grief by distracting itself fromitself.

If so, the ruse worked only for a mnute. Jimdived deep
into black and cold waters and woul d not cone up for sone
time. His fellow patients did their best for him Doctor
Scaevol a, who had taken over for Doctor Porsena while he
was gone to a three-day conference, tried to bring light to
Jim He fail ed.

That very evening, just after the group session, Jimwas
again called to the visitors' room "M. and Ms. Wzak,"
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the OD. told him "They aren't the bearer of good news,
Jim Not the way they |ook."

The Wzaks stood up as he came in. Ms. Wzak burst

into tears, ran to him and enfolded himin her big strong
arms. Hi s face was crushed agai nst her big breasts. He
snel l ed a cheap perfune.

Ms. Wzak wailed, "Samis dead!"
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Jimreeled inside hinself. He felt nunb. Her voice

becane distant, and he seenmed to be drowning in soft cotton
candy. Everything was floating away except for the breath-

stealing cottony stuff. He could see through it as through

many strips of gauze.

Nor could he cry. The tears that had flowed that afternoon
were all he had. The spring had run dry, and only the stone
fromwhich the water had issued was left. It was cold, hard,
and dry.

He sat down while Ms. Wzak told himabout Sam M.

Wzak sat voicel ess, his head bent, his body saggi ng. Her
story was brief. Sam had run away. He had hitchhiked

several rides. The last one was with the driver of a
semtrailer. No one knew why it had happened, but the rig
had j ackkni fed, gone over the edge of a steep hill, and
rolled many tinmes to the bottom The driver had been badly
injured and was now in a coma. Sam had been thrown cl ear

of the cab but was crushed by the trailer. The funeral would
be in three days.

"I didn't want to just phone you," Ms. Wzak said,
dabbi ng at her eyes with a handkerchief. "I wanted to be
here when you got the news. You and Sam. . . you've
been best friends since you started wal ki ng. "

She began sobbing. Jimdid all he could to consol e her
though he did not share her heartache and grief. Nothing
was getting through to him Sam s death seemed to have
taken pl ace | ong ago.
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When Doctor Porsena, after his return fromthe confer-

ence, had his first private session with Jim he worked on
Jims nonfeelings. Near the end of the hour, the doctor said,
"I't's possible that you're suffering fromdoubly intensified
grief. You have a very vivid and visual-tactile-ol factory-
auditory imagi nhation. Your journeys in the Wrld of Tiers

are usually realistic and intense. There, you live as fully as
you do here

"What |'msaying is . "

He paused, waiting for Jimto supply the explanations, if
he had any. Self-revelation was superior to that given by
anot her. The light should come fromwthin.

Jimcould see the white fingers groping around in the
bl ackness of his brain. Wat the hell did The Shaman
expect fromhin? Did he think an ei ghteen-year-old
screwup was Doctor Freud hinsel f?

What was Porsena's key word? He gave such words to his

patients, though they were enbedded in the various strata of
his sentences. If the patient could dig up the key and then
figure out howto use it, he could open the door to another
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bl aze of 1ight.

Gief was a heavy liquid supposed to dilute nenory. But

being Ore had inproved his menory considerably. It was as if

some of the young Lord's near-phot ographi c nenory had

rubbed off on Jim He could recall alnost verbatimeverything
Porsena had said during the session. So, run a scan. Let the

cursor stop at the key word or phrase and highlight it.

“Ah!'" Jimsaid. "Double!"

The Shaman sm | ed.

"Doubly intensified grief,'" Jimsaid. "You think | have

an extra burden of grief. | got one load as Jim Ginson, and
I got another as Ore. Both of us were rejected—that's a mld
wor d—by our fathers. Both of us are in a bad fix. | don't

know about both of us having just |ost our best friend. |
doubt Orc'll feel bad about 1jimdying."
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Jimtwi sted his lips fromone side to another. It was as if
he thought that noving the nmouth woul d activate his brain.
Then the psychiatrist said, "ljimis dead, as far as you
know. Is he the only | oss?"

"Uh, well . . . let's see. There's, there's . . . how
about Ore hinsel f?"

Porsena did not reply. He was leaving it up to his patient.

"I mean, | don't knowif Ore's dead, too!" Jimsaid. "If
he is, then I've really lost! The whole ball of wax! That's
more grief than | can handle!"

"Ot hers?" the doctor said.

"Gief . . . grief? Wll, as Oe, and he's really ne, and
I"'mreally him | explained all that, there's ny

mot her ... | mean Enitharnon. Lost her. And | |ove

Aunt Vala, too. Lost her, also. | suppose their |oss would be
strong. | know Ore certainly went through some grief about

maybe never seeing themagain. But his grief got turned
into hate for his father. He . . ."

After a long silence. Doctor Porsena said, "He . . . ?"

"He did sonething about it. Just didn't sit down and cry
about it."

"Was that the right or wong way to behave?"
"That's a . . ."

Jim had been about to say that it was a stupid question

But he would not say that to The Shanman. Anyway, The
Shaman al ways had a reason for voicing anything, even if it
m ght seemirrel evant or dunb.

"Ri ght, of course. Except ..."
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"Except ?"

"It was the right way in that it was action taken to sol ve
the problem Only, Oe was taking the nost violent course.

I nmean, he was going to kill his father and anybody el se

who got in his way! Maybe he should have figured out a

better way. | don't know It could be the only way there is."
775
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Ji m bl ushed. That did not escape Porsena's eye. The
doctor said, "You' re enbarrassed."

Jimstruggled with hinmself, then said, "OK After all, it's

not like I'mhaving the incestuous thoughts Oe has. | sure
never had them about my own nother. Ore neans to many his

mot her after he kills his father—after sonme torture, that is.
He's also got the hots for his aunt. In fact. Ore's hom er than

a pack of minks in heat. | told you he's screwed twenty of his
sisters, half-sisters, his father's children. Al of them beautiful
even if they are ... oh, jeez, what am | saying?"

"Natives? Non-Lords? What the Lords call |eblabbiyT

"Yeah. I'msorry. It's like the |leblabbiy are ni ... |
mean, blacks. | didn't nean to use that word, you know. |
don't really think blacks are subhumans. But | grew up
hearing it everywhere."

"I know," the doctor said. "Wat're your thoughts about
the Lords' acceptance of incest?"

"Well, look. Doc ... | mean. Doctor. |'ve read a | ot

about the ancient Egyptians, been doing it since | saw
Caesar and C eopatra on TV. You know, the novie version
of GB. Shaw s play. Wth C aude Rains and Vivien Leigh

I know that brothers and sisters of ancient Egypt's ruling
class married each other and had children. So did the Incan
rulers. Anyway, | think Farnmer had sonmething in the Tiers
books about brother-sister nmarriages. So, what with reading
about that and readi ng the books on Egypt and seeing the
movie, | didn't have much troubl e accepting that. Anyway,
when 'mOe, | tend to accept what he accepts. It's a
culture thing. The Lords don't have genetic defects, so
there's no probl em passing bad genes on to their children
So why shouldn't a nother marry her son?"

When the session ended, Jimfelt only a very slight
| esseni ng of the nunbness and depression. Ch, well, it
didn't matter. Nothing mattered.

CHAPTER 22

JIM HAD SUNK into the very center of his own pocket

uni verse of depression. This was conposed only of nel an-
choly and sel f-despising, two el enents that were not going

to nmake a sun to light up his world. He did what was

requi red of hi mexcept to dive through the tragil —but

slowy and tiredly. Even then, he was counting the nunerals
in the arithnetic of the night. He listed his flaws and
failures and did not stop until he got to nunber thirty-seven
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He could recall all of them Wy not? He had spent nuch

time after the age of twelve contenplating them Though
there had to be nore flaws, these were enough to satisfy the
nost sel f-pitying

He did not get any synpathy from Doctor Porsena.

"You cannot continue to drag your chains around and

whine, '"We is ne!' |ike sonme castl e-haunting phantom

You were naking excellent progress—n fact, phenonenal .

Now, you've regressed. It's as if you've not only gone back

PH LI P JOSE FARMER

to the | owest previous point of lack of self-esteemin your
life, you've plunged bel ow that. Reached that persona
nadir, as it were."

Ji m sunmoned up enough spirit to say, "As opposed to
the Zenith, right? Well, | was never one for TV."

That took the psychiatrist aback for a nmonment. Then he
smled, and he said, "If you' ve got enough fire to nake a
pun, rotten as it is, there's still hope for you."

Jimdid not think so. That remark was the |last flicker of
a dying flane.

"What if Ore is dead?" Jimsaid. That question caught
himby surprise. It had shot out of his nmouth as if sonething
had expl oded in him

Porsena's lips forned the ghost of a smle. He was, Jim
thought, not only The Shaman. He was The Sphi nx. That
expression was exactly like the snmle on the stone face of
the Great Sphinx of Gza. Jimcould see the pyram ds and
the pal mtrees beyond him The wi sdom of the ages was
behi nd that age-cut face and behind the doctor's, too.

"What if Ore is dead?" Porsena said. "You sel ect
soneone el se to becone.™

At | east Porsena had not argued with himthat Ore was
only a fictional character. He must think that O e was, but
he was going to play by Jims rules. Never invalidate. That
was the Col den Rule, and Porsena was the Gol den Rul er

"l don't want to be soneone else," Jimsaid.
"Then find out if Ore is dead or alive."
"Il doit,"” Jimsaid. "I'll do it for you."

"No. You'll do it for yourself. You'll do it because it's
the thing to do for you and you only."

He | eaned forward over his desk, his bright blue eyes

| ocked onto Jims. "Listen up, Jim I'"'maware that |'m an
authority figure to you, perhaps a father/nother substitute.
That's good in one sense because you've reacted differently

RED ORC S RAGE

to ne than you have with other authority figures. You' ve
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done your best to please ne, though that is not necessarily
desirable. But | amhere only to guide you through your

therapy. Perhaps that's too cold a way to put it. | like you
and | think we mght eventually becone friends after your
therapy is conplete. | do have authority, and |I'mnot your
peer. At the nmonent, |'myour superior, though | won't take

advant age of that—anless it's for your good.

"But we may have to work a bit to temper your attitude

toward me. I'mnot God, |I'mnot your parents. | expect you

to hear ny advice and then to use your judgment concerning
its value. Nevertheless, there'|ll be tines when I'I| override
your judgment. | amolder and wiser, and | am a thoroughly
trained professional. However, | am human. | can make

m st akes and errors.

"On the other hand, 1'lIl be far less likely than you to do

so. Keep all this in mnd. W'll do sone work on your
attitude, as | said. But your therapy is the big thing here.
So, | insist that you reenter Ore or pick another character to
enter. If you don't, your therapy will be ended. Do | nmke
nmysel f cl ear?"

Ji m nodded.
"VWhat would Ore do if he were in your shoes just now?"

"Huh? Ch, | see what you nean! Sorry, | was thinking of
sonething else. If he was nme, he'd' ve junped right back
through the tragil. But 1'"'mnot him not yet, anyway. Oe
never woul d' ve been in a depression. Not for |ong, anyway.
I know him and ..."

"Do what he'd do, even if it seens to be against your
nature, no matter how hard it is to do. This isn't easy work,
you know. "

"Il try. Hard," Jim said.

He did not think he could do it, not in his state of m nd.
But there were ways to alter those states. Porsena woul d not
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approve those ways. In fact, taking any drugs except those
prescri bed was forbi dden on pain of imediate expul sion
But desperate situations demanded desperate neans. Before
the group session that afternoon, Jimgot G| nman Sherwood
to one side in the nain hallway.

"I hear you're dealing. GII."

"Not at all," Sherwood said. "I wouldn't do that. Hell
I"'mhere to get rid of the nonkey, anong other things."

"Let me put it this way," Jimsaid. "I understand you
may have access to certain cures for what ails nme. I'd |ike
to get hold of one, preferably one of the speedy kind."

"I't could be," Sherwood said. "But there are a | ot of
runors, nostly false, running around this place."
"Speed's the word," Jimsaid.
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"M ght be what the doctor ordered. However, nothing's
free in this harsh world."

"I know the price," Jimsaid. "I got the wherewithal."

That norning, the nmail had brought hima ten-dollar bil

along with a note fromhis nother. At first, he was tenpted

to send both back. Yet, he needed noney badly, so he had

put the bill in his pocket after tearing up the note. And here
he was, spending half of the ten on anphetam ne when

every cent he had should go for absolute necessities. He

despi sed hinself. At the sane tine he was | ooking forward

to the rush through his body and m nd.

G |l man Sherwood put his hand on Jim s shoul der

"There are other ways to pay debts than with noney."

"Forget it!" Jimsaid. "I told you last tinme, no way!"
Gllmn's snmile was al oof and haughty, so superior. Jim
hated it, and he hated having to deal through this big prick
Gllman said, "Don't knock it until you try it."

"Jesus Christ!" Jimsaid. "You' ve hit on every boy and

girl in the place! Do you |ove being turned down? Is that
part of your problenP"

180

"Hey, there's nore than one here knows an offer they
can't refuse! | don't need you, Ginson, any nore than I
need a wart on ny ass! I'll slip you what you need when

we're alone next tine. Bring the wherewithal. Oherw se,
no tickee, no shirtee."

What woul d Red Ore do? Probably kill Sherwood and
take his entire supply. Couldn't do that.

Though Sherwood's parents were weal thy, they sent him

little noney. Thus, if he wanted extra cash, he had to dea

in nickel-and-dime stuff. Hi s father had been a stee

magnat e. Despite the shutting down of the industry in the
Youngstown area, he had interests in other businesses and

was said to own half of Belnont City. H's only son had

seemed destined to be one of those tall, athletic, blond, and
handsome sci ons who woul d sweep through |life untroubl ed

by the anxieties and dire straits of the great unwashed, the
rabbl e, the seething masses.

Not so. Even the extrenely rich had probl ens they

shared with the lowy poor. G|l mn was bisexual, with a
| eaning toward nales. If his gay-hating father had known
that, he would not have been so eager to nmake himinto a
busi nessman. G || man was passi onate about becomi ng a

pai nter. The seni or Sherwood was appalled by this. He
insisted that GIllman go to Harvard to get an MB. A and
then beconme his partner. If he wanted to paint as a
recreation, fine, though he should not brag about it to
anyone who might think only a pansy would be an artist. If
he wanted to be a patron, that was different.

Gllman, like so many now i n therapy, had gone berserk
He had sl ashed his wists and painted a self-portrait with
bl ood. Then hi s drug-addiction had been reveal ed, and here
he was in the nmental ward of Wellington Medical Center
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Ji mwoul d have enpathized with GIllman if he did not act
as if he were the Duke of Kingdom Come. Jim al so thought

J8l
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that Gllman's choice of Wl ff as his persona was a hoot.
Wl ff would spit in the son of a bitch's face.

A few ninutes later, he was talking to Sandy Melton. She
had not been able to get into a |l ong conversation with him
since she had entered the project. She was classified as
schi zoaffective and was now taking |ithium carbonate. She
adored her Caucasian father though she did not see him
enough to satisfy her. He was a traveling salesman for a

| arge pharnmaceutical conpany with headquarters in Bel -

mont City. Sandy detested her nother, who was Korean

From early chil dhood. Sandy had suffered because so nany
of her grade-school classnmates had called her "slant-eyes,"
"Chink," "Jap," "gook," and "Mongolian idiot." Her

hi gh-school friends had refrained fromthis, but her ac-
quai ntances were not so discreet.

Yet, her long glossy black hair, uptilted eyes, and high
cheekbones made a beautiful whole. And, though only five

feet two inches tall, she had relatively long |l egs and a petite
but full-busted figure. Despite this, she thought that she was
ugly. Though shy, she had been a very energetic, sonetines
overzeal ous and near-frenzi ed busi ness manager and agent

for the Hot Water Eskinpbs. But when she suddenly becane
depressed, she was very withdrawn and | ethargic. She

woul d then let her duties slide.

From an early age. Sandy had not |iked her nother,

nostly because her nother had not seened to |ike her. Kuo
Melton was surly, untal kative, and a bad housekeeper who
spent nost of her time watching TV soap operas and gane
shows. Though she had been in the United States for twenty
years, she spoke English very poorly.

Sonetimes Sandy was in a forgiving nood, and she

woul d explain to her friends that her nother had had a hel
of a childhood and youth. She had been sexually abused and
hal f-starved and honel ess for years before Abe Ml ton
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married her. At that tine, she was beautiful and | ooking for
a way out of her country. Sandy's father had told her that
Kuo was genuinely fond of himand he of her during the
early years of their marriage. That was certainly no | onger
true.

Sandy' s method of entering the Wrld of Tiers was
uni que. She woul d take all of her clothes off while chanting
the first four lines of the Buddhist Lotus Sutra over and
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over. Then she would press her pal ns against the full-length
mrror on the wall of her room While doing this, she would
use Jims ATA MATUMA M MATA chant. Two chants

were better than one. After about seven minutes (seven was

a magi cal and nystical nunber), and while she concen-

trated on the entry point five inches inside the mrror (five
was anot her nystical nunber), the glass would turn soft and
rubbery.

As soon as she felt the mrror becone just a Jell-0, she
woul d begin muttering swiftly the words of the song "Over
the Rai nbow." What was good enough for Dorothy of Oz

was good enough for her. And three chants were better than
one.

Her ectoplasm as she called it, would travel through the
pal ns of her hands. It would fall forward through the
ever-thinning substance into the universe she had chosen
When she had passed conpl etely through, she (as ecto-
plasm) was in a nale body. She had | ong wanted to be a

mal e because her father was, though she also felt that this
desire was norally wong.

The uni verse beyond the mirror was |ike nothing de-

scribed in the Tiers series. It was flat, and she could fall off
its edge if she got too close to it. Its hunman inhabitants were
al |l Caucasi an nal es, except for one gigantic feral e kept

under guard in a huge castle. She was like the queen ternmite

in a nest and was force-fed with a honey that nade her so
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|l arge and so fat that she becane | arger than the kitchen in a
mansi on. The queen was the nother of the entire human
popul ati on and bore five nale babies in a single birth every

t hree nont hs.

Once a year, a tournament was hel d—Sandy was a great

reader of nedi eval romances—and the chanpi on becane

the queen's lover and the begetter of that year's babi es.
After he retired, he had to hel p other ex-chanpions take

care of the babies, dust the castle, wash dishes, and do ot her
househol d tasks. Being pernitted to do this service was a

great honor.

Sandy, in her persona as Sir Sandagrain, roaned the

world in quest of the man who held the secret to everlasting
happi ness. Wil e wandering, she had to joust with innu-

mer abl e kni ghts, bad or good, and invade the nmany castl es

of evil warlocks and robber barons. Like all males in this
worl d, they wore masks. So far. Sir Sandagrain had not

found The Man with the Gol den Mask, he who had the

secret.
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These adventures as the questing knight, though bl oody

and perilous, helped to protect her against the sometines
overwhel mi ng stresses of Earth. \Wen she felt she had had
enough relief fromher terrestrial life, she pressed her pal s
against the mrror. She repeated the sane three chants in
reverse order. The Jell-0-like softness crystallized. At the
monent of conplete hardness, it was ready to adnmit her

ect opl asm back to her fenmal e body.

Sandy was naki ng sone progress in her quest for a

stronger persona and | ack of confusion about her sexua
identity. She was beginning to cone out sonewhat fromthe
wild swings of nbod and her wi thdrawal tendencies. Like
Jimand nost of the others, she was slowy surrendering her
own private and uncontrolled delusions to the controlled
del usions of the Wrld of Tiers.

184

"Jim I've talked to ny dad twice," she said excitedly.
"He's always tal ked about divorcing Kuo, but it was just
talk. He's very resistant to the idea of divorce. But now, |
don't know, he may be coming around to it. He knows how
much | hate | eaving the hospital and goi ng back to that
house. It's terrible. But only because Kuo's there!"

Sandy never referred to Kuo as her nother

"Aren't you thinking about adapting yourself to Kuo?"
Ji m sai d.

"No. | couldn't do that unless she went into therapy, too,
and did some changing herself. Takes two to tango, you
know. She woul d never do that."

, The dining hall was noisy, though it had quiet spots
occupi ed by w thdrawn juveniles. Jimand Sandy sat down
across the table froma lovely, gentle, and fragile girl,

El i zabet h Lavenza. Her stepfather had been sodom zi ng her
since she was ten years old. Several nobnths ago, the
nmonster, as Elizabeth always called him had tried to kil
her when he had caught her phoning the police. She had
managed to fight himoff by jamm ng the receiver into his
mouth and then hitting himover the head with a poker

These were the only violent acts she had ever conmitted,
and she was suffering fromguilt because of them (This
reaction was totally inconprehensible to Jim) She had then
run out of the house and down the street. Despite her
stepfather's injuries, he had lurched after her sw ftly enough
to catch her. He was strangling her when the squad car
arrived.

El i zabet h used what she call ed her "powerpack" to enter
the Lords' universes. This was the five books of the series
taped together, fornming her battery to energize the opening
of the way. Several others in the therapy did the sane.

Near Ji mwas anot her table at which sat the nenbers of
a group in which he was particularly interested. These were
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whi spering, their heads as close together as they could get
them Their universe was one they had nmade up with the
hel p of Doctor Porsena. Though it was nominally in the
Wrld of Tiers, it was not one that its author woul d have
been likely to create. This was ruled by a Lord called
Kephal or. He was a brain the size of a pocket universe
because he was also the universe. Its inhabitants were
electrical entities whose fornms were the neural inpul ses of
Kephalor's brain. In fact, the group called itself The Neura
I mpul ses. (Jimthought that this would be a great nane for
a rock band.)

It had been agreed anobng the nenbers that, when

Kephal or forgot sonething, an inmpulse would die. That

meant that the nenber enbodying that inpulse would al so

die. But he or she could return as a new thought, though his
or her identity would be different.

Jimhad heard that the harnmony in the group had turned
alittle sour. One nenber was clainmng that she and she

only was Kephal or's subconsci ous m nd. Since the subcon-
scious rul ed the conscious, the other neural inpulses would
have to do as she conmanded. This demand was to be

expected. One of the behavior characteristics that had

brought the girl to Wellington was her irrepressible desire to
control others.

After lunch, G|l man Sherwood and Ji m stepped around
a hall coner. No one else was in sight. GIlIlnman held out
five black beauties, uppers, in the pal mof his hand.

"Normal price is two dollars each. But my first custoners
get a discount. Only a dollar each."

Jimhanded himthe ten-dollar bill at the same tine that he
took the capsules. G|l man opened his wallet, which was
packed wi th paper currency, and nmade change for Jim

"Wel cone back to the real world," Sherwood said.
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Jimnuttered. "I need it to get

"This is just tenporary,'
over a hunp. After that

Sherwood sniled. "Sure. But if the tenporary becones
per manent, |'m your man."

Jim hating Sherwood and hinsel f, turned and wal ked

away. That evening, he sat for a long tine while | ooking at
the bl ack beauties, which did not seem so beautiful now
VWhat would Ore do? Jimreally did not know. Now and

then. Ore had renenbered, briefly, the ecstasy gotten from
certain drugs. But Jimhad al so received the inpression that
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these had no bad side effects and were not chenically
addi cti ve.

In any event, Oe needed no drugs to give himcourage.
And then there was Doctor Porsena. No doubt at all, he
woul d be very disappointed if his patient went back over the
edge. Not that, Jimtold hinself, he had ever been really
hooked. He was not a "dope fiend," as his father called
drug-takers. He just used the stuff now and then. Though,
to be honest to hinmself, he had been using uppers and
downers and snoking marijuana nore than he had | ast year.
Still, he was a long way fromjunping onto the bandwagon
cal | ed Hooked.

O was he?

After a half hour, he sighed, and he rose fromthe chair.

He flushed the capsul es down the toilet, though not without
regret.

Ten minutes later, he shot through the circle in the center
of the tragil.
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URC WAS WRI THING in agony on a glittering and hard fl oor.
Since there was no one else there, he did not have to play

the stoic. He screaned.

Jimsuffered as nuch as Ore, which did not seemfair since

he had no body. He should go back to Earth at once until Oe's
pai ns were gone. Unfortunately, he could not concentrate on

the techni ques needed to effect the return. By the tinme he could
do that, he would be able to endure the pain.

Though hal f-blinded by the fire in the backs of his heels
and in his buttocks. Ore could see that he was in a vast

tunnel. Its walls shone with the light froma nultitude of
si x-angl ed, vaguely insectoid creatures hanging on the
wal I's. Additional illum nation cane fromround knobs on

the ceiling, walls, and floor. Intermingled with themwere
thick patches of green stuff that |ooked like lichen

In the mddle of the tunnel was a deep trough through
which clear water ran. Ore, standing on his toes, wal ked
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stiffly to the stream lay down in it, and i mersed hinself up
to his neck. The water was very cold and shocked him It also
gave relief as it chilled his blood and sonewhat soothed his
pai n.

Sitting there. Oe could see the bl oody footprints he had
made on the crystalline floor. As he had hopped through the
gate, the extreme tips of his heels and buttocks had been
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sheared off by the ray. They would heal in tine, but was he
going to get that tinme?

That depended, just now, on how rnuch bl ood he was

going to lose. Also, if he survived that, how far he could
wal k while | ooking for food and then the gate. Unless, that
is, the gate was nearby. He doubted that it would be.

Los had said that the gate in Anthema woul d | ead back to
Oe's native world. He had lied. There was no such place as
this on or in that planet.

Oe crawl ed out onto the tunnel floor, which was a few

i nches above the surface of the stream The agony woul d
conme back when he got warm again, but he could no | onger
stand the cold. He wished he had cloths, anything, to
bandage hi s wounds.

He saw the front half of ljims body. It was |ying
facedown. Ore, when coning through the gate, had | anded
on it and skidded on the organs and bl ood.

Oe was wearing a skin loincloth and a belt with a sheath

and a flint knife therein. Al the other weapons and the food
supply bag had been | eft behind. He wal ked on his toes,

Wi ncing at every step, and stripped the hal f-corpse of its
severed loincloth and belt and a knife. This was now a

hal f-knife, since the ray had cut it longitudinally, but it night
be useful

Wth his own knife, he pried off pieces of the green stuff

growi ng on the wall. Beneath them were small tubes
projecting fromthe crystal. It seened to himthat these
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m ght be conduits which fed the plants. Wen he saw sone
yellow liquid starting to ooze fromthe tips of the tubes, he
thought that his idea could be correct.

He wung the fluid out of the plants, which felt Iike thick
wet noss. He decided to call it omuthid, Thoan for noss,

and pl aced pieces of it on the wounds. That nmade him

Wi nce, but they stuck to his skin as if they contained gl ue.
The fl ow of blood was stanched. Then he ate a snall bite of

anot her piece of onmuthid stripped fromthe wall. It was rich
with fluid, easily chewed, and tasted |like caranel nixed
with raw broccoli. Though it m ght be poisonous, he did not

care. Not at this nonment, anyway. |f he did not get sick
fromthis piece, he would eat nore of it later

VWhat was left of Ijims body could be a protein supply,

for a while, anyway. If Ore had not known the Lord so well,
he m ght have eaten him But, though he felt that he m ght
regret doing it, he shoved the half-corpse into the stream
which carried it away.

He would be stuck in this area until his wounds heal ed
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enough for himto walk easily. Normally, three days would do
it. Meanwhile, he would eat, sleep, drink water, and hope that
no predator canme along. He had no way to estinmate the tine
except by his sleeping requirenents. It seened to himthat
roughly three days had passed since he had been here. During
this period, he explored, nostly on tiptoes, a quarter mle each
way. He found nothing that he had not seen near the gate. He

al so investigated this. The square of netal |ooked the same on
this side as it did on the other. He nade a rope of the onuthid
and threw one end through the gate. The part that went through
the gate was cut off.

Because of the wounds, he had to sleep on his face on the
hard crystalline floor. Unfortunately, he rolled and turned
then, and he awoke often and painfully. The only good

thing about his situation was that the tenperature remined
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confortable. Also, the air did not becone stal e but noved
slow y through the tunnel

Each "day," after awakening, he renoved the onuthid

pat ches fromthe wounds and repl aced themw th fresh

pads. They came off as if they were indeed glued. The
wounds were healing, but the areas of skin covered by the
pat ches were pricked with many red dots. They | ooked as if
the onmuthid had applied tiny suckers to the skin, and the
green stuff had a distinct reddi sh underlay. At the end of the
three days, he concluded that the onmut hid was sucking his

bl ood, though not in large quantities. He was not as strong
as when he had entered this world. O course, his diet mght
be lacking in vitam ns and m neral s.

Nevert hel ess, he could wal k wi thout too nuch pain, and

he could sit down for several minutes before he had to
remove his buttocks from pressure. After another sleep, he
set out upstreamas instinctively as a salnon seeking its
hat chi ng pl ace. The tunnel ran straight for an estinmated
twenty niles, which he traversed after sleeping only once.
The light stayed steady, as it had done since he had been
here. The tunnel was silent except for the drumming of his
blood in his ears. To get rid of that, he began talking to
hi nsel f and al so sang often.

The feeling of |oneliness and the thought that he m ght be
here until he died kept himconpany. It was not the sort of
company he cared for.

Finally, he cane to a fork in the tunnel. At the base of the
wal | between the two tunnels was a bubbling pool. Al ong one
side of each of the forks was a shall ow trough through which
wat er ran. These enptied into the pool, but the bubbling and
the swirling init indicated that it was also fed by a spring.

Ore took the tunnel to his right. After a while, it w dened
and becane as big as that which he had left. He trudged on,
singing a song his nother had taught hi mwhen he was a
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child. Suddenly, he stopped, and he turned to face the
left-side wall. Something flickering along the wall, halfway
down its height, had caught his eye.

What ever it was had ceased, but he kept his head turned
toward the wall while he wal ked on. Then, he stopped
again. His brain had not been playing tricks on him not
unl ess he had gone crazy fromsolitude. A series of large
bl ack figures, synbols, perhaps, noved in a rather speedy
parade along the wall. They cane from behind himand
travel ed ahead of himuntil he could no | onger see them

They ceased for a fewnmnutes. O perhaps it was for an
hour. Ore had |l ost his sense of tine. Only when he counted
the seconds and the minutes could he be sure of its passage.

Suddenly, the first of a series of the synbols, many of
themrepeated in different conbinations, sped along on the
wal | . Parts of them were obscured when they passed

beneath the onuthid and knobs. After several hundreds had
sped by, they stopped. Oe resuned wal king. Sone tine

| ater, another series began. Oe counted the seconds then
The train took thirty-one to pass him

If they nade a nessage, its transm ssion was slow. But he
was qui ckened by it. No natural process could produce such
distinct and differentiated figures in an obviously artificial order

Sone m nutes | ater, another string of the same synbol s,
repeated in the same arrangenent, shot by. After that, the
wal | was bl ank.

Ore hastened onward. The tunnel curved gradually to the

right until it seemed to be going at right angles to its origina
direction. When he got very tired, he stopped and ate. By

now, he was sick of the taste of caranel-cum broccoli

JimGinmson was as fed up as Ore with the onut hid.

When the Lord ate it, Jimate it. Ore's problens were al so
Jims. But Jimhad others, too. The ghostbrain, his shadowy
cotenant, seened to be getting larger. Now that Ore was just
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sitting and chewing, no enotions raging in him though his

m nd was active, he was in a relatively qui escent state. Thus,
Jimwas able to concentrate on his own thoughts and act as he
wi shed. But he was still half Oe and likely, when his host was
aroused or irate, to be slamed back into a near-Ore persona.

Jim"nmoved" closer to the ghostbrain. It "retreated." There
could be no novenent in the physical sense, just as there
could be no "seeing" or "hearing" or "touching" by beings
wi thout |inmbs or sensory organs. Jim "knew, " however, that
he had advanced and that the ghostbrain had backed away.

He continued to go toward the thing. It kept on noving

away. Was it afraid of hinf? Perhaps Ji mwas dangerous to

it. If that was so, he would have to find out howit could be
attacked. Easy to say; hard to do.
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Oe slept, ate with little appetite, and started wal ki ng
again. Presently, the tunnel opened into a vast glittering
cavern. The grow hs furnishing the |light were far nore
nunerous per square foot and |l arger than those in the
tunnel s. Al so—what a delight—there was sound! Many

small birds or animals |ived anbng various plants and
twittered, squeal ed, trunpeted, and cawed.

The creatures | ooked as ifTenniel had been on LSD when

he had illustrated Alice in Wnderland. O as if they had
been desi gned by a deity whose own god was Euclid. They
wer e many-angl ed, sone of them | ong-1egged cubes or
nonahedrons on wheels, their skins spotted with triangles,
circles, squares, and crosses.

The plants | ooked as if they were part crystal, part vegeta-
bl e. Sone of them bore berries or hexagonal fruit. The green
nmossl i ke onuthid was everywhere, on the floors, walls, and
ceiling. At least a hundred feet above himwas the ceiling, and
the cavern itself extended beyond his eye's reach

Standi ng on a | edge about twenty feet above the cavern's
floor. Ore could see several creeks. They did not run straight,
as in the tunnels, but meandered as proper creeks shoul d.
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He had been taken with the ecstasy of the sounds of |iving
creatures. Shortly thereafter, he was seized with a rapture
caused by sight of a human being. He was naked and wal ki ng
slowy through the forest toward Ore. But he did not seemto
be aware that an intruder was in his exotic Garden of Eden

Oe had to fight against rushing down and greeting the man.

He crouched down cl ose to a boul der and studied the person as
he made his way through the plants. There was sonet hi ng

pecul iar about him He did not seemto have a quite human
construction. H s gait was unhurried and stately as if he owned
this world, which, indeed, he mght. Wen the man was

closer, the details of his face and body becane cl earer

He wal ked slowy and dignifiedly because he coul d not

wal k ot herwi se. The joints of his shoul ders, hips, elbows,
knees, and wists were bul bous and somewhat shiny. And

the head, neck, and trunk were larger than they would be in

a nornally proportioned man.

Ore shook his head. He had been nmonentarily under an
illusion. His inmagination had supplied what the man di d not
have because Ore expected himto have it. Were Oe had
seen nmal e genitals was now a snooth place, skin dotted
with gleam ng crystals. The he was an it.

It had no weapons, though. Ore stood up and shouted
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t hrough cupped hands at the being. It stopped, though it did
not | ook startled. Then the nouth opened. It could have
been a smile, but its teeth shone |ike jewels.

O e clinbed down and wal ked to the creature, which had
resuned its sl ow pace. Wen they were ten feet apart, they
halted. Ore greeted it in Thoan. "Koowar!"

It said, "Koowar-su shemanithoon!"
"Greetings and cone in peace!"

The teeth were white di anonds and obvi ously had been
made in a biofactory. They had been fashioned so that they
resenmbl ed human cani nes, incisors, and nolars.

794
"Neth Ore," the young Lord said. "I amOe."
"Neth Di ngsteth.”

The being's nane was Dingsteth, one Ore had never
heard before. It spoke with a slight inpedinment. No doubt
the dianond teeth caused that.

To Ore's rapid-fire questions, Dingsteth responded slowy.

In due time. Oe learned that this world had been nmade by the
Lord call ed Zazel. Zazel of the Cavened Wrld. He was al so

the maker of Dingsteth, who was now the only sentient being

in an entire universe. The world consisted of rock perforated
with tunnels and caves, sone of which had fl oor areas a
thousand mles square. But it was, in a sense, a living being.
It did not seemto have a consciousness. O, if it did, it had
gi ven no sign of one to Dingsteth.

"It's a vast sem nineral -sem protein conmputer in which

many different fornms of life exist. Half of the fauna and
flora herein are synbiotes of the world of Zazel. 1'll explain
all that later. It detected your presence and notified me.

am inreality, the Lord of this world even if | did not make
it. Perhaps you saw the nessage traveling along the wall?

It's a very slow conmputer.™

"l saw the nessage. What happened to Zazel ?"

"He killed hinself. He went mad. O madder. | think he

was crazy fromthe begi nning. Who el se but an insane
person would create this kind of world? But he had an easy
death. He let the conputer suck his blood, drain himdry.
Then, as he had ordered nme to do, | cremated him"

Di ngsteth | ooked at Ore fromhead to toe, then said,
"Turn around, please."

"What ?" Ore said. "Wiy should I?"
"Tell you later. Please do as | requested."

Frowni ng, Ore rotated. He had never obeyed anybody's
orders except his parents', and, for some years, he had
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di sliked doing that. He was a Lord, and Lords commanded,
not non-Lords.

Di ngsteth did not nod because the swollen ring which
was its neck prevented that. It said, "Good! So far! There
are no indications of crystallization!"

At Oe's sonewhat alarmed question, Dingsteth said, "If

you' re active enough, your netabolismis able to stave off
the crystallization of your flesh. But you have to sleep, and
it is then that the cells slowy begin to turn into stone."

"What kind of a world is this?" Oe said. At the same

time, he decided that he was going to get out of it as quickly
as possible. "And how have you kept from being crystal -

i zed?" he added.

"Zazel made ne so that | have an innate resistance, a
bi ol ogi cal defense."

"I's there a gate out of the Cavened Worl d?"

"There could be. | may be able to find out for you. | have
access to all the trenendous amount of data that Zaze
stored in the world."

Ore was not accustoned to being hunble, but this

situation demanded that he be. He was not going to risk his
survival just because of his pride. He would bend, though
not break it, if he had to.

"Woul d you find out for nme?"

"Why not?" Dingsteth said. "I will unless some reason for
not doing so occurs to ne or | find the reason in the conputer."”

"Thank you. One inmedi ate question, though. How did
Los manage to penetrate this world and set up the gate
used to get here?"

"Los?"
Oe told his story.

Di ngsteth said, "The fatal flaw in Thoan culture is that
the children of the Lords of a particular world want to be its
sole ruler. That desire was understandable and feasible in
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anci ent days when the Lords had the means to create new
wor | ds. Then the children, when they becanme adult, could
move out of their parents' universes into their own. Now,
they are restricted to those worlds already made. If they
knew t hat the means for making new worlds still existed,
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they coul d abandon their bloody conflict. That has kept
their popul ati on down consi derably, as you know, and is
responsi bl e for your present plight. If the Thoan were
| ogical, they would get rid of that cultural trait."

"Hold it!" Ore said excitedly. "You said that the nmeans

for making new worlds still exists! Were?"
"Here. | did not nean that the creation engines are stil
around. | neant that this world has the data for nmaki ng new

ones. Not only the instructions for operation but howto
make the materials needed and how to construct themand to
supply themw th power. Et cetera."

"You can access all this?"
"OF course."

Ore shook his head, then rolled his eyes. "All this tine!
The know edge has been thought | ost for thousands of
years! And it's here! In this desolate and undesired world!"

"I't's not such a bad place," Dingsteth said.

"l apologize if | hurt your feelings," Oe said. "lI've only
been here a short tine, so | shouldn't judge the place with

the little data | have of it. But you must understand that it's
not ny kind of place. Anyway, |'m eager to get back to mny

own world, for reasons |'ve explained."

"l don't understand revenge,"” Dingsteth said. "The

capability for that was left out of me when | was made. A
good thing, too, | think. By the way, the video data of your
father setting up that gate you cane through are stored in the
world's nenory. Whuld you care to see thenf"

"l was wondering how he managed to gate into and out
of this world."
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"I let himin. I amalways curious, and | wanted to talk to
himand fmd out all about him He was the first in centuries to
try to get in. Zazel did not play the gane you Lords play. He
set up codel ess gates, though they can be opened fromthis

side. | permitted Los to come in, but | was disappointed in

him He was in a hurry, so he said, but he prom sed to cone
back later. He never did, and that was over five hundred years
ago. Evidently, he's not to be trusted. Wen you first nen-
tioned his nane, it didn't register. But, as we've been tal king,
I recalled him | "

Oe said, "You didn't tell himabout the creation engi ne
data, did you?"

"No. The subject didn't conme up during our brief
conversations. | would have, but "

"Dingsteth,” Ore said, "Listen to ne! Hear ny words of
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advi ce and caution! Do not ever tell anybody el se about the
engi nes! If you do, you might be killed—after you've

shared that know edge! There are nmany Thoan who woul d

like to get the secret and keep it for thenselves! They woul d
torture you, then slay you."

"How about you?" Dingsteth said.

"I would be very grateful if you would show nme that

data, then open the gate I ong enough for me to pass on to
Los's world."

"You did not answer my question," Dingsteth said.

"VWhich nmeans, |I'mafraid, that you are concealing fromnme
some of your intents and purposes. | don't know you well
enough to understand your personality. But, if it's |ike nost
of the other Lords, Manathu Vorcyon is a notabl e excep-

tion, you'd be thinking about killing me after you learn all
you can about the creation engines."

Oe had to laugh. Then he said, "Zazel certainly nade
you an open and exceedingly frank person!"”

"If 1 told you how to operate, rather, cooperate, with this
198
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wor |l d, you would have to give sone of your blood to get the
data you desire. You have to apply your face to a nonitor-
input and let it suck your blood before it'll give you what you
want. But it wouldn't let you go unless you knew certain

codes, which | amnot going to tell you. You'd be sucked dry."

"Just tell nme howto gate out," Ore said. "That's all |
want . "

He was thi nki ng—<Ji mwas aware of this—that he would

return sone day in a small arned vehicle and get the
informati on. Dingsteth was the only one who could et him
in, but Oe wuuld find a way to cajole it into doing that. O
he woul d come back through the kamanbur gate.

He said, "Wiy did you adnmt ny father? Also, why did
you let himset up a gate which kills others when they try to
get through it?"

"Why not? What do | care? As it stands, you're the first

Lord to get through. Your uncle, Ijim did not nake it through,

and the chances are that the next one to try it will fail. It'Il be
interesting to observe those who follow you, if any ever do."

Oe did not want to dwell on the gate. Dingsteth n ght

get the idea that it would be a good thing to renove it
because of the possible danger for itself. Another possibility
was that Dingsteth mght lack the neans to dismantle it.

Al so, Los would have set up the gate so that anybody trying

to dismantle it would be kill ed.

Dingsteth |l ooked as if it had been encoiled in thought,
too. Suddenly, it said, "I'll go with you!"

Ore was surprised. After a long silence, he said, "Wy?"
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"l know everything about this world. | ambored with it.

Zazel did not set me up to be invul nerabl e against that. As
for loneliness, I do not know what that neans. Zazel nade

me so that that feeling, which afflicts all humans, is absent
fromme. | only know that because the world told me, and
I'"ve no idea what |oneliness feels like.
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"I do have an intense curiosity. | need other worlds to
feed that. Therefore, | will go with you. You can be ny

gui de and instructor until | amable to proceed on ny own.
In return for your services, | will let you pass through the
gate and 1'll go with you and provide you with nmuch data."

How naive it was! Ore thought. No natter how nuch

know edge the being had, it was, in nany respects, igno-
rant. It did not know that, once Ore got to his native world,
it would be a burden. He could not afford to have it

wanderi ng around and perhaps telling the natives that Los's
son was back and seeking revenge. Al so, Dingsteth should,

for Ore's purposes, remain in the Cavemed Wrld. It could
open the gate for himwhen he returned to get a creation

engi ne. Wiich, Oe now renenbered, could be reversed to
becone an engi ne of destruction. O so the historians said.

He woul d have to string Dingsteth along until the
monent of departure. Perhaps he could get it to stay here
but also prom se to | et himback in when next he showed up.

Di ngsteth said, "Wait here."

It returned ten mnutes later. Ore had thought of follow

ing it to watch it, but he decided against that. Fromthe little
i nformati on he had gotten, he thought that the walls were in

| eague with the being. Their nonitors would see him

followi ng Dingsteth and report that to it.

"l gave some bl ood, and the world agreed to open the
gate for us," it said. Its upper lip bore a small wound. "Let
us go now."

Oe walked with it to the other end of the cavern and down

a tunnel. At the end of approximately thirty mnutes, the being
stopped. Ore | ooked around. There was nothing to differenti-
ate this area fromany other. Dingsteth placed its hand on the
near wall. The wall here was free of the onuthid. After several
seconds, it said, "The gate is now open."”

There still seenmed to be nothing except glittering crys-
200

talline stone before them Oe was about to say sonething
when Di ngsteth plunged its hand through the stone up to his
ring-shaped wist. "See?"

"You may go first," Ore said. His politeness was actually
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caution. He still did not trust the being; it mght be asking
himto step into a fatal trap.

"Very well,"” Dingsteth said. Its voice seenmed very tight,
and its face was set in an unreadabl e expression.

It wal ked forward but stopped just before its nose
encountered the wall. For a long tine, while Ore, puzzl ed,
watched it, it stood still. Then it stepped back, hesitated,
and advanced again. Only to halt a half-inch fromthe wall.

Finally, Dingsteth turned toward Ore. "I can't do it!" it
said, and it groaned.

"Why?" Ore said. His distrust nmight be well-founded. A
trap could be, probably was, on the other side.

"For the first tineinnmy life," it said, "I amafraid. Until
now, |'ve never known what apprehension and fear neant,
though |I've read those words in the records. Zazel nust

have put those states in nme because a being without fear and
caution eventual ly perishes.

"The noment we started out toward the gate, | began

feeling very strange enotions. My heart began poundi ng,

my stomach seenmed to grab itself and try to fold itself into
itself, and | began shaking. The cl oser we got, the worse the
synptons were. At this nonent "

Its teeth began chattering. The sound of dianonds click-
i ng agai nst di anonds was one which Ore woul d never forget.
Finally, Dingsteth mastered itself enough to stop shivering.

"I can't!" it wailed. "I feel as if something on the other

side will destroy ne if | go there! | feel ... | feel as if a
great void will be waiting for ne! I'll step through the gate
and fall into an i mense space and fall and fall! Then I'Il hit

the bottom and be broken, smashed, into a thousand pi eces!
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And that's very peculiar, you know | don't even know what

a vast space would look like! I've lived in this enclosed and
straitened world all nmy life and have no idea what a really

| arge space woul d be!"

"You're suffering fromintense cases of agoraphobia and
acrophobia,"” Ore said. He was, however, wondering ifDi ngsteth
was putting on an act to get himto go through the gate first.

"I know those words, but, until now, | never knew what
their true neaning was! What it is, it's fear of the unknown!
| amunable to leave this world! | just can't, | just can't!"

Ore was not going to coax it through the gate. And he
m ght as well take advantage of it while its wits whirled
around as if in a centrifuge.

"Listen, Dingsteth! Your curiosity and desire for new
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know edge drive you to |eave this place. These are val uabl e
factors. Your excessive fear of the unknown is a crippling
aspect of your persona. It's a nental sickness, and | know

you cannot conquer it by yourself. I'll tell you what |I'm
going to do. Wien | return, | promse | will, I'll bring a
drug that will suppress that fear. Then you'll be able to

venture forth and do what you want to do."

"That woul d be thoughtful of you," Dingsteth said.
"Only . . . I'mnot sure that any drug could overcone
this great fear."

"I promse you it will."

"But I'mnot sure that | want to take any such drug. It
could make ne do sonething that would kill ne!"

"I''ll bring it, and you can take it or not, dependi ng on
how you feel about it."

Oe did not care whether or not Dingsteth used the drug.

Al he wanted was for the being to | et himback through the
gate. He would have to test its existence hinself. To throw
Di ngsteth through the gate to activate a trap was to put Oe
in a losing position, whatever happened. If the being died,
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it could not admt himwhen he returned. If there was no
trap, Dingsteth would be horrified and forever offended It
woul d never allow himin after that.

"I will bring back the drug,"” Oe said

"I''"ll admit you so | can try it," the being said. "At |east,
I think I will. Good concatenation of events for you Oe
son of Los and Enitharnon!"

"For you, too," Ore said.

He stepped through the gate that was also a crystalline
wal | .
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CHAPTER 24

URC WAS NOT in Los's world. Hi s father had not told him
the truth about the gate on Anthena | eading back to his
native universe. O had Los lied or just been m sl eading?

Ore had gone from Zazel's Cavened Wrld to one which

the Il ocal natives called Lakter. After a while. Oe realized
that the Thoan knew it as Jakadawin Tar. That is, Jadawin's

Wirld. It had once been Thulloh's Wirld, that is, Thul kal oh

Tar. But Jadawi n had gotten through the gate-traps, and

Thul  oh had been forced to gate out to save his life.

Lakter was a planet where the stars "seened" to swarm
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through the night sky like fireflies. Oe thought "seemed"
because so many things in the pocket universes were
illusions. The gate was in a cave at the foot of a nountain
on a large tropical island. O e had gone down through the
jungle to the seashore. After watching the natives for sone
days, he had revealed hinself to them They were peacefu
and friendly, though they had sone custons that Oe thought
were bizarre and sonetimes brut al
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The Poashenk | anguage was not derived from Thoan. He

| earned it quickly enough despite encountering sonme sounds
unknown to himuntil then. He lived in a hut nmade of
banbool i ke wood and grass with a good-| ooki ng woran,

hunted and fished, ate well, slept nuch, and heal ed his
body. His soul was not so quickly repaired. Despite his
seem ng patience, he burned to find the next gate. After he
becane fluent in Poashenk, he questioned all who clained

to know sonet hing about the world outside the island. That
was little and was nostly hal f-1egend.

Meanwhi | e, his brown-ski nned hosts gave hima drug,

afl at uk, nade fromthe juices of three plants. Ore drank it
and al so snoked the shredded bark of the somakatin plant.
Both put himin a pleasant and dreany state where he

moved and t hought in slow notion. The taste of a fruit or of
roasted neat | asted for hours, or seened to. Orgasmns

seened to span both ends of eternity. Eternity, of course, in
reality had no begi nning or end—dnl ess you had taken in

afl atuk juice and somakatin snoke. Then you saw the start

and the finish of what could not be begun or finished.

Oe mght have tried the drugs just once or perhaps
several times and then quit. But these two had no bad
aftereffects, and he was told that they did not hook the user.

It was some tinme before he observed that the tribe's adults
did not have good nenories. Then Oe's wife had a

m scarriage, and he found out that mscarriages were rather
frequent. Though he noted these facts, he was not disturbed
much by them However, when he began missing his aim

whi | e hunting—he had al ways been a superb archer—he did

get alarmed. And when he began to forget significant itens,
he was even nore perturbed. But these nental upsets passed
with tine.

On certain days, the Poashenks traveled to other villages
of the super-tribe of Skwarmapenk for ritual festivals or just
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to have a good time. Ore saw that the five tribes neeting for
these occasions were equally hooked on aflatuk and so-

makat i n.
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It was not until the fifth festival that he felt a vague
alarm The revelation was slow in comng, but, when it did,
it jolted him though not strongly. Hooked. All the users of
the drugs were hooked, and that included hinself!

That night, despite the painful urgings to drink the juice
and snoke the bark, he resisted. Wthout saying good-bye
to anybody, he put out to sea in his dugout. Though he had
food and water, he did not take any of the drugs.

The next day, he regretted | eaving the aflatuk and

somakati n behind. Wiy had he been so stupi d? Before
nightfall, the craving was twisting his body with agony, and
his cries were swept away by the wind, heard only by

hinsel f and a few seabirds. He was being carried away from
the island, and he had no idea where other |and was.
WIllingly or not, he was taking the cold turkey cure.

Jim Ginmson al so suffered, agonized, and, figuratively,

bit his own wists and tore at his flesh with his fingers. He,
with Ore, screanmed, saw denons rising fromthe sea and

vast nmenaci ng ghostly figures | ooking down fromthe

clouds, and felt as if his flesh was gnawi ng into his bones
and spitting pieces out and the bones were trying to eat their
way through the flesh to his skin while being eaten by the

flesh.

Bet ween these tortures. Ore, hence Jim plunged into

abysmal depressions. Ore saw hinself sitting on the dugout
bow and grinning at him The strange thing about this vision
was that it told himthat, in sone perverted way, he was

enj oyi ng hi s depressions.

He cane close to leaping into the sea to end it all
Then, suddenly, he suffered no nore. The drugs had fled
his body. He was weak, gaunt, and thirsty fromnnot eating
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and drinking, but he had won one battle. No. He had won
the war. He swore that never again would he take any drugs.

Unfortunately, during his deliriums, he had thrown the
food and water supplies overboard. He now had a war
against thirst and starvation to wage. He woul d have | ost
this if a ship had not rescued him This, however, was
manned by sl avers. He was shoved into the hold and
manacl ed al ong with several hundred other unfortunates.

His captors were very tall nmen fromthe far east of the
| arge | andmass reported by the Poashenks. They were

| i ghter-skinned than the islanders and arned with stee

weapons. Their vessel was equipped with sails and with

oars to be used when the wind was |ight or nonexistent.

The slaver-pirates made two raids on a large island. Wth
the ship packed to overcapacity with slaves, they sailed for
three weeks northward. Ore survived the horrors of the

hol d. He was not sure that he would |ive through the

sl avehood itself. He was sold to a grower of a henplike
plant and put to work in the fields. The | abor fromdawn to
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dusk under the killer sun, the bad food, the unrenmitting
hum |i ation, and the busy whi ps of the overseers put a
heavy strain on his patience and tol eration

He knew what the penalty was for not obeying orders
conmpletely and industriously. He realized what tal king back
to the overseers or even being slightly surly would bring on
him He still had to control hinself with great effort. He
observed everything carefully, and he | ooked for ways and
neans to escape.

JimGinmson not only shared Ore's sufferings, he had his
own. He had stuck to Ore no nmatter what ordeals and
dangers the Lord went through. Wen the agoni es of

wi t hdrawal canme, they were too rmuch for Jim He chanted
the rel ease phrase. He remained in Oe's mnd. Horrified,
he tried again and again. He could not get |oose. Then he
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was swal l owed up in the self-rending and the brain-fever
ni ghtmare visions and deliriuns. He was too much Oe to
be Jim Ginson.

After the withdrawal agoni es were gone, Jimthought that
he coul d now spring hinself and return to Earth. But he
deci ded that he could hang on and in a little |onger. He
endured the slave ship because Ore did not find the ordea
unendurabl e. For the sanme reason, Jimstayed while Oe
was a plantation slave.

One day, he concluded that he had had too much too
|l ong. He woul d | eave. VWhen enough tine had passed for
the situation to change, he would return

Again, he was horrified because he could not tear hinself
away. Now, though, the ghostbrain was holding him It had
nmoved cl oser and had "seized" Jimw th phantom pincers.
Sonehow, Jimknew that it had put forth sonething simlar
to a crab's claws and cl anped them down on him

After that, the ghostbrain did nothing. It seemed content,
for a while, anyway, just to hold on to him Jimwas

anyt hing but content. He struggled. He chanted. He cried
aloud, figuratively, to a God he did not believe in. Al was

in vain.

Shortly after this. Ore rebelled. He had not planned to do

so; he just stepped over, or was forced to step over, his limt
of endurance. H s overseer, Nager, did not |ike any slave in
his gang, and he particularly disliked Oe. He nade fun of
Oe's white skin, spat on him |ashed himnore than he did

the other slaves and for |esser offenses, and al ways put Oe
on doubl e duty when that was needed.
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That late afternoon, just after Nager had told the water
bearer not to give Ore a drink because he did not | ook
thirsty. Ore reached out and lifted the whol e bucket to his
mout h. The next second, he was knocked down. Nager's

foot drove into his stomach. Then he brought the whip
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down on Ore's back. The young Lord took six |ashes before
he saw red. He junped up through the scarlet cloud that
seened to envel op everything, and he kicked Nager in the
crotch.

Bef ore the other overseers and sonme guards could get to
him Ore snapped Nager's neck

Despite his struggles, during which he killed a guard and
crippled an overseer, he was brought down to the ground.

The chi ef overseer, pale under his dark pignent, al npst
frothing at the nouth, ordered that Ore be beheaded at once.

The sl aves, having abandoned their duties to watch, had
formed a ring around Ore and the nmen who held him They
were a silent group, but their faces reveal ed their hatred.
There was not one anong t hem who woul d not have done

what Ore did if they had been able to do it.

Ore was on his knees, his trunk bent forward, his hands
gripped behind him his head pushed forward. The chi ef
overseer had unsheathed his | ong sword and was approach-
ing Ore. He was saying, "Hold himsteady! One cut, and
I"l'l take his head to the naster!"”

Jimwas nore than just terrified. If Ore died, he would
die. He was convinced of that. He screamed out the

rel easi ng phrase and made the nost violent nental effort of
his life, which lately had been filled with such.

He had the sensation of passing through a colorless void.
Not bl ack. Colorless. Cold burned him And he was back in
his room

Its lights were on. He was on his feet but bent over. His
hands were squeezing the neck of Bill Cranam a security
guard. Bill was on his knees, and he was bent backwards.
Hi s eyes were popping; his face was turning blue; his own
hands were cl anped on Jims wists.

Soneone was screaming at Jimto let |oose of Cranam
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CHAPTER 25

Two BLOAS OF a billy club on the backs of his el bows
paral yzed Jims arnms. Hi s hands fell away from Cranam s
neck. An arm cl anped down on his neck from behind.

Choki ng, he was dragged from Cranam and t hrown down
onto the floor. The other guard, D ck MDonrach, stood
over him holding his billy club high.
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"Don't move, damm you, don't nove!" MDonrach said
hoar sel y.

Despite this warning, Jimsat up. He was naked. Before
the last two entries, he had renoved his clothes. He had had
the idea, probably wong, that they interfered with the ease

of transition.

"What's going on?" Jimsaid hoarsely, |ooking up at
McDonrach. He felt his neck.

"W nade a surprise drug sweep," the guard said. "W
found you sitting in that chair; you didn't seemto hear us
We searched your room W found this!"
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He reached into his pocket and brought out a plastic bag
contai ni ng sonme bl ack capsul es. Triunphantly, he said,

" Uppers!"

Jimfelt dazed and stupid. He said, "They' re not mne! |
swear they're not mne!"

At the same time, he saw out of the coner of his eye
faces in the doorway. He turned his head. The doorway was
packed with patients in their pajamas and dressi ng gowns.
Sandy Melton | ooked very sad. G || nman Sherwood was

grinni ng.

Bill Cranam tenderly feeling his neck, staggered over to
McDonrach's side. Hi s voice was hoarse and squeaky.

"Jesus Christ, Ginmson! What got into you? | had a hel
of a time waking you up, and then you attacked nme! Wy?
Haven't we al ways been good buddi es?”

"I'msorry. Bill," Jimsaid. "I was still in ... that

other world. | mean, | wasn't all here. | didn't even know
what | was doing."

"Godami ghty!" MDonrach said. "I got blood all over

my shirt!"

Jimhad seen the stains, but they had not registered. He
was nunmb. He woul d have sworn that he had flushed the

bl ack beauties that Sherwood had gi ven hi m down t he
toilet.

"You got it when you grabbed Jim from behind," Bil
sai d. He went around Jimand stopped behind him

"Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! Your back's bleeding like a
stuck pig! How d you get those deep cuts? W never
touched your back, |I'lIl swear on a pile of Bibles!"

Jimcould feel now the agony of the whiplashes and the
wet ness and salty sting of the flow ng bl ood.
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He said, "I got them..."

He fell silent. How could he explain? For the nmoment, he
did not have to do that. Wat was really inportant was
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clearing up how the drugs got in his room That son of a
bitch Sherwood! He had to have sonething to do with it!
But why would he try to franme anybody? How had he done

it, if he had?

McDonrach, a big, burly, and huge-paunched mi ddl e-

aged man, led Jiminto the bathroom He stood Jimbefore

the mirror with his back to it. Jim tw sting his neck around
as far as he was able, could see his back in the glass. There
were at |east six long and deep cuts. These had been
inflicted on Ore by the overseer's whip. Yet they were al so
on his back. The bl ood was starting to cake.

"I''"ll clean you up," MDonrach said. "But don't nake

any sudden noves. | don't trust you."

"I'"'mnot crazy," Jimsaid. "I was just, well, imrersed,
really intoit. | didn't know what | was doi ng. But those
capsul es, Mac, they're not mne. Sonebody's trying to

frame nme."
"That's what they all say."

Mac used a towel to wipe the blood off, then washed the
cuts with soap and water and patted themdry with a paper
towel . After that, he applied rubbing al cohol to the wounds.
Jimclanped his teeth together hard but nade no sound.

"You'll have to go to the energency room for profes-

sional care," MDonrach said. He was grinning as if he
enjoyed hurting Jim "But | don't think those' re going to get
i nfected. Get your robe and slippers on."

"OK, " Jimsaid. "But | didn't buy those uppers or bring
them here. |I'minnocent."

"Nobody your age is innocent."
"A fucking philosopher!" Jimsaid, snarling.

The red haze that had surrounded Ore was now around

him He had thought that he could be cool and play it
cautiously and wi sely. But MDonrach's last remark trig-
gered the rage that Ore—that he—bore always wthin
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hinmself like a |lowgrade fever. Add to that the injustice of
bei ng accused of using drugs, and the fever boiled up into
a very high grade, indeed

He did not know what he had done to McDonrach. It may
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not have been he, it may have been Ore. Whatever he did

do, it was Ore's fighting skill that he had used. MDonrach
was |ying on his back on the green and white tile floor, now
touched with red splotches. He was unconscious, and bl ood
was flowi ng fromhis ear.

Ji m screamed, and he |unged out through the bathroom
door. He saw Cranam bringing the billy down against his
skul | . After that, blackness.

When he canme to his senses, he was on his back on a

table in the emergency roomon the first floor of the
hospital. Hi s back pained him but his head hurt worse.
Doct or Porsena, dressed in a checked wool en shirt and
Levi's, was talking to the intern on duty. Two uniformed
pol i cemen stood just inside the door. A few nminutes |ater,
they were joined by a plainclothes cop. She talked to the
two fuzz, then held a | owvoiced conference with Doctor
Por sena

Jimhad rolled onto his side but facing themto watch
them After a |lot of hand waving and head shaking by the
doctor and the cop, the doctor came over to Jim He said,
"How are you, JinP"

"' Excelsior!" Jimsaid. "And | don't nean the stuffing for
couches. "

Porsena smiled thinly. "Ever upwards! No need for nme to

tell you you're in a hell of a nmess. But | think we can work
things out, though that won't be just to nmake it easy for you
Rol|l over. | want to | ook at your back."

Jimdid so. Porsena whistled. "How d you get those?
They can't be self-inflicted?"
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"They are . . . in a way. They're Ore's wounds. He got
them froma sl ave driver he was uppity to."

"You have had stigmata, Jim"

Jimw shed that he could see Porsena's face. He said,
"Yeah, but | only had the bl eeding. Doctor. Never had the
wounds. My fl esh was unbroken. The bl ood just sort of
oozed out fromthe skin. Those are real cuts, deep. They
hurt, too. They're not psychol ogically induced, as you
shrinks say. You're not trying to invalidate ne, are you?"

"We'll talk about themlater. There's also the matter of
the drugs to investigate. | understand you claimthey were
pl anted. Meanwhile, you'll be kept down here overnight for
observation of a possible concussion. 1'lIl be up and around
for sone tine trying to find out what happened. Good

night, Jim"

Next afternoon, Jimwas back in his room H's cuts were
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covered with taped-down gauze, and they pained himfar

| ess than he had expected. Mybe, just maybe, he had
absorbed Ore's ability to heal wounds quickly. It did not
seem |l i kely, but anything was possible.

Jimdid some detective work of his own, though he was
restricted to his roomexcept for meals and the therapy
sessions. The Thorazi ne Doctor Porsena had prescribed for
hi m made hi mtoo conpl ai sant and fuzzy-nmi nded. Despite
this, he had little trouble figuring out what had happened
while he was in the Tiersian worlds. O, as everybody el se
believed, in a trance.

Sherwood' s connection was an attendant, Nate Rogers.

The patients knew this, but their "code" forbade themto
informthe staff. Jimhad seen Rogers pass drugs to
Sherwood only once, which was enough. Wat nust have
happened the ni ght before was that the drug sweep had
surprised Rogers. Panicked, he had ditched the drugs in
Jims room He could have done it easily, right in front of
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the patient. Jimwas out of this world—titerally. O course,
it was possible that Sherwood had done it out of spite.

Never mind the speculations. Get to the heart; bite down
on the jugular. Ore wouid do that. Hence, Jim Girnson
woul d do that.

It was not yet lunchtinme. Jimwal ked down the hall way,
greeting the few patients. No staff or nurses or attendants
were present to send himback to his room Nate Rogers, a
tall and well-nuscled but ugly man in his late thirties, was
| eani ng agai nst the door of the linen closet. He was
contenplating a cigarette in his hand as if wondering if he
should light up here or do it in the snoking | ounge. Wen

he becane aware that Ji mwas approachi ng, he sml ed.

"How s the boy, JinP"

"Not in a good npbod, you sneaky son of a bitch!"

Ji m grabbed Rogers, spun himaround, and pushed him

t hrough the door. Rogers stunbl ed ahead, trying to keep
fromfalling. Jimswtched on the light. The attendant
caught hinself on the far wall and spun around. He was
red-faced, and he | ooked nenaci ng.

"What the hell is this, shithead?"

Jimtold himwhat it was all about, though Rogers nust
have al ready guessed.

"You'll tell Porsena what you did or I'Il beat you into
doing it."

"What ? Are you crazy? Yeah, of course, you are! You're
all crazy as bedbugs!"”

"Don't forget that," Jimsaid. "W'll cut your throat if
you turn your back on us. | will, anyway. You comng with
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me to Porsena's office?"

"Shit!" Rogers said. "You got nothing, absolutely noth-
ing, on me! Get lost, punk, or I'll wipe the floor with you!"

“Your cliches could do that."
"What ? What's that?"
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"Listen," Jimsaid. "You won't believe ne, maybe, but
I know how to kill you in two seconds with ny bare hands."

"Bul I shit!" Rogers said, and he sneered. "Even if you
coul d, you wouldn't! You wanna go to prison for |ife?"

"I've seen you give Sherwood drugs,"” Jimsaid. "So've
a lot of other kids. If they think I've been franed, they'l

forget about this stupid code of silence. They'll stand up for
me. "
"Sure they will! In a pig' s ass! You think they want their

supply cut off?" ;

"There's only a few buying illegal drugs from Sher-
wood, " Jimsaid. "They'l|l be outnunbered. OK What |
about it? You got five seconds. One, two, three, four, fivel!" |

Rogers, swinging his fists, ran straight at Jim A second
|ater, he was flat on his back, his eyes glazed and his nouth
open. Jimwaited until Rogers had recovered his wits.

"I just clipped you on the chin," Jimsaid. "That didn't

do ny hand any good. Next time, | kick you in the belly or
ramthree fingers just under your heart and squeeze it unti
stops. | don't like to do this, Rogers. No, that's wong. |I'm
really enjoying this."

He was lying. It had suddenly occurred to himthat he
shoul d be doi ng sonmething tricky but nonviolent to get
Rogers to confess. Wasn't that what Ore would do? Maybe

he had, after all, done the wong thing. He m ght be making
this ness worse.

Too late now. H's course was set. No turning back

"So you can do all that?" Rogers said. "I'mjust staying

here on the floor until you leave. | night start yelling, too.
You think you're in trouble now? Wait and see what deep

shit you'll be in!"

The door swung open, its edge barely missing Jim He
stepped to one side and saw that Sherwood was st andi ng
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there, the door sw nging shut behind him The big bl ond
youth was blinking with surprise and al arm
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Jimstepped in behind himwi th his back to the door, now
closed. He said, "Going to nake a deal here, Sherwood? |
got one for you!"

Rogers had to have in his pockets the drugs that Sher-
wood was going to buy. Wthout thinking about what he

i ntended to do, Jimshoved the youth forward. |mrediately,
he opened the door, stepped into the hallway, slamed the
door shut, and | eaned hard against it. Sandy Melton was

com ng down the hall. He called to her to bring the security
guards.

"Tell them | caught Sherwood and Rogers in a drug
deal !'"
Sandy was confused.

"What? You're turning themin? But . . . I"
"I't"s ny ass or theirs," he said. "Get going!"
She cane back a minute later, followed by two day

guards, Elissa Radowski and Bee Vamas. Jimhad to strain

agai nst the door to keep Sherwood fromramming it open
He said, "Quick! Rogers and Sherwood were dealing in

there! | caught theml You better get in fast before Rogers
ditches the stuff!"

He stepped back, unl ocking and sw nging the door open
Sherwood fell through it onto his hands and knees. The
guards charged into the room Jimsaw Rogers with a plastic
bag in his hand. Evidently, he had just swallowed its
contents. Only a person in a mndless panic would do that.
And it did himno good. The guards pulled six other bags
fromthe inner pocket of his white attendant's jacket. Then
he was taken to energency, where his stomach was punped
before the downers killed him

Sherwood made a bad mistake while the guards were
taki ng Rogers away. He cane up off the floor and grabbed
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Jims testicles. Before he could squeeze them he was
knocked backward by the heel of a pal mslamed agai nst
his forehead. H s neck and back bent backward; he
screanmed with pain. Sone nminutes |ater, strapped down on
a guney, he foll owed Rogers to the enmergency room

Ji m stood against the wall, shaking his head and bl owi ng

out air. Again, the red cloud had settled over his m nd, and
he woul d have ki cked Sherwood in the ribs if Sandy Melton
had not clung to himwhile she screanmed at himto be cool,
for CGod' s sake

Doct ors Porsena, Tarchuna, and Scaevol a cane then
pushing through the crowd of patients and attendants. It
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took sonme time for themto quiet down and disperse all but
Sandy and Jimand nore tine to get their story.

After the questioning, Porsena ordered that Jimbe |ocked

in his room "Mainly to keep you out of trouble and to all ow
you to settle down," he said. "I'Il be seeing you when this
mess is cleared up. | don't want you meking still another."

The usual | y unfl appabl e psychiatrist was angry. H s set

face and his tone of voice nade that obvious. Ji mwent
unprotesting to his room That even Doctor Porsena was

upset with himinpressed himvery deeply. But Porsena did
not, as Jimhad expected, sunmon himto his office |ater
that day. He did give Jimanother Thorazine after ascertain-
i ng when he had taken the previous one.

The tranquilizer did not soothe Jim He becane furious,

t hen agoni zed with repentance, then furious again. |nstead
of going to bed after |ights-out, he paced back and forth in
his room freezing with msery, burning with rage.

218
CHAPTER 26

JIMWAS IN the psychiatrist's office for his private session-
A new framed paper with big fancy printed letters was
hanging on the wall. Jimcould not read it fromhis position,
but he supposed that it was a recent honor. The doctor had
nmore di pl omas and citations than a Hol | ywood nmagnate had

yes- nmen.

A new bust was on the top shelf in a comer. Below it

were the white, stony-eyed, and bushy-bearded busts of
some anci ent & eek and Roman phil osophers and statues of

a sitting Buddha and St. Francis of Assisi. Curious about
the addition, Jimgot out of his chair to look at it while
Porsena was still scribbling on a paper.

The face, except for the nustache, closely resenbl ed
Julius Caesar's bust. It was Doctor Porsena's. Below it was
i nscri bed: TO THE UNKNOWN PSYCHI ATRI ST.

Though Jimwas in no nood to |augh, he broke up. The
doctor had a hell of a sense of hunor, though it was usually
rather restrained and quiet.
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At the beginning of the session, Porsena had outlined the
"mess" Jimwas still in. His words were very rapid but
clearly articul ated and | acki ng pauses, al nost as fast as an
auctioneer's. He always spoke thus when he was dealing

with a subject that had to be di sposed of before the rea
busi ness, therapy, was gotten to.

Rogers had been allowed to quit his position wthout
bei ng charged with drug dealing. To get that, he had had to

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (149 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

make a full confession and to drop the charges of assault
and battery he had threatened to nake against Jim Gl man
Sherwood had al so not charged Jimwith assault and battery
and intent to kill. The doctor had nade it clear that, if he
did, he would be accused of dealing, too. Moreover, he

woul d be ki cked out of the project.

Sherwood was back in his roombut under strict proba-
tion. He walked with a stiff back, his neck hurt when he
turned it, and he kept out of Jinm s way.

Cranam and McDonrach had al so not pressed charges
against Jim They were in troubl e because Doctor Porsena
clainmed that they had mishandl ed the situation with Jim
Though they could continue to work as security guards,
they would not be attached to the nental ward.

"I believe firmy in giving a person a second chance," the
doctor had said. "In this case, you're getting one, too.
You' re as nuch on probation as the others. Now, | spoke of
your unusually vivid imagination. It has hel ped you
progress faster in your therapy than your fellow patients. |
don't want you to get a swelled head just because of that.
You were just lucky to have been bomwith it."

The doctor paused. Hi s blue eyes invoked i mages of the

Vi ki ngs of whom Jim s grandfather had told him The eyes
were those of Leif the Lucky, staring across the sullen and
dangerous sea which seenmed to go on forever. Somewhere,

beyond sone distant horizon, was undi scovered | and. Was
it too far away? Should he turn back to G eenl and?

Doct or Porsena's expression changed subtly. He had
made up his nmind. He said, "It's tine to begin shedding
Red Ore's undesirabl e characteristics."

Jimsaid nothing. He sat in the chair as rigidly, except for
the blinking of his eyelids, as if Porsena had di pped himin
a cryogenic cylinder.

Finally, the doctor said, "How do you feel about this?"

Jimshifted his buttocks, |looked at the ceiling for a
moment, and then licked his |ips.

"I ... 1"l admit I'mscared. | feel ... | feel as if
I've had a . . . a great loss. | don't know..."

"You know, " Porsena sai d.

"I's it really necessary? Aren't you rushing things? |'ve
just gotten into Ore. Jesus, how many days has it been since
it started? Not many!"

"The number of days in therapy is not significant. We're

not a penal institution. Wat counts is the rate of progress in
your therapy. And you need not be ashamed because you're
frightened. At this stage, every patient is panicked. |1'd be
very suspicious if your reaction was casual. |1'd wonder if

you were genuinely and deeply in Oe's persona. But |'ve

not the slightest doubt that you are.”
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"Too deeply?" Jimsaid.
"That remains to be seen.”

"What are his bad features?" Jimsaid |oudly.

"You tell me.
"I'"d rather go over his good features first."

"What ever order you desire. Before you do that, what are
your feelings, enotional and physical, just now? Besides
bei ng scared. "

"I feel better when |I'mtal king about what's good about
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Oe. My heart is still hamering hard, though. And ny
bowel s, they feel kind of greasy. | have to urinate, too.

"Can you hold it? O would you be too unconfortabl e?"

"I don't know," Jimsaid. "I guess so. It isn't as bad as
I thought a nmonent ago."

"Ore's desirable characteristics? Those you felt you
| acked or were too weak?"

"Listen!" Jimburst out. "I can't quit going into him He
needs nme! There's the ghostbrain! | got to get himrid of
that! If it takes over, he won't be Ore anynore! Not really!
I wouldn't want to enter that body if its mnd was no | onger
Oe's! 1'd hate that! Besides, what woul d be the point?"

He paused to swallow. His |ips and nouth were very dry.
"Besides, you aren't going to let nme enter again!"

"I didn't say that," the doctor said. "That's sonething
you assuned, and | want you to look into that assunption
When you know why, tell ne why you think I'Il make you
abandon Ore. That's what you think, isn't it? That you'l
have to give up Oe? But | haven't said you'll have to do
that. |1 don't want you to enter himfor sone tine, which
time will be determ ned by your progress. Later, you will
continue the entries. Now, what are his good traits?"

"Ah . . . undaunted courage. Determination that won't

stop. Ingenuity, using the materials at hand to attain his

goal. A burning desire to leamall sorts of things. Curiosity.

A great self-esteem Boy, do | wish | had it! Ability to adapt
to any situation, to get along with people, high or low, if it's
to his advantage. Patience of a turtle. But he's rabbit-fast
when he has to be."

"Anyt hi ng el se?"

"Well, there's his relations with his famly. Not all good,
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but he really loves his nother, though he gets nmad at her
because she doesn't stand up strongly enough or often
enough to his father. Still, she is strong. Also, Oe is crazy
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about his Aunt Vala. As for his relations with the natives,
especially his half sisters, he's never been cruel to them |
suppose you could say his seducing them knocking them

up, was not exactly Christian behavior. But he never forced
them and the natives think bearing a Lord's child is a great
honor. It sure nakes life in general better for them"

"What is your estinmate of your success in absorbing, as
it were. Ore's good characteristics? Have you been able to
rai se your own self-esteem for instance?"

"You're the one's supposed to judge things like that!"
"1'"m asking you."

"Well, | think I've got a |lot nore sense of nmy own worth
which is good. | nmean ... ny self-esteemis rmuch bigger
than it was. Better. Only ..."

"Only what ?"

"Is that self-esteemmne? O is it borrowed from Oe?

Am | still playing Oe when |'mon Earth, and is it going to
stick?"

"A person with genui ne self-esteem does not care what

people think of him" the doctor said. "He or she is his own
judge of self-worth. 1'd say that a true indicator of your
genui ne self-esteemis your behavi or when you're presented
with a problem You seemto take matters in your own

hands now. You don't nope around. You don't just w sh

you coul d do sonething about a situation but don't do it. Is
my observation correct?"

Ji m nodded, and he said, "Seens to be on the mark. |I'm
not as cowardly as | used to be. | don't think so, anyway."

"Per haps you were never as cowardly as you thought you
were? You fought the bully, Freehoffer, when you could
have wal ked away fromhim™

"Sure!" Jimsaid. "And have everybody thinking | had a
yell ow streak a mile wi de down ny back?"

"If that happened now, would you fight because you were
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more afraid of social condemnation than of physical vio-

| ence or because you just were not afraid of hinf? And you
thought that to continue to give in to his bullying was
wr ong?"
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"The latter, | suppose. How would |I know unless it
happened agai n?"

"It did happen again, in a sense. You did not have to be
pushed into a comer until you got so desperate you tackled
Sherwood and Rogers. As soon as you knew what the

situation was, you charged on in and solved it. You could

have done it differently and better. The point is that you did
it at once.

"Now | et's discuss Ore's undesirable characteristics.”

"That's easy. He's arrogant. But he can't help that. He's
been raised as a Lord. They think they're God' s chosen
peopl e, even though they don't believe in God. In fact,
they're the only people, so they think. OQher hunmans aren't
real people.”

"You're excusing him Do you think that arrogance is an
undesi rabl e characteristic? For you?"

"Yeah, sure. | don't want to be a big prick."

"I's Ore, as you say, a big prick? In the sense you nean,
that is?"

"Yeah."
"What el se?"

"Well, there's his cruelty. That seens to go along with

being a Lord. But in the beginning, when | was first in him
he did have sone conpassion. He got into trouble with his
father because he refused to kill his half-brother, even if he
was a |l eblabbiy. | don't think he's got any compassi on or
enpat hy left. Not nuch, anyway.

"Then there's his continual rage. Mst of the tine,
anyway. He's always mad. But it's because of the way his
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father treated himand his nother's failure to stop his father
fromgating himout to Antherma. Wiy did they do that to

their son? He was just not going to bow and scrape to his
father and kiss his ass all the tine and put up with Los's
uncal | ed-for blows and kicks and insults, that's all. O
course he was in a rage. You can't blane himfor that. |1'd

be nmadder than hell, too. So, is that bad?"

"We' ve di scussed appropriate anger and i nappropriate
anger," Doctor Porsena said. "You told ne that Ore was
considering using the destruction engine in Zazel's world to

destroy his own world. That would not only kill his father
Hi s nother, brothers, and sisters and several mllion natives
and, in fact, all living creatures in that world would die. Is

that appropriate revenge?"

"It was just a fantasy!" Jimsaid. "Hell, everybody has
fantasies like that! But they don't act them out! Besides, he
was going to rescue his nother and brother first!"

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (153 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

"And |l et everybody else die. As for these comon

fant asi es of revenge, those who have themusually don't act
themout. But Ore does. That is, he will if he goes back to

get the destruction engine. If he does get it, will he use it?"

"l hope not. That'd be horrible. But | won't know if he
will do that unless | reenter, will [?"

"You probably do know now," the doctor said. "But you
won't admt that you do. However, what would Ore have
done if he had been framed as you were?"

"The same thing,'
t hought he'd do."

Jimsaid proudly. "I did what |

"Wbul d he have assaulted the two guards? Not if he was
thinking as coolly as you say he does in nost situations. |
admt you were provoked. Not enough, in ny judgnent, to
react so violently. And do you think it was necessary to
assault Sherwood and Rogers? Coul dn't there have been

anot her way to expose then?"
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"Yeah, sure. If | snitched on them But 1 couldn't prove
anything just by telling the guards or you. | had to catch
themin the act. There was no other way. Anyway, |'d never
snitch!"

"You had exposed them But you hurt Sherwood."
"He attacked ne!"

"Your defense was nore |ike offense. A very violent
of fense."

"That's what Ore woul d have done!"
"Exactly. Was it appropriate for you?"

Jimfrowned and bit his lower Iip. Then he said, "You're
telling nme that acting like Ore then was wong behavior for
my situation.”

"I didn't tell you that. You told me. And . . . ?"

"OK. | see now. | hadn't sorted out what was appropriate
in Oe's behavior and what was inappropriate.”

"And for you."

The psychiatrist pursued the subject. Jimrealized that
Doct or Porsena was being a guide who let his client nake
his own nap as they travel ed. But he could not anticipate
the direction in which the guide was taking him

At the end of the session, the doctor told Jimto get, each
day, the prescribed anmount of Thorazine fromthe phar-
nacy.

"You'l| be onit for a while. Not very |ong, perhaps.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (154 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:33 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

Meanwhil e, you are not to reenter. I'Il tell you when you
can do that. | want you to have tine to eval uate your
experiences and your feelings about them Then we'll talk
about reentry. | stress strongly, and | know what |'m doi ng,
that you do not use your tragil until | say you can. No

[ aunch until the nmental weather is good, right?"

"OK. | hear you loud and clear."
When Ji m stepped out into the hallway, he was suddenly
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in a bright light. He could not tell Doctor Porsena what the
I'ight had revealed to him He would be very al armed and
woul d take neasures that Ji mwould not |ike. Maybe,

though, the doctor already suspected the truth.

Jimwas addicted to being Oe.
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CHAPTER 27

i HERE WERE SEVERAL itens that neither the doctor nor Jim
had mentioned. One was that Jimdid not have to worry
about Ore having been beheaded by the slavedriver. After
all, had not Farmer witten that the young Lord, now known
as Red Oe, was alive in the mddle twentieth century
A.D.? Thus, Jims worry that Ore mght be killed was

unf ounded. Knowi ng this, why was he so concerned?

Anot her itemwas the discrepancy between Farner's

account of the Lords and Jims direct know edge of them In
the World of Tiers series, Vala was sister to Rintrah and
Jadawin. In the real worlds of the Lords, Vala was sister to
Enitharnon, Ore's nother. Rintrah was the second child of
Los and Enitharnon and was Ore's younger brother

After sone thought about this, Jimhad concluded that
Farmer's know edge was fragnmentary or received through a
filter which let sone but not all information through

Doctor Porsena and his staff believed, though they had
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.never said so to the patients, that the Wrld of Tiers series
was pure fiction. Jimknew better. Farmer was said to have
had some genui ne nystic experiences, and he nust have

been or maybe still was a receiver of a sort. Sonehow,

i mpressions of the Lords' worlds had been transmitted to
him Their light had cone to himthrough a glass darkly by

i nteruni versal psychic vibrations or other neans. But he did
not always have their exact frequencies, and "static"
interfered with his reception. Thus, he could be expected to
receive not quite accurate nmessages. Al so, since he was
witing what nost people thought was fiction, he could

make up stuff to fill in the cracks, as it were.
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Nevert hel ess, despite some errors in chronol ogy and
identification. Farmer's WOT arrows were usually in or
near the bull's eye. Also, some Lords whom Ji m knew or
knew about were not necessarily those of whom Farner
wote. They could be descendants of the originals or their
rel atives. How nmany Robert Smiths and John Browns living
inthe fifteenth century had numerous descendants in the
twentieth century? Los, Tharmas, Oe, Vala, Luvah, and

ot her names coul d be, though not conmon, not rare.

Jim had nore urgent problens than these. Since he was on
probation, he had to control his "antisocial" behavior. That
becane increasingly difficult because of his nmounting grouch-

i ness and quick-to-ignite tenper. He was hooked on Ore, and,
since he could not enter him he was suffering wthdrawal
synptons. |If his brain could have teeth, they would ache. If

it had a nose, it would drip and sniffle. If it had a voice, it
woul d be pl eadi ng, between screans, for a fix.

However, he was able to tenper his tenper sonewhat with

a technique Oe used. It seenmed to Jimto be sinmilar to sone
Yogi ¢ nental techniques he had read about. But it could be

| earned nmuch nmore quickly. After all, the Lords had had nany
t housands of years to perfect it. Though it was not able to
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di ssipate the withdrawal effects, it did dilute the pain and

irritability. The technique was like lifting now and then the
cover on a boiling pot to let out some steam Meanwhile, Jim
managed to keep fromsnarling at and insulting people.

He did feel a little better when Ms. Wzak phoned to
reaffirmher invitation for himto live at her house while he
was an outpatient. At Samis funeral, Ms. Wzak, sobbing,

had enfolded Jimin her arns and prom sed himthat he

woul d have a place he could call home. Despite her grief,

she had also told himthat he would have to obey her rules.
No drugs, no snoking in the house, no foul or blasphenous

| anguage, strict attention to his school work, daily bat hing,
punctuality at nealtimes, no | oud nmusic, and so on.

Jim had prom sed that he woul d do as she wanted. He did
not think that he woul d have nuch trouble. He had
progressed greatly in outward behavi or—except for the
present w thdrawal synptons—and he coul d keep his
"antisocial" thoughts to hinself while around her

Hi s el ation about Ms. Wzak's offer was quenched the

next day. Hi s nother phoned that she was visiting himthat
eveni ng. He expected her to tell himexactly what she did
tell him Hi s parents were |eaving for Texas in five days.

He felt tears rising; his heart seenmed to fall in on itself.
Though he had toughened hinself for this monent, or

t hought he had, he was badly hurt. But he succeeded in

closing the valves on the tears. He was not going to |let her
see himcry. He did not want her to tell his father that he was
so deeply affected. Eric Ginmson would rejoice at the
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t hought that his son was a sissy.

Jimdid not ask why his father was not there to face him
He knew why. The cowar d!

Eva Ginson, sobbing, left him She pronised that she
woul d send noney for his hospital insurance. Al so, she was
sure that she could send noney for clothing, school books,
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and ot her necessities. His father would find a good job, but
Jimwoul d have to be patient.

"I'"l'l be patient forever," he called to her as she stunbl ed
to the elevator. "It'Il be forever before | conme to Texas
Maybe 1'Il cone before then if ny father dies!"

That was cruel. Not cruel enough for himin his present
nmood.

A few nminutes |ater, as he wal ked down the hal |l way

toward his room he was stopped by Sandy Melton. She was
very happy though not superexcited. Her mani ¢ phases had
been toned down by her therapy. Besides, this time, there
was a reason for her happi ness. She had gotten a letter from
her father which she wanted to read to Jim

Ordinarily, he would have been glad to share her joy. It
angered himjust now to see soneone el se happy.

Nevert hel ess, he mastered his inpatience.

"Daddy's going to get a job here at his headquarters

company! Listen! 'Dear Sandy, ny favorite daughter.' He's

only got one child, me, you know. 'As |'ve told you far too
many tines, I'mtired of traveling-sal esman jokes, and |I'mfed
up with being one." He neans with being a sal esman, not a
joke. 'l wouldn't mind so nuch if | was a great traveling

sal esman. But | just can't hope to ever be in the sanme class
with St. Paul of Tarsus, who's maybe the greatest of all,
Genghi s Khan, who sold death to mllions of slaughtered
peopl e, the man who sold refrigerators to Eskinos, and Wllie
VWhat's His Nane, Arthur MIller's salesman, great only in his
struggl e against failure. Anyway, |'ve been offered the posi-
tion of sales supervisor at ny favorite cold heartless corpora-
tion, Acne Textiles. Do you think I"'mgoing to turn it down
for any ethical, noral, philosophical, or nonetary reasons?
Thi nk again! So, ny darling daughter, 1'll be crossing the
Rubi con, burning ny bridges behind me, and stornming the

breach once again, the latter being, namely, your nother, poor
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wretch. Wiether or not it's high noon or mdnight dreary, she
and | are having a showdown. ['I|l be in a position to support
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her on separate naintenance or a divorce, whatever God and
her evil tenper decide.'"

Sandy jumped up and down, the letter fluttering in her
hand |ike a flag of victory.

"Isn't he great? Isn't he marvel ous? | know what he has
in mnd. Divorce! He nust've got over his guilt about her,

wish | could but I will, and he's going to be home nights,
and I'Il be there!"
Ji m hugged Sandy, then said, "I just have to go."

"But | want to cel ebrate!"”

"Dam it. Sandy! | don't want to hurt your feelings, but
I can't stand it! I'msorry. I'll see you later!"

He strode away. His tears were going to stream before he
got to his room Sandy called after him "If there's anything
I can do to help, JinP"

Her sympathy and care touched the lachrym c button. He

began to weep and sob. He ran to his room slanmred the door
shut behind him and sat down to let his grief flow He would
have |iked to throw hinself on the bed and press his face into
the cover. He did not do that because that was what a wonman
woul d do.

In the midst of the outpouring of tears, that thought cane
to him And that set up a domno effect sonewhere in his
brain. The last thought to be bunped out—the others
toppled in the dark—was the advice his grandfather, Ragnar
Gi nsson, had once given him

"It's a peculiarity of the Norwegian culture and of the
English and Anerican, too, that nmen are not supposed to cry.
Stiff upper lip and all that. But the Vikings, your ancestors,
Jim cried like wonmen in public or privately. They soaked their
beards with tears and were not one bit ashaned about it. Yet,
they were as quick to draw their swords as they were to shed
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tears. So, what's all this crap about nen having to bold in their
sorrow and grief and di sappoi ntnent? They get ul cers and

heart danage and strokes because of the stiff upper lip, don't
you know, old bean, old chum old chap?"

Oe, like nost Thoan nmales, was a stoic in certain situations
and a weeper and groaner in others. If he was in physical pain,
he did not show it. But when joyous or grief-stricken, he could
howl , weep, and carry on as nuch as he wi shed.

The latter behavior seemed to Jimto be a desirable character
el ement. However, in this Earthly time and pl ace, he woul d be
regarded as a weak sister if he incorporated that part of Oe's
persona. \Whatever strength of character he had absorbed from
the young Lord, he was not strong enough—-as yet, any-

way—to ignore others' opinion about this trait.

By the tinme for group session, he had gotten over nuch of
his grief and anger. At least he felt as if he had, but he knew
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that strong enotions were sneaky things. They hid, and then

t hey popped out when sonething opened the gate for them At

the nmonent, he was thinking that, if his parents had deserted
him they had done so under duress. They shoul d get away
fromhere so that they could clinb out of the poverty pit. It was
really not their fault that he was unable to cone with them

Well, it was partly their fault. But what else could they do?

And he was strong enough to take care of hinself—after the

t herapy was conpl ete.

It would be hard to tackle his studies now and hope to
graduate from hi gh school with at least a B-mnus or C plus
average. Going to college and supporting hinself while
striving to get good grades would be even nore difficult.
But he could do it. OQhers |less equipped with will and
intelligence had done it.

That thought surprised him Jesus, Mary, and Joseph! What
had happened to hin? Not so |ong ago, he had believed that he
was too dunmb to earn, really earn, graduation from high
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school . Suddenly, he was going to go to college and do well at
it. He was even eager to plunge into his studies.

Strange sea-change, he thought. Metanorphosis. The
cockroach had turned, seeningly overnight, into a human

bei ng. Maybe not a hi gh-class human but a better class than
he had been. He owed that change to Ore. No. Utimately,

he owed it to Doctor Porsena, The Shaman, The Sphi nx.

But the psychiatrist would tell himthat Jim Ginson owed
the change to hinmself. Though he had gotten hel p, he had
done what no one could do for hinself.

Feeling high, he went to the session to tell the thirteen
ot her nenbers just how good he felt and why he was on the
Yel |l ow Brick Road and the rai nbow was just around its
bend. Today, though, mpst of the Tiersian Misketeers, as
they called thensel ves, were also in a m|d manic phase.
MIld was a relative word. Conpared to their gl oonmy and
hopel ess nood when entering therapy, mld was wild.

They were so eager to talk that Doctor Scaevola, the

group | eader, had a hard tine keeping order. Part of his
difficulty sprang fromtheir attitude toward him Though he
was ent husi astic about Tiersian therapy as an "as-if" or
fant asy-usi ng techni que, he obviously did not believe that
their trips were real. H s tone of voice and facial and body
| anguage betrayed his incredulity.

According to one patient, Mnique Bragg, who had been

filling in as an office clerk now and then, she had overheard
Porsena and Scaevol a argui ng about the concept of parallel
worl ds. Porsena had not said that there were such things.

But he had mmintai ned that recent speculation in theoretica
physics indicated that parallel worlds were possible. Scae-
vol a had been outright scornful of this.
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Scaevol a al so had some trouble relating to juveniles, or
anyone else, addicted to rock nusic. He liked only Italian
opera and cl assi cal conposers.
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Scaevola finally quieted the group down. Brooks Ep-

stein, eighteen years old, spoke first. He was tall and rangy
and had a Lincol nesque face. Hi s voice enbarrassed him
because it was so thin and shrill. It was not fitting for a
| awyer or surgeon. Despite this, his parents wanted himto
be one or the other. Brooks adnmtted that these professions
wer e reasonabl e and desirabl e—+f you cared for them But

he passionately desired to be a baseball player. He had told
his parents that he would go to college and then Harvard i f
he failed to becone a nmajor |eague player. That had not
satisfied them But he had held out against them and al so
agai nst his fiancee, who was wholly on their side.

Wil e the argunent was ragi ng and Brooks was becom ng

nmor e despondent but increasingly stubborn, his father had

killed hinmsel f. Though the cause seened to be the failure of

his hardware store chain and an inevitably fatal case of

myel oma cancer. Brooks was devastated with guilt. Hs

abandonment of the Jew sh faith had enraged and hurt his

parents and deeply shaken his fiancee. H s nother had never

said openly that his father's worry about this had brought on

hi s bankruptcy and cancer, but it was evident that she believed it.

Attendi ng Harvard had then becone an inpossibility.

Br ooks was happy about this, though at the same tinme he
felt guiltier. Then a rich uncle in Chicago had offered to
finance his studies in whatever university Brooks sel ected.
The catch was that he return to his faith and get either a
| egal or nedical degree. H's nother and fiancee had pressed
himhard to accept the offer. They were as relentless as
hungry v/olves circling an elk fl oundering in deep snow.

One night. Brooks went ape, as he put it. Using his

basebal | bats, he had broken furniture, expensive art ob-
jects, and wi ndows. Wrse, he had threatened to bash in the
skul'l's of his nother and fiancee. The police had haul ed him
away. After failure with Freudian, Jungian, and Sullivanian
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therapists and a stint at Est in California, he had ended up
in the care of Doctor Porsena

The persona he had chosen was that of the Yidshe knight,
Baron funem Laksfal k. The baron was a character in the first
book of the series. He lived in the Drachel and der of the

t ower - of - Babel - shaped pl anet ruled by Lord Jadawi n. Though
this was inhabited by creatures Jadawin had made, it was al so
popul ated by the descendants of people from Earth. Jadaw n,
as consci encel ess as any Thoan, had abducted some groups of
medi eval CGermans and German Jews and gated themto his
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wor |l d. These had twoseparate feudal societies which Jadawi n
had encouraged to resenble those found in the Arthurian tales.
In the first book of the series, the wandering kni ght, funem
Laksfal k, had fallen in with Kickaha and WIff after a joust.
He had died fighting bravely by Wl ff's side agai nst a band of
savages. But Brooks chose to enact his adventures during the
years before funem Laksfal k's | ast stand.

Brooks Epstein reported that, as of today, his heavy

burden of guilt and anger seemed to be lighter. This was
because he knew that the baron, should his father die,

woul d not suffer guilt if he was not responsible for it. He,

Br ooks, had not caused his father's bankruptcy, cancer, or
sui ci de. Therefore, he should not suffer fromguilt. Despite
his rationalizing, he was still suffering. But he felt that he
woul d get over that.

As for his profession, he still intended to becone a
basebal | pitcher. It was not a crimnal |line of work, which
was nore than you could say for that engaged in by many

| awyers and doct ors.

After Brooks had narrated the previous night's adventure,
the group tal ked about how they felt about the Yidshe baron
and how they woul d have altered his situation. Jimwas
aware that Doctor Porsena and his assistants were interpret-
ing the remarks as they applied generally to the group. He
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guessed that, later in therapy, they would interpret these as
they applied to the individuals uttering them

It seemed to himthat the Wrld of Tiers was being used

as a sort of communion. The patients had very personal —

i di osyncratic?—and uncontrol | abl e del usi ons, unrealistic
desires, and hallucinations of various degrees. But all now
shared in this conmunion, the Tiers series. They were
headi ng toward each ot her, converging, drawn together |ike
flies scenting honey. And they were unconsciously nodi -
fying their views of the Lords' worlds, shaping theminto a
dimy seen common world. Its shape would be realized

when they were well advanced in therapy. They woul d

know then that they had torn apart their owm little boats and
put the pieces together as a |large ship.

Maybe he was just allow ng his inmagination, not to nention
his metaphors, to run away with him In any event, he sensed
that the therapy was working well for npbst of them However,
the world he entered. Ore's world, was not fantasy. It was as
real as this one. More real, in sone respects.

The next to speak was fourteen-year-old Ben Ligel. He had

had sonme hal | uci nati ons when he was on drugs and just as

many as when off. The prinmal loner, his main problemwas his
cl ose-to-panic unease in unfamliar situations or when with
anybody but a few close friends. Now, he was not, nost of the
rime, unbearably unconfortable when with his fellows. But

when the tines came that he could not stand being too close to
others, he escaped to the other worlds.
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To do this, he put a Tiers book on his head and used it as
a "gravity gate." Headfirst, he was pressed down into the
pocket universe he had chosen. Sinultaneously, gravity
pul l ed the book downward on that part of his body still on
Earth. When the cover of the book reached the floor, he
would find hinself in the other world.

Ben stayed there until the "latent tug of gravity" pulled him
237
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back to Earth. He was always refreshed by the voyage, and he
was able to endure the "social pressures" for some tine.

Third to speak was seventeen-year-ol d Kathy Mi danoff.

She was not backward in telling the group that she had been

di agnosed as having a borderline personality disorder, gender
confusi on, and nynphonmani a. Though she had, so far, been

chaste while in the hospital, she did get sexual relief through
erotic dreans. She would put a Tiers book close to her head

and another on her crotch. Then, alnobst always, she would
dream of sex with a male or fenal e character. She had just
entered a phase of therapy in which she was bei ng taught how
to control her dreans. Jimwas astute enough to guess that the
staff was not doing this just to enable her to enjoy the dreans
better. The process had sonmething to do with getting her to
control her delusions. Then, these would gradually be stripped
from her through other techniques.

Jimhad not nentioned that he was master of the controlled
dream techni que. He did not, however, require book aids.

VWiile in Oe, he had | earned through himhow to prefabricate
dreans. Now, when Jimslept, he used these controlled wet
dreans to relieve hinself. They were much nore satisfactory
than masturbation. "Look, Ma, no hands!" Their danger was

that the dreaner could becone addicted to them In tine, he or
she woul d regard fl esh-and-bl ood | overs as cumnbersone,

ti me-wasting, and unnecessary.

Jimhad noted that Ore's partners in the dreans were
usual ly his aunt, Vala, and his nother, Enitharnon.

Quite often, Jimalso put the wonen, |ovelier than Hel en
of Troy or Vivien Leigh, in his programmed ni ght visions,
sonetines at the same tinme. That it was incest, though
secondhand, was the dressing on the sal ad.

Early that night, Jimmade a decision that he knew m ght
ruin everything for him He could not help it. H's own
argunents against the idea did not help himresist it. He
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woul d be di sobeying Porsena's orders. He did not want to
do that. Yet, he would.

At ten minutes to eight, he passed through the bl ack hol e
in the center of the tragil. Despite Porsena's forbidding it,
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he planned to enter Ore. Not just once but many tines
during this night. And, since he dare not journey every
ni ght +oo nuch danger of being caught —he woul d com
press the many into a single night.

Fromten mnutes to eight in the evening to six in the
morning would give himtine to hurl hinself over spans of
many years.

What had he read when in M. Lunmis class? It was from
the poet, WIIliam Bl ake.

"Hold infinity in the pal mof your hand/And eternity in
an hour."

He woul d not go so far as to say that he would tine-hop,
via Oe, through eternity in one night. But he would try to
squeeze into ten hours as many slices of eternity as he
coul d.

Just before he started chanting, he saw Porsena's face. It
was di sapproving and sad. The chanting faltered and al nost
faded away into silence. But Jimfelt a stronger pull. Oe
and the exotic worlds behind the walls of Earth punched
through the bl ack hole and shattered Porsena's face. Its
fragnments flew away and Jimflew through the fragnents
into the tragil like a Wrld War Il bonber through flak

Suddenly, he was in intense pain. He screamed voice-

|l essly. Ore, however, was grinding his teeth together and
was not even noani ng softly. He would not give his father
any satisfaction fromhearing himcry out.

Ore was stretched out against a cross. His feet rested on
the ground, but his hands were nailed to the horizonta
arms. He did not think he could endure the agony for

anot her second. Yet, he did.
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NOT so JIM He had suffered enough with and through

Ore. Enough was enough and nore than enough. Despite

this, he managed to hang on for a mnute. Ore was high on
the side of a mountain. Far far below, at the foot of the
mountain, was a broad |lake fed by a river. On the | akefront
was CGol gonooza, the new pal ace of Los, the City of Art. A
river ran on its far side. The buildings were of varicol ored
metal, soft looking and all rising fromthe ground at a gentle
angl e and then becom ng steeper, but never entirely verti-
cal, until they got to perhaps a thousand feet. After that,
they went straight up for many hundreds of feet, then |eaned
outward. They seened to nelt into each other at various

| evel s. Green, scarlet, orange, and | enon-col ored vegeta-
tion grew on many of these. Miuch of this consisted of trees,
sonme of which grew at right angles to the vertical surfaces
of the buil dings.

Los had been working on the city-palace, on and off, for
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several centuries. He planned it to be the nost magnificent
of Thoan structures, greater than Urizen's Insubstantia
Pal ace.

Los had caught Ore just after he had entered a gate into
this world. Yesterday, he had crucified his son despite

Eni t harnon' s desperate pleas. Los was about to drive in the
second nail hinself when he was attacked by her. Before

she had been knocked out, she had clawed his face bl oody.
Now, Ore's nother was inprisoned sonmewhere in Gol go-

nooza.

Unable to withstand the pain any | onger, Jimchanged the
mantra, and he was back in his room The tine was still ten
mnutes to eight. The minor hand had noved an al nost

i mpercepti bl e degree. Shaking fromthe ordeal, he got a
drink of water in the bathroomand rested in the chair for a
while. Then, sharply aware that he was |losing tine and he
had many trips to go, he began droni ng, "ATA MATUVA

M MATA!'" This time, the chant did not have to go on so

| ong. Seven repetitions hurled himthrough the black hole.
The next time, he was sure, it would only take five. The trip
after that would need only three. The remaining trips would
continue to take three. He did not know why. It just was that
way.

Hs time target was a year later. He landed in Oe in a
situation which woul d once have enbarrassed him But he

had been in the young Lord in too many simlar circum
stances to be taken aback. Ore was nmaking violent love to

his aunt Val a. That, apparently, was how she desired it. A
gentle | over was not for her. Jimwas caught up in the raging
mael strom of lust and had no tine or inclination to think
about the surroundings. Not until both were spent was Jim
able to do anything on his own. Though al so suffering the
effects of the "little death,” as some called postcoita
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| assitude, he was lively enough to note the i mediate
envi ronment .

The two Lords were in a magnificently furni shed bed-

roomas large as a mansion. The walls and the pillars

crawl ed with changing colors. The wi ndows were tw ce the

size of a football field. They, too, bore shifting colors, tints,
and hues. Now and then, they becane transparent. Then,

Jimcould see a black sky with many stars. Later, the top of

a planet cane into view. As Jimdiscovered after a while
fromOre's and Vala's conversation, they were in a satellite
with a figure-eight orbit.

They had fled through various universes after Vala had
rescued Oe fromthe cross. They did not go to the world of
Luvah, Vala's husband, because Luvah and Vala had split i
up. Unlike nost Lords, Luvah had not killed his spouse but |
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had all owed her to try her luck at dispossessing another |
Lord of another world.

Los, like a hound of heaven, had dogged his son and i
sister-in-law as they passed through gate after gate. Then
they had been separated—they did not say why—and Ore '~
had gone on. But they had found each other after nany
adventures. This world was—had been—El | ayol 's. After
getting through several gates set with many traps. Oe and

Vala had killed Ellayol, his wife, and his children

This news deeply disturbed Jim The Lords were so
mur derous, and Ore seened to have | ost whatever humane
feelings he had once had.

Vala and Ore had gated to this satellite to enjoy a |lovers
vacation. Shortly after learning this, Jimwas on fire with
the sane flanmes burning in the two. There was anot her rest,
and then they were at it again. This went on and on with not
much tal k between the bouts nor many thoughts about the
past. Wien they started to gash each other with their
fingernails and to lick each other's bl ood, Jimloosed
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hi nsel f. Not, though, before "touching" the ghostbrain.
Jimstill did not know if the thing had distenanted Oe's
intelligence or was taking it over as slowy as sone cancers
ate up a body. What made hi m "shudder" when he touched

it was that it touched hi mback. Sonething had definitely
though briefly put its "finger" on him Jimhad been shot
with loathing then. Yet, he had had the feeling that there
was sonething vaguely famliar about it.

After returning to his room Jimrested a few ninutes.
Faintly through the wall on one side cane the sound of a girl
sobbi ng. Through the other wall Jim Mrrison shrieked the
words of "Horse Latitudes" while The Doors banged,

twanged, and pounded. The lyric was one of Jims favor-

ites, true poetry, he thought. He had not heard this 1967 hit
for a long tine, but Mnique Bragg liked to tune in the

"CGol den O di es" program

Jimsighed. He did not want to put off reentry. For the
monent, he was too wung out by the sexual frenzies to
start chanting again. Though he had not exerted hinself
physically in a direct sense, his role as a not so innocent
byst ander had worn himout. He now knew all there was to
know about tender |ove, |learned while Ore was naking | ove
to the native woman. He al so knew too nuch of viol ent

| ove, as denonstrated by Vala and Ore. Though his erotic
adventures had been few on Earth, he, as Ore, had had
enough to make Casanova and Henry MIler | ook Iike
bunbl i ng | overs.

More m nutes passed. Finally, he shot hinself through

the black center. His target was six years later. Surely, this
time. Oe would be in a relatively happy situation. Statis-
tically, there were bound to be such
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By Shambarimems Horn! Ore was back in a suite in his
father's original city-palace. No one else was in it, and no
sound cane through the heavily barred and open w ndow.
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He had been captured again while trying to make his way
through the city of Col gonooza, the killing of Los his goal
Val a had gated out to sonewhere. That was seven nonths

ago. And he, Ore, had been taken to his chil dhood hore,
the pal ace of the clouds, and inprisoned there.

Jimwas shocked to find out that that was not all Los had
done to his son. Oe's body felt peculiar. It had nuscles it
had never possessed, and its | egs and feet were nunbed past
feeling, and it noved in a frightening and strange manner

Then Jimsaw Ore's reflection in a towering mirror. H's
surprise and horror were so intense that he came close to
tearing | oose and returning to Earth. The naked body of the
Lord was, fromthe genitals upward, just as it had been. But
the I ower part was a serpent's. Ore had no | egs. He was

joined to a gigantic snake's body fifty feet long, its scales a
bright green. At regular intervals, the green bore five-

angl ed scarlet patches. Ore's torso was held upright by the
powerful forward part of the reptilian body. He noved

across the floor as a python noved.

He had become an ophidian centaur, half-man, half-
snake.

Ji m knew enough of Thoan science and history to know

who had brought about this netanorphosis. Los, instead of
killing his son, was torturing himagain. He had used the
bi ol ogi cal know edge and neans still available to the Lords
to make this nonster. H's son's | egs had been | opped off,
and he had been fleshily welded to a headl ess snake.

Sonetinmes, Los cane to this now deserted pal ace to

mock and to jeer at Ore. He had told his son that

Eni t hannon was back with him After their reconciliation,
they had had three nore children. These were Vala, naned
after the aunt because Enithannon desired it, Pal amabron,
and Theotornon. Al had been bonme by surrogate nothers.
Ore had been the only one Enithannon had carried. She had
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wanted to experience natural childbirth at | east once. That one
ti me had been enough to di scourage her from having nore.

"However, | have learned ny | esson," Los had said.
"From now on, as soon as the children becone adults, | will
send themon to other worlds. Sone of these will be
unoccupi ed by Lords, their masters or m stresses having
been slain. On others, ny children will have to test their
wits and agility against the rulers."

Eni t hannon di d not know that her son was being held
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prisoner or that he had become a nonster. Los had told her
that he had | earned that Ore was safe in the world of
Manat hu Vorcyon. That anci ent wonan had adopted him

and he was continuing his education in her peaceful

uni verse. Someday, Los would pernit Enithannon to visit
Oe. That would have to be a long time from now, though.
It woul d happen when the passionate hatred of Los and Ore
had cool ed down.

Meanwhi | e, Los was keepi ng Enithannon busy wth
raising children—with the hel p of many servants.

Oe did not knowif his father was telling the truth or not.
It was possible that his mother was still inprisoned or had
been nurder ed.

Ji mtouched the ghostbrain again and was touched back
It definitely had becone | arger.

He decided to stay with Oe for a while. He was

fascinated with the study of the conjunction of nan and
snake. The first thing he noted was the connection of the
circulatory systens of the two bodies. The reptile was

war m bl ooded, which neant that it was not really a reptile.
Its body had been nmade in Los's |aboratory to neld with
Oe's, which required that the sane kind of blood run
through it. The serpent body had its own heart since the
human heart al one could not have punped nearly enough

bl ood for the i mense bul k.
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The front end nerged with the human part just bel ow

Oe's anus and his genitals. But he was spared the humli -
ation of having to excrete on the back of the serpent and
befouling hinself. The food he ate went through intestines
in his stomach and then was shunted to the ophidian's
stomach. Part of his urine had to go through his own urinary
canal ; nost of it went through the serpent part.

To stay alive and healthy, he was forced to eat and drink
huge quantities. If he tried to starve hinself to death, he would
suffer not only his own hunger pangs but the serpent's.

"Met aphorically, you' ve al ways been a snake," Los had
said. "Now, you're netaphor and reality conbined."

"A snake who can bite!"™ Ore had how ed. "A serpent
who can crush you!"

H s father had | aughed. Then he had said, "Wen | catch

Vala, 1'll nake her into a fit mate for you. | look forward to
wat chi ng you two coil ed together while making snaki sh

love. Trying to do it, anyway. That'll be a sight never seen
before!"

Oe did not reply. He did not wish Los to know how
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much he | onged for conpani onship, especially fenale,
especially Val a's.

Escape seened to be inpossible. Trap-beset gates were

just beyond the single door and the four w ndows. Los

never entered the room though he sonetinmes opened the

door to jeer at his son. Usually, he talked to Oe froma TV
wal | -screen. He |liked waking Ore up in the mddle of the
night. Ore did not becone angry about this. The time of day
or night neant little to him and he wel comed the sound or
sight of a human being, even of his father. O course, he
woul d not |et Los know that.

Three nonths after capture. Ore's two bodies broke out in
j ewel s.
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CHAPTER 29

/\T FIRST, ORC thought that he was suffering froma carbun-
cul ar infection. Hard nodes sprang up nushroomsw ft on

bot h bodi es, though his face and neck were free of them They
itched intensely, and the thin skin over the hard swellings
broke at the slightest scratch. Alittle bl ood but no pus flowed
fromthe ruptures. The broken skin reveal ed a many-faceted
substance that was rubbery in its initial stages. Then it becane
as hard as a gem The growths could be of any color or shade.

Oe realized that he was not infected with any ordi nary

di sease. The Thoan were imune to pinples and boils or, in
fact, any skin infection. Los must be responsible for the
out br eak

In a week's time, the swellings had grown | arger. They

were the size of a walnut and nmuch harder than the shell.

The skin over them stretched wi thout breaking. After the
first three days of growh, they had ceased to make the skin
itch. Ore had quit scratching, and the cuts made by his nails
had heal ed within five hours.
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Fortunately, the swellings had not appeared on the
under si de of the serpent body. It would have rmade nove-
ment across the snooth floor both painful and difficult. As
it was, even its sidew nder method of |oconotion did not
prevent his ever-looping tail fromslipping now and then.

When Los cane to the doorway or his face was vi deoed, he
refused to answer Ore's questions. He only said, "It is not a
di sease. "

Al'l the skin over the bunps broke in the same hour. Their
contents fell onto the floor, clinking as they did. They
| ooked li ke cut genms, and they twinkled in the Iight.

Shortly after that, Los opened the door. He stood there

and | aughed for a long tine. Then, he said, "You're a living
treasure. Ore, your own gemmne and jewel smth. You'l

be up to your ass, your human ass, in dianonds, eneralds,
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garnets, rubies, sapphires, anmethysts, and chrysoberyl s. i
You may even drown in them ,

"Thank me, ny son. Your father has heaped riches upon ]

you, though you deserve only ashes and dung. The tale of your |
unfortunate fortune and strange death will spread throughout

the worlds—+'1l see to that—and you will becone a |l egend to

rival Shanbarimenis and Manat hu Vorcyon's."

For reply. Ore bent his body so that he was a few i nches
above the floor. He scooped up a handful of the still-wet
gens, straightened back, and hurled themthrough the
doorway. Los did not nove except to make a slight step
backward, then to resunme his position.

As the jewels shot through the doorway, they vanished.
Ore had established that a gate was there

"You'll see only ny face on the wall fromnow on," Los
said. "You've no way to get rid of the gens. Drown in your
sea of beauty!"

He cl osed the door. Shortly thereafter, a small round
ceiling panel slid aside. Through the hol e dropped the
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gens, one by one, that he had cast at Los. Ore took these
and the others and dropped theminto the privy hole. Ten
m nutes later, all reappeared fromthe ceiling hole.

Ji munmoored hinself fromOe and returned to his room

on Earth. Immedi ately, he began chanting. On his return to
Ore, four Thoan nonths had passed. The Lord was taking
plates piled with food fromthe revolving tray in the wall.
He had been forced to eat and drink i mense quantities to
provide the energy to make the jewels. Alnost all his tinme
had been spent in ingestion and excretion. Because his
hunger and thirst woke himup every two hours, he slept in
spurts. If he had tried to cut down his intake to a normnal
diet, he would have dehydrated in |less than a day and woul d
have starved to death in three days.

The jewels were three inches thick on the floor. Wien Oe

tried to cram over them he slipped and slid and had nuch
trouble getting fromone place to another. However, he had
tried a new techni que of | oconotion recently, and it worked.

I nstead of carrying his human body vertically, he put it in a
straight line with his serpent body. Then he cleared the jewels
ahead of himout of the way with his hands.

Eventual |y, the gens would be piled so high that he
woul d not be able to nake a path.

The question now was whet her he woul d di e of weakness

or of suffocation first. The time would cone when he woul d
not be able to get to the food tray and the water faucet. The
jewels would cover themtoo deeply.

For the first time in Oe's life, he despaired. Death

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (169 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:34 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%620-%20Worl d%200f%20Ti ers%206%620-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage. txt

seenmed to be the only exit fromthis room Jimfelt just as
hopel ess and spiritless as Ore. Al so, the ghostbrain seened
to be getting larger, though its nenace woul d cease when

Oe died. At the nonent, it |ooked as if the solution to both
probl ens coul d be that.

After twelve trips, Jimentered O e on the night that the
249

PHI LI P JOSE FARMER

RED ORC S RAGE

Lord had to escape or die soon. The jewels were only

several feet fromthe ceiling. To reach the food tray and the
water faucet, Oe had to dig two wi de and deep hol es.

These had been caving in soon after being nmade, thus

forcing himto excavate every day. He had given up on

trying to get to the privy hole. As a result, the room stank,
rem nding Jimof old man Dunski's out house pit.

The room was bei ng nonitored through wall screens and,

perhaps, with other sensors. Los woul d be observing only
occasionally unless he carried a small receiver with him He

m ght have stationed servants to observe the roomon a
twenty-four-hour basis. Certainly, he would be instantly noti -
fied automatically by machine or by an operator if his prisoner
did anything untoward. However, the wall panels up to severa
feet within the ceiling were now covered with the jewels. But
di sgui sed nonitor screens would be on the ceiling.

O e thought of covering the exposed areas of the wall and
the ceiling with his excrement. But, as soon as the nonitors
were blinded, Los would be call ed.

He scooped a hole by the wall above the faucet. That

woul d not alarmthe nonitors; they had seen himdo this

every time he wanted a drink of water. Wien he canme to the
faucet, he gripped it. It would, he hoped, not tear out from
the wall fromthe stress he planned to put on it. Mst of his
serpentine body was stretched out across the room Hol ding

on to the netal faucet while he exchanged hands to naintain
his grip. Ore rolled around and around.

oserving this, the human wat chers m ght believe that he
was having a seizure of sone sort. They mght call Los.
However, it would not |look to themas if he were doing
anything that could aid himto escape. And they would wait
a while to see what, if anything, he was up to.

As he rolled, the jewels around his human body fell in
and covered him The snake body was al so soon buri ed,
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though it was closer to the surface than the human part. He
then groped around with the tip of the tail until he felt one of
the upright tenpered-vanadiumbars nmaking a frane in front

of a window. Extended a few feet nore, the tail coiled around
the bar.

If the frame had been welded to the netal wall, it would
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resist his mghtiest efforts. As it was, he did not have his
full strength. But, after he strained until sweat slicked his
body and stung his eyes and the veins swelled to the size of
tiny serpents, the frame popped out. It screeched, a sound
the nmonitors woul d detect.

Though of very thick and hard netal, the faucet had bent
si deways.

Now, he cane up and out of the hard but |oose pile over

him H's fore part fornmng a straight line with the serpentine
part, he clawed at the jewels before himwhile the tai
sidewound frantically. He got to the wi ndow quickly. Then,

he pushed hinmself along the wall for several feet. After he
st opped, he began to hammer his tail against the w ndow.

At first, the mneralline growths under the skin softened the
pain fromthe blows. The only hurt he suffered, and it was

al nrost too nuch, was fromthe skin breaking over the

imature jewels. But these were ripped out and off after
twenty or so inpacts. This caused hima greater pain. And

the unbuffered slammng of the tail made himclench his

teeth with agony. Bl ood sneared the w ndow.

Just when he thought that he could no | onger continue his
weakeni ng bl ows, the wi ndow fell out. Imediately, the
jewels by it cascaded outwards. He withed to the opening
and stuck his tail out and above the opening. It groped
around al ong the wall above the wi ndow until it found

sonet hing upright and standing in a niche. He curved his
tail around its base as an anchor. Then he extended his head
and shoul ders through the openi ng.
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The only illumination was noonlight, but he could see

that the object his tail had gripped was a netal statue. Now
he knew exactly where he was in this huge and conpl ex

pal ace-city. He was on the north side of one of the first
bui I dings erected on the lowest level. It was over two
thousand years old, and his parents had been talking for a
long tine about tearing it down and buil ding a new one. Its
too ornate rococo style was no longer to their taste.

The pal ace |lights came on. He saw no sign of life. The

TV wat chers were probably the only tenants left, the others
havi ng gone to Gol gonooza. Los, of course, would have

been awakened. He may al ready have gated through to this
bui | di ng or one near by.

He tightened the tail's grip around the | egs of the statue
and slithered out of the window. For a nonent, he was

hangi ng face down to the full length of his two bodies. Then
his m ghty ophidian nmuscles raised him and he tw sted the
snake body until he faced the wall. He rose until he could

grasp the shoul ders of the statue. He uncoiled his tail from
the base of the statue. Al npbst, his fingers gave way under the
wei ght of the nonentarily dragging tail. Then he raised the
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latter part and coiled a |l ength around the statue above. Thus
progressing fromstatue to statue, he got to the roof.

As he had expected, several flying craft of various types

and sizes were hangared in one coner. Wen he got to

them he chose an all-white craft of the Steed Il class. This
was | arge enough to acconmmmodate his huge bul k. Getting

into the pilot's front seat so that he could operate the Steed
was not easy. He had to jamthe front part of the serpent
through the space between the two seats. Then, he had to

curve it so that his human part would be able to reach the
controls. Since he | acked feet, he had to operate the pedal s
with his hands. That nade for awkward flying when the
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craft was not on automatic, but he could do it safely if he
was careful during certain maneuvers

He hoped that the vocal code which started the engine

had not been changed. It had not. But that did not nean that
the conceal ed sel f-destruction device would not expl ode. It
could be set for automatic activation or by a radio signa
fromLos. Also, there could be an override which woul d

take control fromthe unauthorized pilot. Then Los could
direct it to | and wherever he chose.

Ore was going to take his chances. He had no ot her choice.
None of the craft was armed or had hand weapons aboard.

Li ght beams sprang out from each side. They were about

ten feet |l ong and fan-shaped. Under Ore's control, they
began fl apping up and down as swiftly as a hunmmi ngbird's

wi ngs. The craft rose slowy, the |ight flashes of the Sethi
engi ne beconing a blur. Oe turned on the radar, infrared,
and headlights. The bright flashes fromthe side were going
to be seen by anyone in his path so he might as well have a
good vi ew ahead of him

It took six mnutes of savage acceleration to put one

hundred and fifty mles behind him The lights of Gol go-
nooza brightened swiftly as he decelerated. By now, Los

must have gated to the pal ace, |earned what had happened,
including the theft of the Steed, and gated back to Gol go-
nooza. O he was just about to do so. He woul d guess
correctly that his son would not fly el sewhere to take refuge
while he was still part serpent.

Whet her Los had gone to the pal ace and returned or had
never gone, he was nowin his newcity. Ore angled the
vessel steeply downward toward his | anding place, the plaza
by the swirl-doned towering residence of Los. As he did

so, he saw his father. He was running, staggering rather,
across the plaza. He was clad only in a short kilt, and he
wore a belt holding a holster that contai ned a beaner. One
hand was cl asped to his side as if it hurt.
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Ahead of him her white and gauzy ni ght robe flapping be-

hind her, ran his nother. Enitharnon's slimlegs were punp-

ing swiftly, and she | ooked desperate. Although Los could

have stunned or killed her with his beaner, he was so furious
and, possibly, so injured that he had forgotten about the weapon.
O he did not want to use it unless he was forced to do so.

As Ore brought the Steed around in a curve to get behind
Los, he saw that the hilt and part of the blade of a dagger
stuck out between Los's fingers. Evidently, Enitharnon had
st abbed hi m between the ribs, though not deeply. That

meant that she had not been inprisoned in one section of the
pal ace or had been released fromit. O his father had been
| yi ng about | ocking her up. In any event, his nother had
found out what he had done to their son. She had inter-
cepted himbefore he could take effective action agai nst
Ore. There had been a struggle, and she had slipped the

bl ade into his side. Then, she had fl ed.

The Sethi w ngs made no noise. Los had not seen their

flashing or was too intent on catching his wife for the lights
to register. Ore took the craft down to about six feet above
the nmulticolored | um nescent pavenent and shot it toward

Los's back. Enitharnon had stunbled and fallen on one

knee. That was | ong enough for Los, scream ng, to overtake
her. He clutched her by the throat with both hands as she
tried to get up. She was now on both knees, her body bent
backward as she clutched Los's wrists.

Before the bow of Ore's craft ranmed into a point

bet ween Los's shoul ders, Enitharmon had rel eased her right
hand and jerked the dagger | oose fromhis body. He cried

out with the pain. She started to plunge it into Los's belly,
but he was knocked forward by the aircraft's prow, and her
dagger struck his breastbone at an angle. Then his body
carried her to the floor. The dagger lay close to her hand on
the ground. But the inpact of the bow agai nst Los was not
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as violent as Ore could have made it. Even though rage

filled him it had not taken over all his wits. He did not w sh
to injure his nmother by driving Los too hard agai nst her.

And he did not want to kill Los. Not yet.

Even so, she sprawl ed beneath Los. He lay heavily
facedown upon her, his arns outflung. He was stunned or
unconsci ous. Enitharmon was not trying to roll himover
and away from her. She nmust have been stunned when the
back of her head struck the pavenent.

Ore raised the canopy of the aircraft. He craw ed out of the
vessel and to his parents. Enitharnon, |ooking up and past
Los's shoul der, screamed. Even if Los had told her what he

had done to Ore, the sight of himfar exceeded the shock of the
mental image. And the blood covering Ore nust have added to

the horror caused by his monstrous body.

"It is |, Mther!" he croaked.

He bent down and picked up the dagger fromthe pavenent.
She was silent now and staring with eyes as w de open as
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possible. Ore rolled the still-unnoving body of his father over
and slid off his kilt and loincloth. A few seconds |ater,
Eni t harnmon screamed again and did not stop for sone tine.

Ore had cut off Los's testicles. Then, straightening up to a
vertical position, he slipped the two balls fromthe sac and
popped theminto his mouth. Cheeks bul gi ng, he began chewi ng.

Rage and the | egends that the ancient Lords had done this
to then- enemes had inspired himto do this deed. And it
was possi ble that the serpentine part of himoverrode the
human revul sion at the act. Ore had becone half aninal in
nmore than his conjoining of flesh with a snake.

What ever had driven Ore to this act, it was too nuch for
JimCrimson. He did not have to chant to rel ease hinself
fromthe Lord. The shock and di sgust cut the nental cord,
and he was back in his room He was shaking and felt as if
he had to vonmit.
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CHAPTER 30
fi

I KNOW YOQU RE anyt hi ng but pleased with me, Doctor,"

Jim Ginmson said. "You ordered ne not to reenter, but |
couldn't help it. Ore was as nmuch a drug as angel dust.

swear |I'Il never reenter again! Never! Not until you tell me
to doit! And I won't want to do that, | can tell you for sure
I got that conpul sion out of my system

"I loathe Red Ore! I'lIl admt, like | told you, that | got a
very funny sensation when he bit into his father's balls! |
enjoyed it, just for a couple of seconds, though! That's
because | was so far into being Oe | alnost was him Then

I got real sick! For a nonment, the sickness nade ne becone
mysel f enough to get out of Ore! If that hadn't happened, |
m ght still be in him"

Porsena's face was unreadabl e. Jimbelieved that he was
really pissed on" at him He just wasn't showing it. However,
his words so far had been as sharp and as hard-driven as arrows.

The psychiatrist now spoke nore softly. "You' ve been
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RED ORC S RAGE

told to call ne or ny staff at once if you feel your desire is
getting too strong for you to resist it. You should have done
that. | expect that, fromnow on, you will. You are, in a
psychol ogi cal sense, in shark-filled waters. To be preci se,
you're at a turning point. When a person is at that stage, he
can go ahead or go back. You understand?”

Ji m nodded. He said, "God knows | tried! | know now

can't nmake it on ny own. 1'll do everything exactly as you
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tell me to do."

"Not until the reason for the orders or suggestions has
been expl ained to you. The patient should fully conprehend
the why and wherefore of his therapy."

"I know. You tell me that every time we're about ready
to go into another therapy phase."

The doctor sniled. He said, "You' re astute, in sone
things, anyway. That's one reason your therapy has pro-
gressed nore swiftly and al ong somewhat different lines
fromthe others. You're ready, in ny judgnent, for the
sheddi ng phase. "

Jimsaid, "But . . . but! | nmean, there are sone things

| just have to know Like, what about the ghostbrain? And
I wanted to be there when Ore nade the Earth-universe and
its twin! God, what a sight that woul d' ve been, like

wat ching God create the world! No, |ike being God because
Oe would be doing it, and I'd be Oe!

"And | wanted to find out how Ore got his conplete

human body back! And there's Los! Wen | left, it |ooked
li ke Los was dead and done with. But Farmer says Los was
still living when Ki ckaha went into the Lords' worlds!"

"Farnmer may write the sixth book in the series and

enlighten you about all those. Wether he does or not, we
have certain absolutely required procedures to foll ow What
if you were addicted to heroin and pleaded with ne to all ow
you to keep taking it because you'd mss future highs if you
ki cked the habit? You do see the parallel?"

257
PH LI P JOSE FARMER

"Well, OK " Jimsaid slowy. "Easy for you to say,
t hough. "

"That's because | am objective."
"Yeah, | know. "

"Thi nk about Ore when he was on the island of the dny

users, the lotus eaters. Do you want to be in his condition?
He certainly had no craving to continue taking the drugs
after he had gone through the agonies of quitting cold
turkey. You went through his pain with him Keep that
torture in mnd if you' re ever tenpted to take drugs again."

Doct or Porsena | eaned forward over his desk and church-
st eepl ed hi s hands.

"l want you to think hard about the questions |I'mgoing to
throw at you. Consider all the angles you can think of. Oe
was in Anthema, the Unwanted Wrld. Ore's father placed
himthere. What does that suggest and inply to you?"

There was silence while Jimthought, his nouth tw sted
with the effort and his eyes rolling around. Finally, he said,
"My father, | nean Ore's father, put himthere. | suppose
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you're thinking | named Anthena the Unwanted Worl d

because ny father did not want nme? He sent ne, | nean

Ore, there because he was not wanted. That sounds good,

but | didn't nmake up the nane of Antherma. It wasn't just ny
unconsci ous m nd working overtine."

For some reason, Jim s heartbeat had stepped up. He was
beginning to sweat a little, too.

The doctor said, "Los |loved Ore when Ore was a child

or, at least, was very fond of him He treated his son with
ki ndness and care then. But, occasionally, he was very
abusive, even then. When Ore becane an adol escent and

was no longer the cute and lovely infant, his father seened
to hate him"

"No 'seened, Jimsaid. "He did!"

"That suggests?"
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"My relations with ny father were sort of like Oe's,
weren't they?”

Porsena, instead of answering, said, "What about your
vi si ons when you were a chil d?"

"Hal | uci nati ons, you nean?"

"Let's call themvisions. Your first attack of stigmata
occurred when you were five. You were in church with your
mot her. The statue of the crucified Christ fascinated you
You suddenly saw it as a real man, not a carved wooden
figure who was suspended by nails froma cross and whose
bl ood was nerely paint. You screaned."

"l still don't know what scared ne."

"That's not vitally inportant. Immediately after you
screaned, blood welled fromyour hands and feet and on
your forehead. You becane hysterical, your nother, also.
Then ..."

"Then there was the man | saw fl oating by nmy bedroom

wi ndow when | was four!" Jimsaid. "And the naked green

man | saw out in our garden six nonths later. He was eating
the ears of corn! | yelled for Mom but when she came, the
green man was gone! | got whipped by ny father for I|ying!
But | did see that man! | did!"

"How do you feel about the vision you had just before
you passed out in your burning house?" the doctor said.
"You were naked and chained to a tree and a giant sickle
was about to castrate you. Also, what are your feelings
about the vision you had of the nman-serpent?"

"They were prophetic. They predicted what was going to
happen when | was in Oe. Sort of, anyway. They were
m xed up, but their elenents were true. They did happen."
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"I didn't ask you if you thought they were true or what
their psychol ogi cal explanation was. | asked you how you
feel when you think of them"

"For Christ's sake, Doctor!" Jimburst out. "I don't fee
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anything at all about it! | can see what you're getting at!
You think I made up Ore being nade into a hal f-snake thing
because |'d dreaned about the man-serpent!”

"I amnot trying to invalidate your experiences. | am

merely suggesting certain parallels. The interpretations wll
be yours. However, allow nme to point out that you deny
feeling anything about it. Yet you responded with nore than
alittle anger. For the present, we'll not go into that. You
think about it, then tell ne your conclusions."

Jimleaned forward, his hands holding tight to the arns of
the chair. H's heart was beating even harder than it had a
monent ago, and he was sweating nore heavily. Wat he felt
was, he felt as if he'd |like to get out of the office. R ght now

"Look, Doc!" he said harshly. But even he could hear an
underlying note of pleading. "Were | went and what | saw

and did, | nean, what Oe did, was no fantasy! It was al
true, and | don't care what parallels there are to ny life here
on Earth and there in the Lords' universes! Hell, | could

find parallels between ny life and a thousand ot hers on
Earth! There is such a thing as coincidence, you know No
matter how crazily | might fantasize, | can do things, know
things, no fantasies could teach ne! Like speaking Thoan,
for instance! You want to hear fluent Thoan?

"Sanmon- ke fath? Meani ng, Where do | go from here?
Oc-tamOe man-kirn. Yemtath Oc-tha. Meaning, Oe

was once just called Ore. Now, he's called Red Oe. If you
want ne to, I'Il rattle off a long story in Thoan. And ||
gi ve you the grammar, too!

"And where would | learn howto work flint into knives,
arr owheads, spearpoints, scrapers, chisels, you nane it?
Bring me a core of rawflint, I'll shape fromit any tool

anybody can make fromflint! How could I know how to do
that unless 1'd really been in Ore's mnd and had seen him
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and ljimwork flint and then brought back how to do it
stored in ny menory?

"Then there's the whiplashes | brought back fromthe tinme
Ore got whipped by the slave driver! Yeah, | know |'ve had
stigmata, and nmaybe that's just psychosomatic stuff! But that

time, | just didn't bleed frommy back! The cuts rmade by the
whip were there, too! They hurt like hell, they were real
"Then there's the controlled wet dreans | |earned from
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Oe! You're starting to control the dreanms and del usi ons of
the patients, but they can't hold a candle to nmy controll ed
dreans for control or realism Howd | leamto do that? On
my own? No way! | learned it from O e!

"I could go on, but you got mnore than enough to nake

you wonder if maybe I'mnot telling the truth, haven't you?
And | suppose you think just because Oe cut off his father's
balls I'd like to cut off my father's?"

Doctor Porsena said, "Wuld you?"

"Yeah, there're tines when |'d' ve been glad to! But |
swear, mad as |'ve been at him | never once thought about
doi ng that. Maybe stringing himup by them But cutting
them of f and eating them—+aw, for God's sake—never! So
how come, if I'mjust imgining Oe and what he does, did
he do sonething |I'd never thought of?"

"You tell ne.

"Ch, sure, it was ny unconscious mnd did it!"
"And . . . ?"

"And? What else? Ch, well, there's ny imagination. It's

a free-wheeling extrapol ator, according to Mster Lum
Takes a basic premise or fact or idea and builds logically
fromthat. Maybe you could be right about that. But not
about the other stuff. Not my speaki ng Thoan and wor ki ng
flint and, | didn't nmention this before, nmy know edge of

bi ol ogy and chenistry | couldn't have |earned unless |'d
tapped into Oe's mnd. That can't be explained."
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Jimtried to | ean back and rel ax.

"Listen, Doctor! We can settle this! You can put nme on
the lie detector machine, question nme all you want, and then
you'll see I'"mnot lying!"

"You're ny patient, not a crimnal. Besides, if you

bel i eve that you have actually gone into Ore's universe, the
lie detector would indicate that you're not lying. But I'm

not the inquisitor, and you're not on the rack. The truth or
falsity of the patient's experiences are not ny consideration
or concern. | don't care whether they really happened or

not. | accept that they did happen inasnmuch as they concern
the therapy. That is, what is the relevance of the experiences
to the therapy? Wat progress or regress derives fromthen?
Those are the only significant questions. Do you read nme?"

"Sure! But . . . isn't it inportant, needful to science, to
everybody, to know that there night be other worlds out

there? Parallel universes? And at |east one person, ne,

maybe three, since Kickaha and Wl ff went there, has been

there! Aren't you interested at all in that? If | can go, if they
can, too, then everybody should be interested!"
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"That is true, given your prem ses. As | said, at the nmonent
only your therapeutic progress concerns ne. It's all that should
concern you. Now, Jim | understand that your parents are

com ng here tonorrow to say good-bye to you. They're

|l eaving forl Texas the day after. Your father has finally
consented to face you. That meeting is very inportant as a test
of how you'll react to stress. WIIl you be so angry that you
becone violent and attack hin? What will you do if he attacks
you first? WII you avoid provocative behavi or? And what will
your reaction be after the neeting is over?"

He and Jimtal ked about the possibilities and how Ji m
could handl e the situation. The psychiatrist did not expect
Jimnot to be angry. He did want Jinms display of rage,
what ever formit took, to be appropriate.
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"As you know, shortly after you were adnmitted here,

advi sed both your father and your nother to go into
therapy," Doctor Porsena said. "Wen a patient enters
treatnment, his famly should also enter. They refused. Their
mai n plea was that they could not afford it. But "

"The real reason was that they thought | was the only
crazy one in the famly!" Jimburst out. "They thought they
didn't need therapy! Hah!"

"Then you'll have to |l eam how to handl e all that
appropriately and positively."

Doct or Porsena gl anced at the clock

"Just one nore question, Jim It was put to you sone

time ago, but | want to hear your response as of this
monent. What is the nain thing that you have | earned about
Ore's character?"

Ji m hunkered down in the chair, frowning. Then he sat up

"The night | took all those trips ... it was a lifetine.
I'"d say that the main thing | |earned was this.

"Ore had a |l ot of good qualities, courage, endurance, inge-
nuity, and desire to | eam He was passi onate about everything
he did. Ch, he was passionate, all right! But his passion was
separated fromreal love. | don't think he really |oved anybody
but his mother and his aunt. And |'mnot sure that that |ove
wasn't basically lust. Passion without |ove is no good.

"Not bad for an eighteen-year-old blue-collar dummy,
heh?"

"Not bad," the doctor said. "I don't know if you nmean it
when you call yourself a dunmy. But we're not through
wor ki ng on your self-esteem"”

"Anot her thing," Jimsaid. "The Thoan. My God!
They' re thousands of years old and |ike gods in many
respects. But they're locked into war and conquest and
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jeal ousy and nurder and torture and all sorts of bad things.
They haven't progressed spiritually or enotionally in all
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those t housands of years. They're stuck, and there's no
hope for themto get unstuck. That, | say, is |ike nost
peopl e on Earth. They're stuck!"

The psychiatrist nodded. "I'll point out another item" he

said. "Oe is to be admired for his ingenuity and wit in getting
through the many obstacles in his way and in getting out of the
many traps set for him Wat Oe did, you can do. There are

many obstacles on Earth and nany traps, economc, social,
psychol ogi cal . You, like Ore, can use your ingenuity and wt

to overcome the obstacles and spring yourself fromthe traps.

"And you don't have to be a dull conform st, as you have
phrased it during previous sessions. You're afraid you'll be
a square, part of the establishnent, if you behave within
certain noral and ethical bounds. But you can be a genui ne

i ndi vi dual i st without being antisocial."

"Yeah," Jimsaid, his tone indicating that he was not

fully confident. "Still, there are things I'd like to know. The
ghostbrain, for instance. Wiat was it really? | don't suppose
it makes nuch difference if it takes over Ore. It'll act just
like he would. In a sense, it'll be Oe. At least, that's what

I thought. Only ..."

"Only what ?"

"Well, just before | parted fromOe the last tine, | was

so sickened that | didn't pay nmuch attention to what the
ghost brain was doing just then. It seened to have advanced
on me. | nean, it had gotten a lot closer or a |ot bigger,
dependi ng on the way you look at it. In fact, it seemed,
somehow, to have surrounded me, half-surrounded, any-

way. It was like a giant black anpeba getting ready to
surround and ingest a smaller cell. If | hadn't left Oe just
then, well, | don't know.

"I was thinking about it the other day. How about this
idea? | was wong thinking it came fromthat blue stuff
floating around on Anthena. Suppose it was—this'|I| kil
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you—suppose the ghostbrain was not sone alien thing

menacing Ore? | nean, what if it was sone kind of a

shadow of Ore's brain? What really happened was that | was
sensing that Ore's brain was about to take ne over, and it

| ooked like a sinister alien shadowto nme? | scared nyself
into thinking it was a danger to Ore. But there really wasn't
any alien in Ore's brain except nme? And sonething in Oe
sensed me and was going to absorb nme? Ore was uncon-

scious of this. But a nechanismin his neural system was
automatically treating me as if | was an eneny?

"If that's true, then | was scared for nothing about it
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being a force ready to becomre Ore and throw hi mout. But

I had good reason to be scared. | was going to be the victim
the possessed, or, | should say, the ingested! Only Ore was
going to do the ingesting!"
"An excel l ent hypothesis," the psychiatrist said. "Qite

possi bly, perhaps nobst probably, that was what it was all about.
I congratulate you on a brilliant solution to that problem"

"Thanks. But what does that mean? You didn't say it was
the right solution."

"No," the doctor said, "but it is very probably the correct
one. If you think it is, then it is. You' re the person to know "

He smiled, and he rose fromhis chair. "Tine's up, Jim
See you next session."

He flipped the intercomswitch. "Wnnie. Send in Sandy
Mel t on, please.”

Rel uctantly, feeling that there was so nmuch nore to

di scuss, Jimwent into the waiting room nodded at Wnnie,
and stepped into the hall. It was, for the nonent, enpty of
peopl e. Music cane down the hall froma half-closed door
When he was cl oser to Sue Binker's room he recognized
Philip dass's Einstein on the Beach, issued by Tomato
Musi c, a record conpany that dared take chances on
unconventional stuff.
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As he strode by the door, he glanced through the openi ng.

He saw Sue Sinker's mantra on her wall. It was a | ooped
cross, the ancient Egyptian ankh, forned by the Tiers series
covers. One illustration, that fromthe British edition of A

Private Cosnpbs, caught and held his eye. The background
was an eerie |andscape. In the foreground were Kickaha,
hol di ng the Horn of Shanbarinem and the | aboratory-
made har py, Podarge. She was either attacking Kickaha or
about to screw him It was hard to tell

Whoosh!
Subaudi o sound.

Jimwas hurtling through the eye of the |oop on top of the
Cross.

The eye expanded to adnit him
Bef ore he could scream he was in Oe

Behind him or seemng to be behind him was another
unheard sound. It was the clang of an iron door shutting.

Jimknew instantly (w thout knowi ng how he knew) that

the young Lord was now called Red Ore. H s many sl ayings
of Lords and | ebl abbiys had earned himthat title. He was
standing on the edge of a high plateau in a flickering
crimson light which cane fromthe horizon and stained the
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bl ue sky. Around himwere warriors, all of them|eblabbiy,
clad in green arnor and scarlet feathers, their faces heavily
tattooed. They were firing with how tzer-sized beaners at

the horde bel ow. The purple rays were bl owing up the

forest, earth, and nen; huge trees and nmen's bodies were
flying through the red-shot black snoke.

That non-Lords were operating such technol ogically

advanced weapons neant that the war between Ore and Los

had made both sides desperate. Never before had the

| ebl abbiy been allowed to use any but the nost prinmtive
weapons. The plains forces' (Los's) projectors were knock-
ing off chunks of the cliff and precipitating groups of Ore's
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warriors with themto the ground four thousand feet bel ow

Red Ore was very anxi ous about the flickering crinson
light on the horizon. He thought that it nust be nmade by a
| ong-1 ost pre-Thoan weapon that Los had found during his
long flight fromhis son. Ore now regretted nore than ever
that he had not killed Los at once after castrating himin

CGol gonooza. Wile Oe was attending to his nother, Los
had escaped.

Thr ough the snoke. Ore saw the wall, vengeful as an

angry god's eye, speeding toward the plateau. Mountain-

sized orange gouts were mxed with it, gouts that |eft behind
them where Ore could see through the snoke, vast craters
(The size of those on Earth's noon, Jimthought.) They

woul d destroy Los's own Lord allies and | ebl abbiy auxilia-
ries before they reached Ore's arny. Los, who nust be far
away over the horizon and operating this apocal yptic

weapon, did not care. If he cracked the planet in half but
killed his son, he would be happy.

Ore turned and sprinted toward a gate he had set up for
escape if things did not go well.

Just as Red Ore | eaped through it, Jimmanaged to tear
hi nsel f | oose by chanting the Siberian shanmanic spell. He
felt a pain as if he had been attached to Ore by an unbilica

cord whi ch had been yanked away fromhim tearing off the
tender flesh.

The pain cane and went swiftly. Jimheard two other

noi sel ess noi ses: a whooshing and then a cl angi ng. He had
just enough tine in transit to hope that he was back in his
own body.

He was not. But, though again in the young Lord, he was

in another time and place. This world had bel onged to

Weth the Vortex, one of Urizen's iron-hearted daughters

and Los's ally in the apocal yptic struggle between Oe and

his father. Ore had, after suitable torture, slain her. It was
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al so many years after Ore had fled the cracking in two of the
pl anet on which he had been fighting Los.

He was | ocked in a sexual frenzy with his own child,

Val a, naned after his aunt. H's ecstasy was so intense that
his loins seemed to be interwoven with silken fires. A choir
with voices too beautiful to be real sang around him

Jimdetected the shadowy ghostbrain, but it was noving

very slowy toward him That pace, he figured later, was

sl uggi sh because Ore was so raptured that every atomof his
bei ng was caught up in it. Jimwas also entangled in the
silken and fiery threads, but he nade the nost desperately
violent effort of his Iife. He slipped | oose.

He was in the ward hall and was just conpleting the step
whi ch he had started as he glinpsed Sue's mantra. His visits
had taken only half a second of Earth tine.

He stopped, wheel ed, closing one eye so that he could

not see the mantra again, and headed back toward Doct or
Porsena's office. The psychiatrist would not be avail abl e
because he was in a session with Sandy Melton. But he had
told Jimto go to himor a staff nenber at once if he ever
had a flashback. Jimhad verbally agreed, though, in his
m nd, he had pooh-poohed the idea that he woul d succunb
to the siren call of the Wrld of Tiers

Shaki ng, sweating, anxiety brooding in himlike a big
bl ack bird over her black eggs, he ran to Doctor Tarchuna's
of fice.

Ji mnow believed that there was a hell. It was in Red Oe
in the worlds of the Lords. But a heaven was al so there,
t hough one could not exist w thout the other.

Ji m want ed not hing of either one.

"Holy Mother!" he shouted as he banged open the office
door. "Help ne! Help nme!"
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CHAPTER 3 1

L/ OCTOR PORSENA SAT in his office and considered the next
session with JimCrinson. It would be his last as an
inpatient. On the sane day, Jimwould start living with the
Wzaks. Leaving the ward environnent would frighten

Jim Departure was often as traumatic as entering the
hospital . Jim however, was nuch better equi pped enoti on-
ally and nmentally to withstand the shocks and troubl es of the
"worl d out there" than the night on which he had been

adm tted.

Jimhad been in great danger of being cocooned into his
fantasy. A fully wthdrawn patient, ceasing to respond to
any stimuli outside his mnd, he would have adventured
inside his skull as Red Oe. Nor woul d he have been the Jim
Gi nson who was copartner in the Lord s physical and

mental life. He would have been absorbed into Ore |like
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water into a superdry sponge. Nothing of himwould have
been left.
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After his flashblack, Jimhad stayed as an inpatient for an
extra week. He had not been given intensive treatnent unti
after he was tranquilized for several days. Then, no | onger
taki ng Thorazi ne, he had had as nany private sessions as he
had needed. Neither Jimnor the psychiatrist had sl ept mnuch
during this period. Porsena had kept up with the regul ar
wor k schedul e while treating Jim

In the meantine. The Scarlet Letterer had been caught
while putting up on the wall one of his rest-roomgraffiti.
This time, however, he had aspired higher. The wall was in
Doctor Scaevola's office. The culprit was the defornmed
patient. Junior Winier, no surprise to Porsena. Winier had
a very defiant attitude

Even t hough he prom sed never again to put up his

epi grans, Wini er was puni shed by having sone of his

privil eges suspended. He did not mnd. For a brief tinme, he
becane a hero to the other patients.

Jims parents had not been able to nmake their final visit
on the day schedul ed. Porsena would not allow Jim who
was in no condition to handle a traumatic event, to see
them The psychiatrist was pleasantly surprised when Eric
and Eva Ginson agreed to put off |eaving for Texas unti
they could talk to him That was over with now and with
results that Porsena had not expected.

Sone elements in Jims stories puzzled and disturbed the
psychi atrist. These had caused him though he felt slightly
foolish doing so, to research these el enments. He had not told
Jimabout it, nor did he intend to. Not for a long tine and
per haps never.

Jims accounts of his adventures had faintly rung a bell in
Porsena's mnd. They were |ike chines drifting over the
hori zon of a faery sea. To nake certain that he had no
grounds for doubt or unease, he had phoned an acquai n-
tance, Doctor Mary Brizzi. She was not only an Engli sh-
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literature professor but an ardent reader of science fiction
and fantasy. He had given her the names of Lords, places,
and events recounted by Jim He did not tell her that they
came froma patient.

"They're fromWIIiam Bl ake's Didactic and Synbolica
Works," Brizzi said. "But they're also in some of the Wrld
of Tiers series, as you know. However, Farnmer also wites
of Lords who are not in Blake's works. Using his creative

i magi nati on, | suppose. Farmer's description of the Lords
famly relationships also differs in sonme respects from
Bl ake's. "
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And Jims differs in some respects fromboth of those
men, Porsena thought.

"Bl ake's city of Gol gonooza and certain Lords, such as
Manat hu Vorcyon, |jim and Zazel of the Cavened Worl d,

are not nmentioned in Farmer's series. He also has not, so
far, anyway, witten that Red Ore was once a nan-serpent.

In Blake's works. Red Ore is transformed for a while into a
sort of snake-centaur. But not by Los, his father. 1'll check
it for you, but | think it was another Lord, Urizen, who did
it. That part about Ore sweating jewels, that was in Bl ake,

t 0o.

"There's an interesting interlude in the |atest book in the
series. Kickaha sees, at a distance, an old nman dressed in
strange garb, obviously not a Lord. | think that that old nan
is WIliam Bl ake, and his identity will be revealed in the
next novel, if there ever is any. Just how Bl ake, who died

in 1827, could show up alive in the pocket universes of the
Lords, | don't know. Maybe Farmer will explain it in the

next book. What, if | may inquire, is your interest in these
two nmyt h-makers, since you're a psychiatrist?"

"They figure in a paper |'mworking on," Doctor Porsena
said. "If the paper is published, I'lIl send you a copy."

After he hung up, the doctor sat for a long tine. He told
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hi nsel f: Take as a prenise that parallel worlds and artificia
pocket universes were a reality. Prenise that there really are
Lords. Prem se also that Bl ake had sonmehow acquired sone

know edge of these. Jims theory that Farmer had | earned of
them t hrough psychic "l eaks" or "vibrations" in the walls

bet ween those worlds and Earth's night have sone

validity—f the prenise was valid. Accept for a nonent

that Bl ake had al so gotten images or sone kind of data

t hrough these | eaks. They had forned the bases from which
sprang his Didactic and Synbolical Wrks.

Bl ake, an acknow edged geni us and perhaps a madnan,

had m xed his know edge of the Thoan worl ds with Judaeo-
Christian theol ogy and other subjects. The result was the
Works, a mshmash of truth and poetry and nysticism and
al | egory.

But how could Farnmer, an Anerican witer born ninety-

one years after Blake's death, have also tuned in, as it were,
to much the same data? There were certain simlarities in

the lives of Blake, Farmer, and Crinson. Al three had had
vivid visions or strong hallucinations. Blake and Gi nson

had first experienced them when very young. Fanner had

had t hem when he was an adult. He clainmed to have seen

ghosts on two occasions and to have had two nystica
experiences. None of the three had been on drugs when

t hese happened.
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Did this tenuous connection anpbng the three nean
anything? Were there parallel universes which all three had
sonehow "cont act ed" ?

No, no, no! He, Doctor Porsena, could not accept as

valid either the premises or the conclusions therefrom The
nost rational explanation was that Bl ake had originated his
wild poetry with no help fromvibrations, transm ssions, or
| eaks. Fanner had based part of his series on Bl ake's works.
And Jim Ginson had read at | east sone of Bl ake's words.
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But he did not renmenber having done so. After all, Jim
adm tted several tines that he often read while he was
stoned or drunk.

Yet . . . there were the whiplash cuts. But there was no
reason stigmata could not produce incisions in flesh.

There was his claimto be expert in flint-working and to
know certai n data about advanced chenistry. These could
be tested.

Al so, he clained to be fluent in Thoan. That could be
checked. No eighteen-year-old ignorant of |inguistics could
make up a | anguage that woul d be sel f-consistent in syntax
and vocabul ary and pronunci ation. Nor woul d he have a

Lord word stock.

There was one disturbing fact. Porsena's keen ear had
noticed that, when Jimhad rattled off those Thoan phrases,
he had pronounced the "r" in Oe in a nost un-English
manner. It had sounded to Porsena |ike a Japanese "r,
though not quite that. And his "t" when followed by a
vowel had not been aspirated. That is, the little puff of air
foll owi ng the consonants had been m ssing. That was not

Jims native pronunciation

The doctor did not believe that Ji mwas faking anything.
Jimreally believed his stories. However, the human mnd
was capabl e of very strange and, indeed, unbelievable feats.
I f anyone shoul d know that, a psychiatrist shoul d.

If the tests were to be done, they would be carried out
discreetly. It would not be good for any psychiatrist's

prof essional reputation if his coll eagues thought that he was
taking Jims claims seriously. But if it did become known
that such tests were being conducted, some kind of satis-
factory explanation could be offered for doing them Such

as a study of the psychol ogical bases for the patient's
delusions, their history, and so forth. That was legitimte.

For the tinme being, such a project would be in abeyance.
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What he had to concentrate on now was seeing that the
patient was "cured" or in renission

Wnnie's voice cane over the intercomthen
"Mster Ginson is here. Doctor."
"Send himin, please."

Jimentered the roomand sat down after greeting the
psychiatrist. On the whole, he | ooked healthy and confi -
dent. The dark rings around his eyes were gone. He was
smling. But Porsena knew that Jimcould put up a convinc-
ing front. On the other hand, he m ght not be frightened. He
m ght even be eager to live with the Wzaks and have a
near-normal life. Hs true attitude would be reveal ed during
t he sessi on.

"I still can't get over it!" Jimburst out. "Who'd' ve

dreaned that ny father'd suddenly be sorry for what he's

done to me? | never inmagined, no way, that he'd cry like a
baby and get down on his knees and beg nme to forgive himn

| still can't believe that he really nmeans it! Next tine, he'l
be the sane old son of a bitch he's always been

"And | was overcone by enotion! | actually forgave

him and | nmeant it! Then! But | still hold a lot of things
agai nst him™"

"I'"ve not treated your father. Thus, | have only a

superficial know edge of his character and his notives. But
my own experience and readi ng of case histories convince
me that such reversals of behavior do occasionally occur."

He was thinking that Eric's renorse and plea for forgive-
ness had a parallel in Blake's Wrks. Doctor Brizzi had told
hi mthat Los and Enitharnon had repented of their ill
treatment of their son. They, like Eric, had hastened to
make anmends as best they coul d.

Brizzi had been puzzled by Porsena's questions about
Red Ore castrating his father and eating the testicles.
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"There's nothing like that in Blake. Nor in Farmer. Were
did you run across a reference to that?"

"It has to do with a fantasy of a patient of mne," Porsena
sai d-

"Ch? Well, anyway, Los's testicles would have regener-

ated, grown back out, according to what Farner says of the
Lords' biological capabilities. |Is your patient into Bl ake's or
Farmer's works?"

"Somewhat ," Porsena said. "That's really all | may tel
you about him™"

It seemed to himthat the castration and canni balism
sprang wholly fromJims w sh-fantasies. Neither Bl ake nor
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Fanner was responsible for that. And it was, of course, a
coi ncidence that both Jims father in reality and Ore's
parents in Bl ake shoul d have apol ogi zed to their sons.

The doctor said, "lI'msorry, Jim | was thinking about

somet hing. You're sticking to your determ nation to stay

with the Wzaks? You haven't reconsidered your parents’

offer to let you live with themonce they're on their financial

feet?"

"No way. |'mstaying here even after the therapy is
conplete. My father may be sincere, for now, but I'mafraid
that things'll fall into the same old sordid groove after a
while. I will go see themfor a while soneday. Not now, not
soon. "

In their conversation after that, Porsena stressed the
difficulties and dangers the outpatient would run into.

"Ms. Wzak should be a stabilizing influence on you.
From what you've told nme, she's a strong disciplinarian
You need soneone |ike her. But she may regard you as an

adopt ed son, one who'll replace her dead son. She could try
to smother you with | ove and be less strict than she was with
Sam Spoil you, in other words, because she'll be afraid of

| osing you, too.
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"There's also the possibility that you'll identify her as

your mother. You'll have to be careful about that. She is not

your nother, whom you' ve bl amed for not protecting you
agai nst your father. She's Ms. Wzak, a big-hearted
worman who's taking you into her hone. Keep all this in
m nd, and report to ne howit's going there."

"I ' will," Jimsaid. "I believe | can nake it."

They di scussed Jinm s "sheddi ng" procedure, which had

al ready started. Jimwas using the technique sone others

had adopted. As therapy progressed, he would tear the

covers off the first book in the series, then rip off pages unti
all were gone. After that, he would start on the second book
and work through to the last one. But he would go a step
further than the other patients. He would put the tom out

pages into a shredder.

Jimand the psychiatrist had agreed that he woul d not
reread any of the series. According to Jim Porsena did not
have to worry about that. He had found it hard enough to
just look at the covers without being afraid of another

f I ashback.

"l don't ever want to go back into that evil son of a
bitch!" Jimsaid.

Then they tal ked about the means the patients used to

enter the worlds. Many of them thought that the nantras

and chants were magical tools. Part of the therapy was
convincing the patients, in the latter stages of therapy, that
t he nmeans were psychol ogi cal, not nagical
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"There is no such thing as nmagic," Porsena said. "But if

the patient wishes to act as if the entry nethods are magical,
we don't discourage that. Watever works is OK with us.

But we don't want the patients either in rem ssion or cured

to still believe that there is such a thing as magi ¢ when they
are through with the therapy. Please don't tell this to any
pati ent who hasn't progressed as yet to your stage."

276

When the tine cane for Jimto | eave, he stood up, and
t hey shook hands.

"I"'mnot really leaving you since |I'll be seeing you once
or twice a week," Jimsaid. "But this is kind of a farewell."

He wal ked to the door, then turned around before he
opened it.

"l encountered many nysteries in the Lords' worlds," he
said. "Mdst of these | solved or at |east had a good
expl anation for. But | haven't penetrated The Mystery."

"Which i s what?" Porsena sai d.

"If all universes except for one, the original, were created
by the Lords, who created the original ? And why?"

"Only the young concern thensel ves seriously with

matters such as ultimate origins and the reasons for them
When you get ol d enough to know that such questions have
no answers, you'll quit asking."

"I hope | never get that old," Jim said.

Porsena smniled. He supposed that the smile | ooked to Jim
I'i ke The Sphinx's inscrutable expression. Perhaps Jim

t hought that his doctor was concealing the wi sdom of the
ages behind the snmirk of the stone-headed Egyptian stat ue.

He was. He knew what The Sphi nx knew about the
ultimate nysteries. That is, nothing.

The Mysteries were unassailable in this world and in all
wor | ds.

The nost that any human being could do was to try to
solve the "little" nysteries. Those were huge enough.
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AFTERWORD
A. James G annini, MD.

On an ot herw se unrenarkabl e English afternoon, a remark-
able English girl nanmed Alice wal ked through a | ooking
glass. On the other side, she found a | and of fantasy and
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distortion. Her ability was unusual because she could enter

a fantasy created by soneone else and then return to the
alternative "real" world. Schizophrenics and ot her psychot-
ics inhabit their own world of delusion and al so have
difficulty reentering the real world—that comon interface
that humanity shares. Children can al so inhabit a secret

pl ace of fantasy. Wile they sel dom have troubl e skipping
across the twin planes of fantasy and reality, they do not
have the ability to transport adults into their secret worlds.

It is the lack of Alice's gift that nakes the practice of
psychiatry so difficult. Each delusional patient is truly a
master of his own universe. This universe is an entity

unique to the individual. It has its own terrain, its own
menory-base and its own synbolic | anguage. The under -
standi ng of each of these worlds provides the therapist with
the ability to discover the root trauma and nodify the
results. Unfortunately, the patient retains the ability and
prerogative to alter his personal reality at any tine. For
sone, alterations occur in a chaotic fashion, while for
others it seens to occur whenever a breakthrough is

i mmi nent .

The great English therapist, R D. Laing, developed a
school of thought in which a schizophrenic's psychosis
woul d be considered an alternative valid reality. For the
initial therapeutic phase, as |east, this school provided a
useful nodel. In trying to understand the patient's psycho-
sis, however, one had to consune a | arge anount of

prof essi onal resources. Many tines, this expenditure was
wast ed. The patient was sol e naster of his del usiona
schene; he controlled its access and could alter its form

Frustration with these inherent linmitations causes many
psychiatrists to rely solely on a specific class of medication,
the "neuroleptics,” to reduce and control their patient's
psychoses. This has al ways seenmed to me a solution to

one- hal f of the physician's classic problem Dependence

upon neurol eptics al one resolves the synptons but does not
remove the cause of the disorder. Wth the resolution of the
del usi onal synptons may cone the di sappearance of the

very key that mght provide insight into the danage that

begat the del usion

Alice was able to pass unhindered through an alternative
universe. This was a universe of sone stability. Wile such
characters as the Duchess' child could change their shape,

the underlying formof the chessboard-mirror world was

stable. It is the accessibility and stability of this world that
makes it an attractive alternative to the | ocked-off norass of
each patient's separate del usional subreality. A therapeutic
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anodyne woul d then be a world with fixed reference points
and a door that permts universal ingress and egress.

Wil e conpleting nmy psychiatric residency at Yale Uni-
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versity, | encountered many patients whose worlds were
closed off to ne. Their personal fears and my neuroleptic
medi cations seened to function as twin seals forever
renoving nme fromthe dreadful fears that pushed them away
fromreality. It was at Yale that | conceived using science
fiction or fantasy novels as the source of an alternative
reality that the patient and | could explore together

Providentially, | discovered Philip Jose Fanner's Wrld
of Tiers series. It seemed to be a tool designed for the
pur pose of investigating and resol ving psychotic distur-
bances. Its "Gates" provide the access nmechanisms. Its
characters were a Jungian delight; an entire panoply of
archetypes were avail able for retrospective analysis. The
vari ety of pocket universes presented a |arge but fixed
nunber of nmultiple realities.

In the initial approaches with "Tiers-therapy," severa
patients with psychotic presentation were asked to read the
series. Therapy then shifted froma review of the patients'
activities to a discussion of the books. Gradually, these

di scussi ons becane nore focused so that the patient would
gradually relate his experiences with those of Tiers charac-
ters. Wen stress woul d occur between therapy sessions and
the patient would break down, the psychotic perceptions

woul d gradual |y incorporate an ever-expandi ng fracti on of

the Tiers system As an adapted Tiers universe replaced the
highly idiosyncratic forns of alternative reality, | was able
to enter each patient's private world. Finally, the metaphor-
ical means were available to conduct work on-site. It was as
if | were an astrononer, who, after gazing at Mars through

a distorted mrror, was finally able to walk on that planet's
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red sands. Once the patient and | net on a commopn worl d,
meani ngf ul therapy proceeded quickly.

In this formof therapy, | noted that adol escents and
younger adults had the best results. Those who were
possessed of a |ove for books were the nbst eager. Therapy
was qui ckly engaged if these young nen and wonen felt
thensel ves to be misfits who bel onged in another age.

Sone had psychoses; others were addicted to their own
fantasy world. Wien | nmoved to Chio, | found a corps of
willing patients (and supportive parents) who quickly ac-
cepted the tenets of Tiersian therapy. Since these patients
were confortable with expressing thenselves, | was able to
utilize the powerful tool of group therapy to project our-
selves into a Tiersian nodel

In standard group therapy, what is discussed ("content")

is less inportant than the act of discussion ("process"). It is
after all the flow of water rather than the nature of water that
gives a river its special properties and attractions. Since
every patient had a unique way of relating to the Tiers

wor | ds, the de-enphasis on content worked well. Because

all of our group nenbers now shared the sanme basic

synmbol s and archetypes, each patient could relate to another

in a way that enhanced the process. By relating to each
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other, the group was able to resolve the earlier conflicts of
its nenbers and gradually reenter the real world. Using the
Tiers series as a hal fway house, they noved from private
reality to shared reality to that reality which all hunmanity
hol ds i n conmon.

Farmer's re-creation of Tiersian therapy at Wellington
Hospital captures the essence of this particular process.
Tiersian therapy is currently undergoi ng a punctuated evo-
lution. It has been discontinued and conti nued many tines.
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Each manifestation has brought with it nmany refinenents.

As the strangely fanmiliar Dr. Porsena enphasizes, the trick

of the gane is to ensure that Tiersian therapy becones an
entry into reality, not a substitute for it. CGenerally, our
patients were able to distinguish their delusions or fantasies
fromreality; they sinply chose to avoid reality. Tiersian
therapy is not yet applicable for the profoundly psychotic

i ndi vi dual . Schi zophrenics are not candi dates for therapeu-
tic systems that utilize evolving realities.

In reading the fictional re-creation of group process and

the individual reaction to it, | felt I was an observer in ny
own therapeutic groups. Though Philip Farmer has never
observed any of these sessions, he has reconstructed them
accurately. Wiile all persons and processes are totally
fictional, any of ny forner patients and cotherapists should
feel a sense of famliarity.

Future scientific papers on Tiersian therapy will analyze
the conponents of this technique. It is to be hoped that ny
prof essi onal coll eagues will then attenpt to replicate the
met hods and results of this approach. Scientific papers,
whil e a necessary part of the transnission of know edge,

|l ack the gestalt of the exploration: the experinent, the
anal ysis, the therapeutic techniques. The novel, however,
whil e short on absolutely accurate detail faithfully repro-
duces the sweat and fire of scientific enquiry. Red Oe's
Rage carries on its pages the intuitive "feel" of psychother-
apeutic treatnment. In it, we can truly experience Jinis
energence into reality as he takes control of his own life.

Alice learned to run twice as fast and so becane a queen.
She then was able to wal k through the nether side of the
| ooki ng gl ass and reenter Engl and.

252

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,...200f%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%200rc's%20Rage.txt (192 of 192) [1/19/03 7:27:34 PM]



	Local Disk
	file:///F|/rah/Philip%20Jose%20Farmer/Farmer,%20Philip%20Jose%20-%20World%20of%20Tiers%206%20-%20Red%20Orc's%20Rage.txt


