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SOMEWHERE A BAND ISPLAYING
"SOMEWHERE"

Some stories—be they short Stories, novellas, or novels—you may redize, are written as a result of a
sngle immediate, clear impulse. Others ricochet off various events over a lifetime and come together
much later to make awhole.

When | was Sx years old my father, who had an urge to travel, took our family by train to Tucson,
Arizona, for a year, where we lived in a burgeoning environment; for me, it was exhilarating. The town
was very amdl and it was dill growing. There' s nothing more exciting than to be part of the evolution of a
place. | fdt a sense of freedom there and | made many wonderful friends.

A year later, we moved back to Waukegan, lllinois where | had been born and spent the firgt
years of my life But we returned to Tucson when | was tweve, and this time | experienced an even
greater sense of exhilaration because we lived out on the edge of town and | walked to school every day,
through the desert, past dl the fantagtic varieties of cacti, encountering lizards, spiders and, on occasion,
snakes, on my way to seventh grade; that was the year | began to write,

Then, much later, when | lived in Irdland for dmost a year, writing the screenplay of Moby Dick
for John Huston, | encountered the works of Stephen Leacock, the Canadian humoris. Among them
was a charming little book titled Sunshine Sketches of a Little Town.

| was s0 taken with the book that | tried to gt MGM to make amation picture of it. | typed up a
few prdiminary pages to show the studio how | envisoned the book as a film. When MGM’s interest
faled, | was left with the beginning of a screenplay that had the feding of a smdl town. But at the same
time | couldn’t help but remember the Tucson | had known and loved when | was sx and when | was
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twelve, and began to write my own screenplay and short story about a town somewhere in the desert.

During those same years | kept encountering Katharine Hepburn, ether in person or on the
screen, and | was taribly attracted by the fact that she remained so youthiful in appearance through the
years.

Sometime in 1956, when she was in her late forties, she made the film Summertime. This caused
me somehow to put her at the center of a story for which | had no title yet, but Somewhere a Band Is
Playing was obvioudy evolving.

Some thirty years ago | saw afilm caled The Wind and the Lion, starring Sean Connery and with
afabulous score by Jerry Goldsmith. | was so taken with the score that | sat down, played it, and wrote
along poem based on the enchanting music.

This became another dement of Somewhere a Band Is Playing as | progressed through the
beginnings of a story which | had not yet fully comprehended, but it seemed as if findly dl the dements
were coming together: the year | spent in Tucson, age S, the year | spent there when | was twelve, the
various encounters with Katharine Hepburn, induding her magicd appearance in Summertime, and my
long poem based on the score of The Wind and the Lion. All of these ran together and inspired me to
begin along prologue to the novellathat ultimatdy followed.

Today, looking back, | redize how fortunate | am to have collected such dements, to have held
them ready, and then put them together to make this find product, Somewhere a Band Is Playing. |
have been fortunate to have many “helpers’ dong the way. One of those, in the case of this story, ismy
dear friend Anne Hardin, who has offered me strong encouragement over the past few years to see this
novedla published. For that she shares in the dedication of this work.

Of course, | had hoped to finish the novella, over the years, in order to have it ready in time for
Katharine Hepburn, no matter how old she got, to play the lead in a theater or film adaptation. Katie
waited patiently, but the years passed, she became tired, and findly left this world. | cannot help but fed
she deserves the dedication | have placed on this story.

SOMEWHERE A BAND ISPLAYING...
for Anne Hardin and Katharine Hepburn,
with love

CHAPTER 1

There was a desert prairie filled with wind and sun and sagebrush and a slence that grew sweetly up in
wildflowers. There was aral track laid across this dlence and now therall track shuddered.

Soon a dark train charged out of the east with fire and steam and thundered through the Station.
Onitsway it dowed a a platform littered with confetti, the tatters of ancient tickets punched by transient
conductors.

The locomotive dowed just enough for one piece of luggage to catapult out, and a young manin a
summer dishrag it to legp after and land running as the train, with aroar, charged on asif the dtation did
not exigt, nor the luggage, nor its owner who now stopped his jolting run to stare around as the dust
settled around him and, in the distance, the dim outlines of amdl houses were reveded.

“Damn,” he whispered. “There is something here, after dl.”

More dust blew away, revedling more roofs, spires, and trees.

“Why?" he whispered. “Why did | come here?’

He answered himsdf even more quietly, “Because.”

CHAPTER 2

Because.
In his haf-deep lagt night he had fdt something writing on the ingdes of his eydids.
Without opening his eyes he read the words as they scrolled:
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Somewhere a band is playing,
Playing the strangest tunes,
Of sunflower seeds and sailors
Who tide with the strangest moons.
Somewhere a drummer simmers
And trembles with times forlorn,
Remembering days of summer
In futures yet unborn.
“Hold on,” he heard hmsdf say.
He opened his eyes and the writing stopped.
He half-raised his head from the pillow and then, thinking better of it, lay back down.
With his eyes closed the writing began again on the ingde of hislids.
Futures so far they are ancient
And filled with Egyptian dust,
That smell of the tomb and the lilac,
And seed that is spent from lust,
And peach that is hung on a tree branch
Far out in the sky from on€e's reach,
There mummies as lovely as |obsters
Remember old futures and teach.
For amoment he fdt his eyes tremble and shut tight, asiif to change the lines or make them fade.
Then, as he watched in the darkness, they formed again in the inner twilight of his head, and the
words were these:
And children sit by on the stone floor
And draw out their livesin the sands,
Remembering deaths that won’t happen
In futures unseen in far lands.
Somewhere a band is playing
Where the moon never sets in the sky
And nobody deeps in the summer
And nobody puts down to die;
And Time then just goes on forever
And hearts then continue to beat
To the sound of the old moon-drum drumming
And the glide of Eternity’s feet;
“Too much,” he heard himsdf whisper. “Too much. | can't. Is this the way poems happen? And
where does it come from? Isit done?’ he wondered.
And not sure, he put his head back down and closed his eyes and there were these words:
Somewhere the old people wander
And linger themselves into noon
And deep in the wheat fields yonder
To rise as fresh children with moon.
Somewnhere the children, old, maunder
And know what it is to be dead
And turn in their weeping to ponder
Oblivious filed 'neath their bed.
And sit at the long dining table
Where Life makes a banquet of flesh,
Where dis-able makes itself able
And spoiled puts on new masks of fresh.
Somewhere a band is playing



Oh listen, oh listen, that tune!
If you learn it you'll dance on forever
In June...
And yet June...
And more...June...
And Death will be dumb and not clever
And Death will lie silent forever
In June and June and more June.
The darkness now was complete. The twilight was quiet.
He opened his eyesfully and lay saring at the cdling in dishdief. He turned in the bed and picked
up a picture postcard lying on the nightstand, and stared at the image.
At lagt he said, hdf doud, “Am | happy?’
And responded to himsdf, “I am not happy.”
Very dowly he got out of bed, dressed, went downdairs, walked to the tran dtation, bought a
ticket and took thefirg train heading west.

CHAPTER 3

Because.

WEel, now, he thought, as he peered down the tracks. This place isn't on the map. But when the
train dowed, | jJumped, because...

He turned and saw a wind-battered Sgn over the flimsy dation that seemed about to snk under
tides of sand: SUMMERTON, ARIZONA.

“Yes gr,” sad avoice.

The traveler dropped his gaze to find a man of some middle years with fair hair and clear eyes
seated on the porch of the ramshackle station, leaning back in shadow. An assortment of hats hung
above him, which read: TICKET SELLER, BAGGAGE MASTER, SWITCHMAN, NIGHT WATCHMAN, TAXI.
Upon his head was a cap with the word STATIONMASTER gtitched on itshill in bright red thread.

“Whet'll it be,” the middle-aged man said, looking at the stranger dteedily. “A ticket on the next
tran? Or ataxi two blocks over to the Egyptian View Arms?’

“God, | don't know.” The younger man wiped his brow and blinked in dl directions. “I just got
here. Jumped off. Don't know why.”

“Don’'t argue with impulse” said the stationmaster. “With luck you miss the frying pan and hit a
nice cool lake on ahot day. So, whet'll it be?’

The older man waited.

“Taxi, two blocks, to the Egyptian View Arms,” said the young man, quickly. “Yedl”

“Fine, given the fact thet there are no Egyptians to view, nor a Nile Delta. And Cairo, lllinais, isa
thousand miles east. But | suppose we' ve got plenty of aams.”

The old man rose, pulled the STATIONMASTER cap from his head, and replaced it with the TAXI
cap. He bent to take the amdl suitcase when the young man said, “You're not just going to leave—7"

“The dation? It'll mind itsdf. The tracks aren’'t going nowhere, there's nothing to be purloined
within, and it'll be some few days before another train takes us by surprise. Come on.” He hoisted the
bag and shuffled out of the gloom and around the corner.

Behind the dation was no taxi. Instead, a rather handsome large white horse stood, petiently
waiting. And behind the horse was a smd| upright wagon with the words KELLY’S BAKERY, Fresh Bread,
painted on its Sde.

Thetaxi driver beckoned and the young man dimbed into the wagon and settled himsdf in the
warm shadow. The stranger inhded.

“Ain't that ararefineamd|?’ said the taxi driver. “Just ddlivered five dozen loaves!”

“Thet,” said the young man, “is the perfume of Eden on the firg morn.”

The older man raised his eyebrows. “Wdl, now,” he wondered, “what's a newspaper writer with
aqoiraions to be a novdig doing in Summerton, Arizona?’



“Because,” sad the young man.

“Because?’ sad the older man. “That's one of the finest reasonsin the world. Leaves lots of room
for decisons.” He dlimbed up onto the driver's seat, looked with gentle eyes at the waiting horse and
made a soft dicking noise with his tongue and said, “ Claude.”

And the horse, hearing his name, carried them away into Summerton, Arizona

CHAPTER 4
The ar was hot as the bakery wagon moved and then, as they reached the shadows of trees, the ar
began to coal.
The young man leaned forward.
“How did you guess?’

“What?' sad the driver.

“Thet I'm awriter,” said the young man.

Thetaxi driver glanced at the passng trees and nodded.

“Y our tongue improves your words on their way out. Keep taking.”

“I've heard rumors about Summerton.”

“Lots of folks hear, few arive”

“l heard your town’s another time and place, vanishing maybe. Surviving, | hope.”

“Let me see your good eye,” said the driver.

The reporter turned and looked straight on a him.

The driver nodded again.

“Nope, not yet jaundiced. | think you see what you look at, tdl what you fed. Welcome. Name's
Culpepper. Elias”

“Mr. Culpepper.” The young man touched the older man's shoulder. * James Cardiff.”

“Lord,” said Culpepper. “Aren't we a pair? Culpepper and Cardiff. Could be gented lawyers,
architects, printers. Names like thet don’t come in tandems. Culpepper and, now, Cardiff.”

And Claude the horse trotted alittle more quickly through the shadows of trees.

The horse rambled through town, Elias Cul pepper pointing right and left, chaiting up a storm.

“There's the envelope factory. All our mal starts there. Ther€'s the steam works, once made
geam, | forget what for. And right now, passing Culpepper Summerton News. If there's news once a
month, we print it! Four pages in large, easy-to-read type. So you see, you and | are, in a way, in the
same business. You don't, of course, o rein horses and punch ral tickets.”

“I mogt certainly don't,” said James Cardiff, and they both laughed quietly.

“And,” sad Elias Culpepper, as Claude rounded a curve into a lane where dms and oaks and
maples fused the center and wove the sky in green and blue colors, a fine thatchwork above and below,
“thisis New Sunrise Way. Best familieslive here. That's the Ribtrees’, there' s the Townways . And—’

“My God,” sad James Cardiff. “Those front lawns. Look, Mr. Cul pepper!”

And they drove by fence after fence, where crowds of sunflowers lifted huge round clock faces to
time the sun, to open with the dawn and close with the dusk, a hundred in this patch under an em, two
hundred in the next yard, and five hundred beyond.

Every curb was lined with the tdl green stalks ending in vast dark faces and ydlow fringes.

“It' slike a crowd wetching a parade,” said James Cardiff.

“Cometo think,” said Elias Cul pepper.

He gave a gented wave of his hand.

“Now, Mr. Cadiff. You're the fird reporter’s vidted in years. Nothing's happened here since
1903, the year of the Small Flood. Or 1902, if you want the Big One. Mr. Cardiff, what would a
reporter be wanting with a town like this where nothing happens by the hour?’

“Something might,” said Cardiff, uneasily.

He raised his gaze and looked at the town dl around. You're here, he thought, but maybe you
won't be. | know, but won't tell. It's a terrible truth that may wipe you away. My mind is open, but my
mouth is shut. The future is uncertain and unsure.



Mr. Culpepper pulled a gtick of spearmint gum from his shirt pocket, peeled its wrapper, popped
itin his mouth, and chewed.

“You know something | don’'t know, Mr. Cardiff?’

“Maybe,” said Cardiff, “you know things about Summerton you haven't told me.”

“Then | hope we both fess up soon.”

And with that, Elias Culpepper reined Claude gently into the graveled driveway of the sunflower
yard of a private home with a Sgn above the porch: EGYPTIAN VIEW ARMS. BOARDING.

And he had not lied.

No Nile River wasin sght.

CHAPTER 5

At which moment an old-fashioned ice wagon with afull dark cavern mouth of frost entered the yard, led
by a horsein dire need of his Antarctic cargo. Cardiff could taste the ice, from thirty summerslong gone.

“Jugintime” said the iceman. “Hot day. Go grab.” He nodded toward the rear of his wagon.

Cardiff, on pure inginct, jumped down from the bread wagon and went draight to the back of the
ice wagon, and fet his ten-year-old hand reach in and grab a sharp icicle. He stepped back and rubbed it
on his brow. His other hand indinctively took a handkerchief from his pocket to wrap the ice. Sucking it,
he moved away.

“How'sit taste?’ he heard Culpepper say.

Cardiff gave the ice another lick.

“Linen.”

Only then did he glance back at the street.

It was such a street as could not be believed. There was not a roof on any house that had not
been freshly tarred and lathed or tiled. Not a porch swing that did not hang straight. Not a window that
did not shine like a mirrored shidd in Vdhdla hdls, dl gold a sunrise and sunset, dl clear running
brookstream at noon. Not a bay window that did not display books leaning againg others quiet wits on
inner library shelves. Not arain funnd spout without itsrain barrel gathering the seasons. Not a backyard
that was nat, this day, filled with carpets being flalled so that time dusted on the wind and old patterns
sprung forth to rococo new. Not akitchen that did not send forth promises of hunger placated and easy
evenings of contemplation on victuas contained just south-southwest of the soul.

All, dl perfect, dl painted, dl fresh, dl new, dl beautiful, a perfect town in a perfect blend of
Slence and unseen hudle and flurry.

“A penny for your thoughts” said Elias Cul pepper.

Cardiff shook his head, his eyes shut, because he had seen nothing, but imagined much.

“l can't tdl you,” said Cardiff, in a whisper.

“Try,” said Elias Culpepper.

Cardiff shook his head again, nearly suffering with inexplicable happiness.

Peding the handkerchief from around the ice, he put the last diver in his mouth and gave it a
crunch as he started up the porch steps with his back to the town, wondering what he would find next.

CHAPTER 6

James Cardiff stood in quiet amazement.

The front porch of the Egyptian View Arms was the longest he had ever seen. It had so many
white wicker rockers he stopped counting. Occupying some of the rockers was an assortment of
youngish not quite middle-aged gentlemen, natily dressed, with dicked-back hair, fresh out of the
shower. And interspersed among the men were late-thirties-not-yet-forty women in summer dresses
looking as if they had dl been cut from the same rose or orchid or gardenia wallpaper. The men had
haircuts each sheared by the same barber. The women wore ther tresses like bright hdmets designed by
some Parisan, ironed and curlicued long before Cardiff had been born. And the assembly of rockers dl
tilted forward and then back, in unison, in a quiet surf, as if the same ocean breeze moved them dl,



soundless and serene.

As Cadiff put hisfoot on the porch landing, dl the rocking stopped, dl the faces lifted, and there
was a blaze of amiles and every hand rose in a quiet wave of welcome. He nodded and the white summer
wickers refloated themsdlves, and a murmur of conversation began.

Looking at the long line of handsome people, he thought: Srange, so many men home at this
hour of the day. Most peculiar.

A tiny crystd bdl tinkled in the dim screen doorway.

“Soup’'son,” awoman's voice caled.

In a matter of seconds, the wicker chairs emptied, as dl the summer people filed through the
screen door with ahum.

He was about to follow when he stopped, turned his head and looked back.

“What?" he whispered.

Elias Culpepper was a his ebow, gently placing Cardiff’ s suitcase beside him.

“Thet sound,” said Cardiff. “ Somewhere...”

Hias Culpepper laughed quietly. “That’s the town band rehearsing Thursday night's performance
of the short-form Tosca. When she jumpsit only takes two minutes for her to land.”

“Tosca,” said Cardiff, and listened to the far brass musc. “Somewhere...”

“Stepin,” said Culpepper, who held the screen door wide for James Cardiff.

CHAPTER 7

Ingde the dim hdl, Cardiff fdt as if he had moved into a summer-cool milk shed that smelled of large
canigters of cream hidden away from the sun, and iceboxes dripping their secret liquors, and bread lad
out fresh on kitchen tables, and pies cooling on windowslls

Cadiff took another step and knew he would deep nine hours a night here and wake like a boy a
dawn, excited that he was dive, and dl the world beginning, morn after morn, glad for his heart in his
body, and his pulsein hiswrigts.

He heard someone laughing. And it was himsdlf, overwhelmed with a joy he could not explan.

There was the merest motion from somewhere high in the house. Cardiff looked up.

Descending the stairs, and pausing now at seeing him, was the most beautiful womean in the world.

Somewhere, sometime, he had heard someone say: Fix the image before it fades. So said the firg
cameras that trapped light and carried that illumination to obscuras where chemicds lad out in porcean
caused the trapped ghodts to rouse. Faces caught a noon were summoned up out of sour baths to
reestablish their eyes, their mouths, and then the haunting flesh of beauty or arrogance, or the impatience
of achild held 4ill. In darkness the phantoms lurked in chemicas until some gestures surfaced them out of
timeinto a forever that could be held in the hands long after the warm flesh had vanished.

It was thus and so with this woman, this bright noon wonder who descended the dairs into the
cool shadow of the hdl only to reemerge in a shaft of sunlight in the dining room door. Her hand drifted
to take Cardiff’s hand, and then her wrigt and arm and shoulder and & ladt, as from that chemidry in an
obscura room, the ghost of a face s0 lovdy it burst on him like a flower when the dawn causes it to
widen its beauty. Her measuring bright and summer-electric eyes shone marrily, watching him, as if he,
too, had just arisen from those miraculous tides in which memory swims, asif to say: Remember me?

| do! he thought.

Yes? he thought he heard her say.

Yed he cried, not speaking. | always hoped | might remember you.

W, then, her eyes said, we shall be friends. Perhaps in another time, we met.

“They’rewaiting for us,” she said aoud.

Yes, he thought, for both of ud

And now he spoke. “Y our name?’

But you already know it, her slence replied.

And it was the name of a woman dead these four thousand years and lost in Egyptian sands, and
now refreshed a noon in another desert near an empty Station and glent tracks.



“Nefertiti,” he said. “A fine name. 1t means the Beautiful One Is Here”

“Ah” she said, “you know.”

“Tutankhamen came from the tomb when | was threg)” he said. “I saw his golden mask and
wanted my face to be his”

“Butitis” shesad. “You jus never noticed.”

“Can | bdieve that?

“Bdieveit and it will happen in the midst of your belief. Are you hungry?’

Starved, he thought, Saring at her.

“Before you fdl,” she laughed, “come.”

And she led himin to afeasing of summer gods.

CHAPTER 8

The dining room, like the porch, was the longest one he' d ever seen.

All of the summer porch people were lined up on ether side of an incredible table, saring at
Cardiff and Nef as they came through the door.

At the far end were two chairs waiting for them and as soon as Cardiff and Nef sat, there was a
flurry of activity as utendls were raised and platters passed.

There was an incredible salad, an amnazing omdet, and a soup smooth as velvet. From the kitchen
drifted a scent that promised a dessert sweet as ambrosa.

In the middle of his astonishment, Cardiff said, “Hold on, thisis too much. | must see.”

He rose and walked to a door at the end of the dining room, which opened into the kitchen.

Entering the kitchen, he stared across the room at what seemed a familiar doorway.

He knew where it led.

The pantry.

And not jugt any pantry, but his grandmother’s pantry, or something just like it. How could that
be?

He stepped forward and pushed the door, haf-expecting that he would find his grandmother
within, logt in that specid jungle where hung leopard bananas, where doughnuts were buried in
quicksands of powdered sugar. Where apples shone in bins and peaches displayed their warm summer
cheeks. Where row on row, shdf on shef, of condiments and spices rose to an dways-twilight celing.

He heard himsdf intoning the names that he read off the jar labels, the monikers of Indian princes
and Arabian wanderers.

Cardimon and anise and cinnamon were there, and cayenne and curry. Added to which there
were ginger and paprika and thyme and cdlandrine.

He could dmost have sung the syllables and awakened at night to hear himsdf humming the
sounds dl over again.

He scanned and re-scanned the shelves, took a deep breath, and turned, looking back into the
kitchen, sure he would find a familiar shape bent over the table, preparing the last courses for the amazing
lunch.

He saw a portly woman idng a buttery yelow cake with dark chocolate, and he thought if he cried
her name, his grandmother might turn and rush to hold him.

But he said nothing and watched the womean finish the job with a flourish, and hand the cake to a
mad who carried it out into the dining room.

He went back to join Nef, his appetite gone, having fed himsdf in the pantry wilderness, which
was more than enough.

Nef, he thought, gazing at her, isawoman of dl women, a beauty of dl beauties. That wheet fidd
painted agan and again by Monet that became the wheat fidd. That church fagade smilaly painted,
agan and again, untl it was the most perfect fagade in the history of churches. That bright apple and
fabled orange by Cézanne that never fades.

“Mr. Cardiff,” he heard her say. “Sit, eat. You musin't keep me waiting. I’ ve been waiting too

many years.”



He drew close, not able to take his eyes away from her.

“Great god,” he said. “How old are you?’

“You tdl me” she said.

“Oh, hdl,” he cried. “You were born maybe twenty years ago. Thirty. Or the day before
yesterday.”

“l an dl of those”

“How?"

“l am your Sster, your daughter, and someone you knew years ago back in school, yes? | am the
grl you asked to the Senior Prom but she had promised another.”

“That'smy life. That happened. How did you guess?”’

“I never guess” shereplied. “1 know. The important thing is that you're here at last.”

“You sound asif you expected me”

“Forever,” she said.

“But | didn't know | was coming here until lagt night, in the middle of a dream. | fixed my mind
only at the last moment. | decided to write a gtory...”

She laughed quigtly. “How can that be? It sounds o like those unhedthy romances written by
hedithy housewives. What made you choose Summerton? Was it our name?’

“l saw a postcard someone mugt have picked up on their way through.”

“Oh, that would have been years ago.”

“It looked like a nice town—a friendly spot for tourists looking for a place to relax, enjoy the
desert air. But then, | looked for it on the map. And you know what? It's not on any map | could find.”

“Wel, the train doesn’'t stop here.”

“It didn’t stop today,” he admitted. “Only two things got off: me and my suitcase.”

“You trave lightly.”

“I'm just here overnight. When the next train runs through, not stopping, I'll grab on.”

“No,” she sad oftly. “That’s not how it's supposed to be.”

“I’ve got to go home and finsh my gtory,” he ingsted.

“Ah, yes” she said. “And what will you say about this town that no one can find?’

A coud crossed the sky and the dining room windows darkened, and a shadow fdl across his
face. There were two truthsto tell, but he could tdll only one.

“Thet it's a lovdy town,” he said, landy. “The kind that doesn’t exig anymore. That people
should remember and celebrate. But how did you know | was coming?’

“l woke a dawn,” she said. “I heard your train from a long way off. By noon the tran was just
beyond the mountains, and | heard its whidle”

“And did you expect someone named Cardiff?’

“Cardiff?’ she wondered. “There was a giant, once—"

“Indl the newspapers. A fraud.”

“And,” she sad. “Are you a fraud?’

He could not meet her gaze.

CHAPTER 9

When he looked up, Nef's chair was empty. The other diners, too, had dl I€ft the table, gone back to
their rocking chairs or, perhaps, to summer afternoon naps.

“Lord,” he murmured. “Tha woman, young, but how young? Old, but how old?’

Suddenly Elias Culpepper touched his elbow.

“You want a red tour of our town? Claude needs to deliver some more fresh-baked bread. On
your feet!”

The wagon was loaded with a redolent harvest. The warm loaves had been neatly stacked row on row
within the oven-smdling wagon, thirty or forty loaves in dl, with names lettered on the wax-paper
wrappings. Beside these were waxed boxes of muffins and cakes, carefully tied with string.



Cardiff took three immense inhdations and dmogt fdl with the overconsumption.

Culpepper handed im a smdl packet and a knife.

“What's this?” said Cardiff.

“Youwon't be ablock away before the bread overcomes you. Thisis a butter knife. This here is
aful loaf. Don't bring it back.”

“It Il ruin my supper.”

“No. Enhance. Summer outside. Summer ingde”

He handed over a pad with names and addresses.

“Judin case,” sad Culpepper.

“Y ou're sending me out on my own? How do | know where to go?’

“Don’'t you worry. Claude knows the way. Never got logt yet. Right, Claude?’

Claude looked back, neither amused nor serious, just ready.

“Jud go easy on the reins. Claude's got his own system. You just tag aong. It's the only way to
see the town without any jabber from me. Giddap.”

Cardiff jumped aboard. Claude tugged, the wagon lurched forward.

“Hdl.” He fumbled with the notebook, scanning the names and addresses. “What' s the firs stop?”

“Gitl”

The bread wagon drifted away, warming the air with the heady scents of yeast and grain.

Claude trotted asif he could hardly wait to be right.

CHAPTER 10

Claude jogged at a goodly pace for two blocks and turned sweetly to the right.

His eyes twitched toward a front yard mallbox: Abercrombie.

Cadiff checked hisligt.

Abercrombiel!

“Damn!”

He jumped from the wagon, loaf in hand, when a woman’s voice caled, “Thank you, Claude.”

A woman of some forty years stood at the gate to take the bread. “You, too, of course,” she sad.
“Miger...?

“Cardiff, mam.”

“Claude” she cdlled, “take good care of Mr. Cardiff. And Mr. Cardiff, you take good care of
Claude. Morning!”

And the wagon jounced dong the bricks under a congress of trees that laced themsdlves to lattice
out the sun.

“Hllmore's next.” Cardiff eyed the lig, ready to pull on the reins when the horse stopped a a
second gate.

Cadiff popped the bread in the Fllmore malbox and raced to catch up with Claude, who had
resumed his route without waiting for his driver.

So it went. Bramble. Jones. Williams. 1saacson. Meredith. Bread. Cake. Bread. Muffins. Bread.
Cake. Bread.

Claude turned afind corner.

And there was a schoal.

“Hold up, Claude!”

Cardiff dighted and walked into the schoolyard to find a teeter-totter, its old blue paint flaking,
next to an old swing-s4t, its splintery wooden seats suspended from rusted iron chains.

“Wel, now,” whispered Cardiff.

The school was two gtories high. Its double doors were shut, and dl eght of its windows were
crusted with dust.

Cardiff rattled the front doors. Locked tight.

“It sonly May,” Cardiff said to himsdf. “ School’s not out yet.”

Claude whinnied irritably, and perhaps out of pique, began a dow glide avay from the schooal.



“Claudel” Cardiff put ironinit. “Stay!”

Claude stayed, drumming the bricks with both forefeet.

Cadiff turned back to the building. Carved in the lintd, above the main door were the words:
SUMMERTON GRAMMAR SCHOOL, DEDICATED JANUARY 1st, 1888,

“Eighteen eghty-eight,” Cardiff muttered. “Well, now.”

He gave one lagt look at the dust-caked windows and the rusted swing chains and said, “One last
go-round, Claude.”

Claude did not move.

“We'redl out of bread and names, isthat it? Y ou only take bakery orders, nothing ese?’

Even Claude's shadow did not move.

“Wel, well just stand here until you do me afavor. Your new star boarder wantsto cross-section
the whole blasted town. What's it to be? No water, no oats, without afull trot.”

Water and oats did it.

Full trot.

They saled down Clover Avenue and up Hibiscus Way and over on to Rosewood Place and right
on Juneglade and Ieft again on Sandalwood then Ravine, which ran off the edge of a shdlow ravine cut
by ancient rains. He stared at lavn after lawvn after lawn, dl of them lush, green, perfect. No basebal
bats. No baseballs. No basketbal hoops. No basketbadls. No tennis rackets. No croquet malets. No
hopscotch chak marks on sidewaks. No tire swings on trees.

Claude trotted him back to the Egyptian View Arms, where Elias Cul pepper was waiting.

Cadiff cdlimbed down from the bread wagon.

“Wdl?

Cardiff looked back at the summer drift of green lawns and green hedges and golden sunflowers
and sad, “Where are the children?’

CHAPTER 11

Mr. Culpepper did not immediately respond.

For dead ahead there was afternoon high tea, with gpricot and peach tarts and strawberry ddight
and coffee ingtead of tea and then port instead of coffee and then there was dinner, ared humdinger, that
lasted until well after nine and then the inhabitants of the Egyptian View Arms headed up, one by one, to
their most welcome cool summer night beds, and Cardiff sat out on the croquetless and hoopless lavn,
watching Mr. Culpepper on the porch, smoking severd amdl bonfire pipes, wating.

At lagt Cardiff, infull brooding pace, arrived at the bottom of the porch rall and waited.

“Y ou were asking about no children?’ said Elias Cul pepper.

Cardiff nodded.

“A good reporter wouldn't dlow so much time to pass after asking such an important question.”

“Moretimeis passng right now,” said Cardiff, gently, dimbing the porch steps.

“Soitis Here”

A bottle of wine and two smdl snifters sat on therailing.

Cardiff drained hisa ajolt, and went to St next to Elias Cul pepper.

Culpepper puffed smoke. “We have” he said, seeming to consider his words with care, “sent dl
the children away to school.”

Cadiff stared. “The whole town? Every child?’

“That's the sum. It's a hundred miles to Phoenix in one direction. Two hundred to Tucson.
Nothing but sand and petrified forest in between. The children need schools with proper trees. We got
proper trees here, yes, but we can't hire teachers to teach here. We did, a one time, but they got too
lonesome. They wouldn't come, so our children had to go.”

“If I came back in late June would | meet the kids coming home for the summer?’

Culpepper hdd 4ill, much like Claude.

“l said—"

“l heard.” Culpepper knocked the sparking ash from his pipe. “If | sad yes, would you believe



Cardiff shook his head.
“Youimplying I'm amile off from the truth?’
“I'm only implying,” Cardiff said, “that we are at a taffy pull. I'm waiting to see how far you pull

Culpepper smiled.

“The children aren’t coming home. They have chosen summer school in Amherst, Providence, and
Sag Harbor. One is even in Mysdtic Seaport. Ain't that a fine sound? Mydtic. | sat there once in a
thunderstorm reading every other chapter of Moby-Dick.”

“The children are not coming home,” said Cardiff. “Can | guess why?’

The older man nodded, pipe in mouth, unlit.

Cardiff took out his notepad and stared at it.

“The children of thistown,” he said at lagt, “won’'t come home. Not one. None. Never.”

He closed the notepad and continued: “The reason why the children are never coming home is”
he swallowed hard, “there are no children. Something happened a long time ago, God knows whét, but it
happened. And this town is a town of no family homecomings. The last child left long ago, or the last
childfindly grew up. And you' re one of them.”

“Isthat a quegtion?’

“No,” sad Cadiff. “An answer.”

Culpepper leaned back in his chair and shut his eyes. “You,” he said, the smoke long gone from
hispipe, “ae an A-1 Four Star Headline News Reporter.”

CHAPTER 12

“l...,” sad Cardiff.

“Enough,” Culpepper interrupted. “For tonight.”

He hdd out another glass of bright amber wine. Cardiff drank. When he looked up, the front
screen door of the Egyptian View Arms tapped shut. Someone went upstairs. His ambiance stayed.

Cadiff refilled his glass.

“Never coming home. Never ever,” he whispered.

And went up to bed.

Seegp wel, someone sad somewhere in the house. But he could not deep. He lay, fully dressed,
doing philosophica sums on the celling, erasing, adding, erasing again until he sat up abruptly and looked
out across the meadow town of thousands of flowersin the midgt of which houses rose and sank only to
rise again, ships on a summer sea.

I will arise and go now, thought Cardiff, but not to a bee-loud glade. Rather, to a place of earthen
dlence and the sounds of death’ s-head moths on powdery wings

He dipped down the front hdl stairs barefoot and once outsde, let the screen door tap shut
slently and, stting on the lawn, put on his shoes as the moon rose.

Good, he thought, | won't need a flashlight.

In the middle of the street he looked back. Was there someone a the screen door, a shadow,
watching? He waked and then began to jog.

Imagine that you are Claude, he thought, his bresth coming in quick pants. Turn here, now
there, now another right and—

The graveyard.

All that cold marble crushed his heart and stopped his bregthing. There was no iron fence around
the burid park.

He entered slently and bent to touch the firad gravestone. His fingers brushed the name BIANCA
SHERMAN BATES

And the date: BORN, JULY 3, 1882

And below that: RI.P.

But no date of desth.



The clouds covered the moon. He moved on to the next stone.

WILLIAM HENRY CLAY

1885—

RI.P.

And again, no morta date.

He brushed a third gravestone and found:

HENRIETTA PARKS

August 13, 1881

Gone to God

But, Cardiff knew, she had not as yet gone to God.

The moon darkened and then took srength from itsdf. It shone upon a smdl Grecian tomb not
fifty feet away, a lodge of exquigte architecture, a miniature Acropolis upheld by four vesta virgins, or
goddesses, beautiful maidens, wondrous women. His heart pulsed. All four marble women seemed
suddenly dive, asif the pae light had awakened them, and they might step forth, unclad, into the tablesu
of named and dateless stones.

He sucked in his bresth. His heart pulsed again.

For as he watched, one of the goddesses, one of the forever-beautiful maidens, trembled with the
night chill and shifted out into the moonlight.

He could not tdl if he was terrified or delighted. After dl, it was late a night in this yard of the
dead. But she? She was naked to the weather, or dmogt; a mig of slk covered her breasts and plumed
around her wais as she drifted away from the other pae Statues.

She moved among the stones, slent as the marble she had been but now was not, until she stood
before him with her dark hair touded about her amdl ears and her great eyes the color of lilacs She
rased her hand tenderly and smiled.

“You,” he whispered. “What are you doing here?’

She replied quigly, “Where dse should | be?’

She hdd out her hand and led himin Sllence out of the graveyard.

Looking back he saw the abandoned puzzle of names and enigma of dates.

Everyone born, he thought, but none has died. The stones are blank, waiting for someone to
date their ghosts bound for Eternity.

“Yes?” someone said. But her lips had not moved.

And you followed me, he thought, to stop me from reading the gravestones and asking
guestions. And what about the absent children, never coming home?

And asif they glided on ice, on avast sea of moonlight, they arrived where a crowd of sunflowers
herdly stirred as they passed and ther feet were soundless, moving up the path to the porch and across
the porch, and up the gtairs, one, two, three floors until they reached a tower room where the door stood
wide to reved a bed as bright as a glacier, its covers thrown back, dl snow on a hot summer night.

Yes, she said.

He deepwalked the rest of the way. Behind him, he saw his clothes, like the discards of a careless
child, strewn on the parquetry. He stood by the snowbank bed and thought, One last question. The
graveyard. Are there bodies beneath the stones? Is anyone there?

But it was too late. Even as he opened his mouth to question, he tumbled into the snow.

And he was drowning in whiteness, crying out as he inhded the light and then out of the rushing
gorm, a warmness came; he was touched and held, but could not see what or who hed him, and he
relaxed, drowned.

When next he woke, he was not svimming but floating. Somehow he had leaped from a diff, and
someone with him, unseen, as he soared up urtil lightning struck, tore at him in hdf terror, hdf joy, to fal
and gtrike the bed with his entire body and his soul.

When he awoke again, the sorm over, and the flying gone, he found a smdl hand in his, and
without opening his eyes he knew that she lay beside him, her breath keegping time with his. It was not yet
dawn.



She spoke.

“Was there something you wanted to ask?’

“Tomorrow,” he whigpered. “I'll ask you then.”

“Yes” she sad quietly. “Then.”

Then, for the firgt time, it seemed, her mouth touched his.

CHAPTER 13

He awoke to the sun pouring in through the high attic window. Questions gathered behind his tongue.

Beside him, the bed was empty.

Gone.

Afraid of the truth? he wondered.

No, he thought, she will have left a note on the icebox door. Somehow he knew. Go look.

The note was there,
Mr. Cardiff:

Many tourists arriving. | must welcome them.
Questions at breakfast.

Nef.

Far off, waan't there the merest wail of a locomotive whidle, the softest churn of some gresat
engine?
On the front porch, Cardiff listened, and again the faint locomative cry stirred beyond the horizon.

He glanced up & the top floor. Had she fled toward that sound? Had the boarders heard, too?

He ran down to the rall sation and stood in the middle of the blazing hot iron tracks, daring the
whidle to sound again. But thistime, slence.

Separate trains bringing what? he wondered.

| arrived firdt, he thought, the one who tries to be good.

And what comes next?

He waited, but the air remained slent and the horizon line serene, so he walked back to the
Egyptian View Arms.

There were boarders in every window, waiting. “It'sdl right,” he cdled. “It was nothing.”

Someone cdled down from above, quidly, “Are you sure?’

CHAPTER 14
Nef was not at breakfast, or lunch, or dinner.
He went to bed hungry.
CHAPTER 15

At midnight the wind blew oftly in the window, whispering the curtains, shadowing the moonlight.

There, far across town, lay the cemetery, immense white teeth scattered on a meadow of fresh
moon-slvered grass.

Four dozen stones dead, but not dead.

All lies, he thought.

And found himsdf hafway down the boarding house dairs, surrounded by the exhdations of
degping people. There was no sound save the drip of the ice pan under the icebox in the moonlit kitchen.
The house brimmed with lemon and lilac illumination from the candied windows over the front entrance.

He found himsdf on the dusty road, aone with his shadow.

He found hmsdf at the cemetery gate.

In the middle of the graveyard, he found a shovd in his hands.

He dug until...

There was a hollow thud under the dust.

He worked swiftly, dearing away the earth, and bent to tug a the edge of the coffin, a which



moment he heard a sngle sound.

A footstep.

Yed he thought wildly, happily.

She's here again. She had to come find me, and take me home. She...

His heartbeat hammered and then dowed.

Sowly, Cardiff rose by the open grave.

Hias Culpepper stood by the iron gate, trying to figure out just what to say to Cardiff, who was
digging where no one should dig.

Cardiff let the spade fall. “Mr. Cul pepper?’

Elias Culpepper responded. “Oh God, God, go on. Lift the lid. Do it"” And when Cardiff
hedtated, said, “Now!”

Cardiff bent and pulled at the coffin lid. It was neither nalled nor locked. He svung back the lid
and stared down into the coffin.

Hias Culpepper came to stand beside him.

They both stared down &t...

An empty coffin.

“l suspect,” said Elias Culpepper, “you arein need of adrink.”

“Two,” said Cardiff, “would be fine”

CHAPTER 16

They were amoking fine cigars and drinking nameless wine in the middle of the night. Cardiff leaned back
inhiswicker chair, eyestight shut.

“You been noticing things?” inquired Elias Cul pepper.

“A baker’s dozen. When Claude took me on the bread and muffin tour | couldn’'t help but notice
there are no sgns—anywhere—for doctors. Not one funerd parlor that | could see”

“Mug be somewhere,” said Culpepper.

“How come not in the phone book ydlow pages? No doctors, no surgeons, no mortuary offices.”

“Anoversght.”

Cadiff studied his notes.

“Lord, you don’'t even have a hospitd in thisamost ghost town!”

“We got one smdl one.”

Cardiff underlined an entry on his lig. “An outpatient dinic thirty feet square? Is that all that ever
happens, so you don’'t need a big fadlity?’

“That,” said Culpepper, “would about describe it.”

“All you ever haveis cut fingers, bee-stings, and the occasiona sprained ankle?’

“You've whittled it down fing” said the other, “but that’s the sum. Continue.”

“That,” sad Cardiff, gazing down on the town from the high verandah, “that tels why dl the
gravestones are unfinished and dl the coffins empty!”

“You only dug one up.”

“l don’t need to open more. Do |7’

Quietly, Culpepper shook his head.

“Hdl, Mr. Culpepper,” said Cardiff. “I'm speechless!”

“To tdl the truth,” said Culpepper, “so am I. This is the fird time anyone has ever asked what
you've been asking. We folks have been so busy just living, we never figured anyone would come, gether
his pit, grab a spade, and dig!”

“| gpologize.”

“Now you'll want a practical higory. I'll giveit to you. Write it down, Mr. Cardiff, write it down.
Over the years, when vistors arrived, they got bored quick, and left even quicker. We tried to look like
every other town. We put on nice fase-front funerals, hearse and dl, red flowers, live organ music, but
empty coffins with shut lids, just to impress. We were going to hold a pretend funerd tomorrow, show
off, so you'd be assured we sometimes die—"



“Sometimes?” cried Cardiff.

“Wdl, it has been awhile. Cars occasondly run over us. Someone might fdl from a ladder.”

“No diseases, whooping cough, pneumonia?’

“We don’'t whoop and we don’t cough. We wear out...dow.”

“How dow?’

“Oh, at last count, just about—"

“How dow?”

“One hundred, two hundred years.”

“Which?”

“We figure about two hundred. It' s dill too early to tel. We ve only been at this Snce 1864, 65,
Lincoln'stime”

“ Al of you?’

“All”

“Nef, too?’

“Wouldn't lie”

“But she's younger than | am!”

“Your grandma, maybe.”

“My God!”

“God put us up to it. But it's the weether, mostly. And, wel now, the wine”

Cadiff stared at hisempty glass.

“The wine makes you live to two hundred?”

“Unlessit kills you before breakfast. Finish your glass, Mr. Cardiff, finish your glass”

CHAPTER 17

Hias Culpepper leaned forward to scan Cardiff’s notepad.

“You got any more doubts, indecisons, or opinions?’

Cardiff mused over his notes. “There don't seem to be any roaring businesses in Summerton.”

“A few mice but no buffdo.”

“No trave agencies, jus atrain station about to Snk in the dust. Main road is mogly potholes. No
one seems to leave, and very few arrive. How in Hades do you dl survive?’

“Think.” Culpepper sucked on his pipe.

“l am, dammit!”

“You heard about the lilies of the fiedd. We tail not, neither do we spin. Just like you. You don't
have to move, do you? On occasion, maybe, like tonight. But modly you travel back and forth between
your ears. Yes?’

“My God!” Cardiff cried, dutching his notepad. “Hideaways. Loners. Recluses. By the scores of
dozens. Y ou're writerd”

“You can say that again.”

“Writerd”

“In every room, atic, broom-closet, or basement, both sides of the street right out to the edge of
town.”

“The whole town, everybody?’

“All but afew lazy illiterates”

“That's unheard of ”

“You heard it now.”

“Sdzburg, a town ful of musdans, composers, conductors. Geneva, chock-full of bankers,
clockmakers, waking wounded ski dropouts. Nantucket, once anyway, ships, salors, and whae-widow
wives. But this, this!”

Cardiff jumped up and stared wildly toward the midnight town.

“Don't ligen for typewriters,” advised Culpepper. “Just quiet things”

Pens, pencils, pads, paper, thought Cardiff. Whispers of lead or ink. Summer quiet thoughts



on summer quiet noons.

“Writers” murmured Cardiff, soying this house or that, across the street, “never have to get up
and go. And no one knows what color you are, by mail, or what sex, or how tdl or how short. Could be
acompany of midgets, a sdeshow of giants. Writers. Godfrey Danid!”

“Watch your language.”

Cadiff turned to stare down at his companion. “But they can’t dl be successtul?”

“Modly.”

“Would | know any of their names?’

“If | told you, but | won't.”

“A beehive of tent.” Cardiff exhded. “But how did they dl wind up here?’

“Genes, chromosomes, need. You've heard of those little writers  colonies? Well, this one's big.
We're soul mates. Smilar people. Nobody laughing a what someone ese writes. No acohalics,
however, no bats out of hel, or wild parties.”

“F. Scott Fitzgerdd can’'t get in?’

“Better not try.”

“Sounds boring.”

“Only if you lose your pad and pencil.”

“You one of them?’

“Inmy own quiet way.”

“A poet!”

“Not so loud. Someone might hear.”

“A poet,” Cardiff whispered.

“Modly haiku. At midnight when | put on my specs and reach for my pen. Semi-haiku, too many
bests”

“Example?’

Culpepper recited:

Oh, cat that | truly love,
Oh, hummingbird that | madly love.
What are you doing in the cat’s mouth?

Cadiff whooped with ddight. “I never could write that!”

“Don’t try. Jugt do.”

“I'll be damned. More!”

A pillow of snow by my warm face.
A snowdrift at my touch;
You are gone.

Culpepper quietly reloaded his pipe to cover his embarrassment.

“l don't recite that one often. Sad.”

To break the quiet, Cardiff said: “How do you writers stay in touch with the outside world?’

Culpepper stared off into the distance toward the empty train tracks beyond the slent road.

“| take atruck full of manuscripts to Gila Springs once a month, so we mail out from where we are

not, bring back windfdls of checks, snowfdls of regjections. The wheeat and chaff go into our bank, with
its one teller and one president. The money waits there, in case some day we have to move.”

Cadiff fet sweat suddenly break out dl over his body.

“You got something to say, Mr. Cardiff?’

“Soon.”

“l won't push.” Culpepper rdit his pipe and recited:

A mother remembers her dead son.

Today how far might he have wandered,

My mighty hunter of dragonflies.
“That’s not mine Wigh it were. Japanese. Been around forever.”
Cardiff paced back and forth on the porch and then turned.



“Good grief, it dl fits Writing is the only activity that could support atown like this, so far off. Like
amal order busness”

“Writing is a mal order business. Anything you want you write a check, send it off, and before
you know it, the Johnson Smith Company in Racine, Wiscondn, sends you wha you need.
Seebackoscopes. Gyroscopes. Mardi Gras masks. Orphan Annie dolls. Hlm dlips from The Hunchback
of Notre Dame. Vanishing cards. Regppearing skeletons.”

“All that good gtuff.” Cardiff amiled.

“All that good stuff.”

They laughed quietly together.

Cardiff exnded. “So, thisis awriters township.”

“Thinking about saying?’

“No, about leaving.”

Cardiff stopped and put his hand over his mouth as if he had sad something he shouldn’t have
sad.

“Now what does that mean?’ Elias Cul pepper dmog started up from his chair.

But before Cardiff could speak, a pae figure appeared on the lavn below the porch and started
to dimb the steps.

Cadiff cdled her name.

By the door the daughter of Elias Culpepper spoke. “When you're ready, come upstairs.”

When I'm ready! ? Cardiff thought wildly. When I’ m ready!

The screen door shut.

“You'll need this” said Elias Cul pepper.

He held out alagt drink, which Cardiff took.

CHAPTER 18

Again, the large bed was a bank of snow on awarm summer night. She lay on one side, looking up at the
caling, and did not move. He sat on the far edge, saying nothing, and a last tilted over and lay his head
on the pillow, and waited.

Fndly Nef sad, “It seems to me you've spent a lot of time in the town graveyard since you
arrived. Looking for what?’

He scanned the empty caling and replied.

“It ssems to me you' ve been down at that train station where hardly any trains arrive. Why?’

She did not turn, but said, “It seems both of us are looking for something but won't or can’t say
why or what.”

“So it seems”

Ancther dlence. Now, & last, she looked a him.

“Which of usisgoing to confess?’

“You go fird.”

She laughed quietly.

“My truth is bigger and more incredible than yours.”

He joined her laughter but shook his head. “Oh, no, my truth is more terrible.”

She quickened and he fdt her trembling.

“Don't frighten me.”

“| don't want to. But there it is. And if tdl you, I'm afrad you'll run and | won't ever see you
agan.”

“Ever? murmured Nef.

“Bve.”

“Then,” she said, “tdl me what you can, but don’'t make me afraid.”

But at that moment, far away in the night world, there was a sngle cry of a train, a locomotive,
drawing near.

“Did you hear that? Is thet the train that comes to take you away?’



There was a second cry of awhistle over the horizon.

“No,” he sad, “maybe it's the train that comes, God | hope not, with terrible news.”
Sowly she sat up on the edge of the bed, her eyes shut. “1 have to know.”

“No,” he said. “Don’'t go. Let me”

“But fird...,” she murmured.

Her hand gently pulled him over to her Sde of the bed.

CHAPTER 19

Sometime during the night, he sensed that he was once more aone.

He woke in a panic, a dawn, thinking, I’ ve missed the train. It's come and gone. But, no—

He heard the locomotive whidle shrieking across the sky, moaning like a funerd train as the sun
rose over desert sands.

Did he or did he not hear a bag, milar to his own, catapult from a not-stopping train to bang the
dation plaform?

Did he or did he not hear someone landing like a three-hundred-pound awil on the platform
boards?

And then Cardiff knew. He let his head fdl asif chopped. “Dear God, oh dear vengeful God!”

CHAPTER 20

They stood on the platform of the empty station, Cardiff at one end, the tal man at the other.

“James Edward McCoy?’ Cardiff said.

“Cardiff,” said McCoy, “isthat you?’

Both amiled fse amiles

“What are you doing here?’ said Cardiff.

“You might have known | would follow,” sad James Edward McCoy. “When you left town, |
knew someone had died, and you' d gone to give him a proper burid. So | packed my bag.”

“Why would you do that?’

“To keep you honest. | learned long ago you leaned one way, me the other. You were aways
wrong, | was dways right. | hate liars”

“‘Optimigs is the word you want.”

“No wonder | hate you. The world's a cesspool and you keep svimming in it, heading for shore.
Dear God, where isthe shore? You'll never find it because the shore doesn’t exist! We're rats drowning
in a sewer, but you see lighthouses where there are none. You dam the Titanic is Mark Twan's
steamboat. To you Svengdi, Raskolnikov, and Hitler were the Three Stooges! | fed sorry for you. So
I’'m here to make you honest.”

“Since when have you believed in honesty?’

“Honegty, currency, and common sense. Never play funhouse dot machines, don’t toss red-hot
pennies to the poor, or throw your landlady downgtairs. Fine futures? Hdl, the futuré's now, and it's
rotten. So, just what are you up to inthis jerkwater town?’

McCoy glared around the deserted Station.

Cadiff said, “You'd better leave on the next train.”

“| got twenty-four hours to stedl your story.” McCoy squinted at the shut sunflowers that lined the
road into town. “Lead the way. I'll follow and trip over the bodies.”

McCoy hoisgted his bag and began to wak, and Cardiff, after a beat or two, jogged to catch up
with him.

“My editor sad I'd better come back with a headline—one thousand bucks if it's good, three if
it's super.” As they walked, McCoy surveyed the porch swings motionless in the early morning breeze
and the high windows that reflected no light. “Y ou know, this feds like super.”

Cardiff trudged dong, thinking: Don’t breathe. Lie low.

The town heard.



No lesf trembled. No fruit fdl. Shadows of dogs lay under bushes, but no dogs. The grass
flattened like the fur on a nervous cat. All was dillness

Pleased with the slence he sensed he had caused, McCoy stopped where two Streets intersected,
panoplied by trees. He stared at the green architecture and mused, “I get it.” He dropped his bag, pulled
a pendl from his shirt pocket, which he licked, and began to scribble in a notepad, pronouncing the
gyllables as he wrote. “Leftover town. Stillborn, Nebraska. Remembrance, Ohio. Steamed west in 1880,
logt steam 1890. End of the line 1900. Long logt.”

Cadiff suffered lockjaw.

McCoy appraised him. “I'm on the money, right? | can see it in your face. You came to bury
Caesar. | came to gir his bones. You followed your intuition here; | came thanks to an itching hunch.
You liked what you saw and probably would have gone home and said nothing. | don't like what | see,
past tense” He stuck the pencil behind his ear, jammed the notepad in his pants pocket, and reached
down to heft his bag once more. Asif propelled by the sound of his own voice, he continued gtriding
down Summerton’s streets, prodaming as he went, “Look a that lousy architecture, the gimcrack
scrimshaw rococo baroque shingles and hangons. You ever see SO many damn scroll-cut wooden
iddes? Chrigt, wouldn't it be awvful to be trapped here forever, even just two weeks every summer?
Hey, now, what's this?” He stopped short, looked up.

The 9gn over the porch front read, EGYPTIAN VIEW ARMS. BOARDING.

McCoy glanced at Cardiff, who dtiffened. “ This has got to be your digs. Let's see”

And before Cardiff could move, McCoy was up the front steps and insde the screen door.

Cardiff caught the door before it could dam and stepped in.

Silence. The obsequies over. The dear departed gone.

Even the parlor dust did not move, if there ever had been any dugt. All the Tiffany lamps were
dark and the flower vases empty. He heard McCoy in the kitchen and went to find him.

McCoy stood in front of the icebox, which was opened wide. There was no ice within, nor any
cream or milk or butter and no drip pan under the box to be drunk by athirsy dog after midnight. The
pantry, Smilarly, displayed no leopard bananas or Ceylonese or Indian spices. A river of quiet wind had
entered the house and Ieft with the priceless suffs.

McCoy muittered, scribbling, “That's enough evidence.”

“Evidence?’

“Everyone's hiding. Everything's stashed. When | leave—bingo!—the grass gets cut, the icebox
drips. How did they know | was coming? Now, | don't suppose there's a Western Union in this
no-horse town?’ He spied atelephonein the hdlway, picked it up, listened. “No did tone.” He glanced
through the screen door. “No postman in 9ght. | amin abig damn isolation booth.”

McCoy ambled out to St on the front porch glider, which squedled asiif threatening to fal. McCoy
read Cardiff’s face.

“You look like a do-gooder,” he said. “You run around saving people not worth saving. So
what’'s so great about this town that’s worth the Cardiff Sdvation Army? That can't be the whole story.
There's got to be avillan somewhere”

Cadiff held his breath.

McCoy pulled out his pad and scowled at it.

“I think 1 know the name of the villain,” he muttered. “The Department of—"

He made Cardiff wait.

“—Highways?’

Cadiff exhded.

“Bingo,” McCoy whispered. “I see the headlines now: ACE REPORTER DEFENDS PERFECT TOWN
FROM DESTRUCTION. Smdl type: Highway Bureau Ingsts on Fillage and Ruin. Next week: SUMMERTON
SUESAND LOSES. Ace Reporter Drownsin Gin.”

He shut his pad.

“Pretty good for an hour’s work, yep?’ he said.

“Pretty,” said Cardiff.



CHAPTER 21

“Thisis gonna be great,” said James Edward McCoy. “I can see it now: my byline on stories about how
Summerton, Arizona, hit the rocks and sank. Johnstown flood stand aside. San Francisco earthquake,
forget it. I'll expose how the government destroyed the innocents and plowed their front lawns with salt.
Firg the New York Times, then papersin London, Paris, Moscow, even Canada. News junkies love to
read about others misery—here's an entire town being strangled to death by government greed. And
I’'m gaing to tdl the world.”

“Isthat dl you can seeinthis?’ said Cardiff.

“Twenty-twenty vison!”

“Look around,” said Cardiff. “It's a town with no people. No people, no story. Nobody cares if a
town fdls if there are no people init. Your ‘story’ will run for one day, maybe. No book ded, no TV
series, nofilmfor you. Empty town. Empty bank account.”

A scowl Solit McCoy's face.

“Son of abitch,” he murmured. “Wherein hel is everyone?’

“They were never here”

“No on€'s here now, but the houses get painted, the lawns get mowed? They were just here, have
to have been. Y ou know that and you're lying to me. Y ou know what’s going on.”

“l didn’t till now.”

“And you're not tdling me? So you're keeping the headlines to yoursdf to protect this pathetic
little ghogt town?’

Cadiff nodded.

“Damn fool. Go on, stay poor and righteous. With you or without you I'm going to get to the
bottom of this. Gangway!”

McCoy lunged down the porch steps, onto the street. He rushed up to the adjacent house and
pulled open the door, stuck his head in, then entered. He emerged a moment later, dammed the door,
and ran on to the next house, yanked open that screen door, jumped in, came out, his blood-red visage
quoting dark psams. Agan and agan he opened and closed the doors of hdf a dozen other empty
houses.

Fndly, McCoy returned to the front yard of the Egyptian View Arms. He stood there, panting,
muttering to himsdlf. As his voice drifted off into slence, a bird flew over and dropped a cdling card on
James Edward McCoy’s vest.

Cardiff stared off across the meadow-desert. He imagined the shrieks of the arriving trainloads of
husling reporters. In his mind's eye he saw a twigter of print inhaing the town and whirling it off into
nothing.

“S0.” McCoy stood before him. “Where are dl the people?’

“That seemsto be amydery,” sad Cardiff.

“I'm sending my firgt story now!”

“And how will you do that? No telegraphs or telephones.”

“Haly jeez! How in hdl do they live?

“They're aerophiles, orchids, they breathe the air. But wait. You haven't examined everything.
Before you go off half-cocked, there's one place | must show you.”

CHAPTER 22

Cadiff led McCoy into the vast yard of motionless stones and flightless angels. McCoy peered at the
markers.

“Damn. Ther€' s plenty of names, but no dates. When did they die?’

“They didn’'t,” Cardiff said softly.

“Good God, lemme look closer.”

McCoy took Sx steps west, four steps east, and came to. ..



The open grave with a coffin gaping wide, and a spade tossed to one side.

“What' s this? Funerd today?’

“l dug thet,” said Cardiff. “I was looking for something.”

“Something?’ McCoy kicked some dirt clods into the grave. “Y ou know more than you're tdling.
Why are you protecting this town?’

“All I know isthet | might stay on.”

“If you stay, you cannot tdl these people the whole truth—that the bulldozers are coming, and the
cement mixers, the funerd directors of progress. And if you leave, will you tdl them before you go?’

Cadiff shook his head.

“Which leaves me,” said McCoy, “as guardian of ther virtues?’

“God, | hope not.” Cardiff shifted by the open grave. Clods fdl to drum the coffin.

McCoy backed off, nervoudy staring down at the open grave and into the empty coffin. “Hold
on.” A drange look came over hisface. “My God, | bet you brought me here to stop my telephoning out,
or even trying to leave town! You...”

At this, McCoy spun, logt his footing, and fel.

“Don't!” cried Cardiff.

McCoy fdl into the coffin full-sprawled, eyes wide, to see the spade fdl, loosened by accident or
thrown in murder, he never knew. The spade struck his brow. The jolt shook the coffin lid. It dammed
shut over his stunned and now colorless eyes.

The bang of the coffin lid shook the grave and knocked down dirt showers, smothering the box.

Cadiff stood amazed and in shock, amile above.

Had McCoy dipped, he wondered, or was he pushed?

Hisfoot didodged another shower of dirt. Did he hear someone shrieking beneeth the lid? Cardiff
saw his shoes kick more dirt down into silence. With the box now hidden, he backed off, moaning,
stared at the tombstone above etched with someone else’'s name, and thought, That must be changed.

And then he turned and ran, blindly, sumbling, out of the yard.

CHAPTER 23

| have committed murder, Cardiff thought.

No, no. McCoy buried himself. Sipped, fdl, and shut the lid.

Cardiff walked dmaogt backward down the middle of the street, unable to tear his gaze from the
graveyard, asif expecting McCoy to appear, risen like Lazarus.

When he came to the Egyptian View Arms, he staggered up the walk and into the house, took a
deep bresth, and found hisway to the kitchen.

Something fine was baking in the oven. A warm gpricot pie lay on the pantry sll. There was a soft
whisper under the icebox, where the dog was lgpping the cool water in the summer heat. Cardiff backed
off. Like a crayfish, he thought, never forward.

At the bay window he saw, on the vast lawn behind the house, two dozen bright blankets laid in a
checkerboard with cutlery placed, empty plates waiting, crystd pitchers of lemonade, and wine, in
preparation for a picnic. Outside he heard the soft drum of hooves.

Going out to the porch, Cardiff looked down at the curb. Claude, the polite and most intdligent
horse, stood there, by the empty bread wagon.

Claude looked up a him.

“No bread to be ddivered?’ Cardiff cdled.

Claude stared a him with grest moist brown eyes, and was Slent.

“Would it be me that needs ddiverance?’ said Cardiff, as quiet as possible.

He waked down and stepped into the wagon.

Y es was the answer.

Claude started up and carried him through the town.



CHAPTER 24

They were passng the graveyard.

| have committed murder, Cardiff thought.

And, impulsvdy, he cried, “Claude!”

Claude froze and Cardiff jumped out of the wagon and rushed into the graveyard.

Swaying over the grave, he reached down in aterrible panic to lift the lid.

McCoy was there, not dead but deeping, having given up, and was now taking a snooze.

Exhding, Cardiff spoke down at histerrible enemy, glad that he was dive.

“Stay there” he said. “You don't know it, but you're going home.” He dropped the lid gently,
taking care to insert atwig in the gap between top and bottom to alow for ar.

Heran back to Claude, who, sendng the vigt was over, started off again a a good clop.

All around them the yards and porches were empty.

Where, Cardiff wondered, has everyone gone?

He had his answer when Claude stopped.

They stood before a large, rather handsome brick building, its entrance flanked by two Egyptian
sphinxes lying supine, haf-lioness and half-god, with faces he could dmost name.

Cardiff read these words: HOPE MEMORIAL LIBRARY.

And in smal letters benesth that: KNOW HOPE, ALL YE WHO ENTER HERE.

He dimbed the library steps to find Elias Culpepper standing before the great double front doors.
Culpepper behaved asif he/'d been expecting the younger man, and motioned a him to St down on the
library steps.

“WE ve been watting for you,” he said.

“We?' said Cardiff.

“The whole town, or mogt of it,” said Culpepper. “Where have you been?’

“The graveyard,” said Cardiff.

“You spend too much time there. |s there a problem?’

“Not anymore, if you can help me mail something home. Is there atrain expected anytime soon?’

“Should be one passing through sometime today,” said Elias Culpepper. “Doubt it'll stop. That
hasn't happened in...”

“Can it be stopped?’

“Could try flares”

“I've got a package | want sent, if you can stop it.”

“I'll light the flares,” said Cul pepper. “Where s this package going?’

“Home,” Cardiff said again. “Chicago.”

He wrote a name and address on a page ripped from his notepad, and handed the piece of paper
to Culpepper.

“Condder it done,” said Culpepper. He rose and said, “Now | think you ought to go ingde”

Cardiff turned and pushed the grest library doors and stepped in.

He read a Sgn above the front counter: CARPE DIEM. SEIZE THE DAY. It could have aso read:
SEIZE A BOOK. FIND A LIFE. BIRTH A METAPHOR.

His gaze drifted to find a large part of the town’s population seated a two dozen tables, books
open, reading, and keeping the SLENCE that other Sgns suggested.

Asif pulled by asngle gtring, they turned, nodded at Cardiff, and turned back to their books.

The young woman behind the library front desk was an incredible beauity.

“My God,” he whispered. “Nef!”

She raised her hand and pointed, then beckoned for him to follow.

She walked ahead of him and she might wdll have had a lantern in her hand to light the dim stacks,
for her face was illumination. Wherever she glanced, the darkness failed and afant light touched the gold
lettering dong the shelves.

Thefirg stack was labeled: ALEXANDRIA ONE.



And the second: ALEXANDRIA TWO.

And the last: ALEXANDRIA THREE.

“Don't say it,” he said, quietly. “Let me. The libraries & Alexandria, five hundred or a thousand
years before Chrigt, had three fires, maybe more, and everything burned.”

“Yes” Nef sad. “This firg stack contains dl or most of the books burned in the fird fire, an
accident.

“This second stack from the second burning, dso an accident, has dl the lost books and
destroyed texts of that terrible year.

“And the ladt, the third, contains dl the books from the third conflagration—a burning by mobs,
the purposeful destruction of history, art, poetry, and playsin 455 B.C.

“In 455 B.C.,” she repeated quiety.

“My God,” he said, “how were they dl saved, how did they get here?’

“We brought them.”

“How?"

“We are tomb robbers.” Nef ran her finger dong the stacks. “For the profit of the mind, the
extenson of the soul, whatever the soul is. We can only try to describe the mysery. Long before
Schliemann, who found not one but twenty Troys, our ancestors played finders-keepers with the
grandest library in time, one that would never burn, would live forever and dlow those who entered to
touch and scan, a chance to run after an extra piece of existence. This building is absolute proof aganst
fire. In one form or another, it has traveled from Moses, Caesar, Chrigt, and will continue on toward the
new Apallo and the Moon that the rocket chariot will reach.”

“But dill,” he said. “Those libraries were ruined. Are these duplicates of duplicates? The logt are
found, but how?’

Nef laughed quietly. “It was a hard task. Down through the centuries, a book here or there, a play
one place, a poem another. A huge jigsaw, fitted in pieces.”

She moved on in the comfortable twilight sailling through the library’s tdl windows, brushing her
fingers over the names and titles.

“Remember when Hemingway’ s wife left his novel manuscript on atrain, logt forever?’

“Did he divorce or kill her?’

“The marriage survived for awhile. But that manuscript is here.”

He looked at the worn typewriter box labeed: FOOTHILLS; KILIMANJARO.

“Have you read it?’

“We're afrad to. If it is as fine as some of his work, it would break our hearts because it must
reman logt. If it's bad, we might fed worse. Perhaps Papa knew it was best for it to reman logt. He
wrote another Kilimanjaro, with Shows instead.”

“How in hdl did you find it?’

“The week it was lost we advertised. Which is more than Papa did. We sent him a copy. He
never replied, and the Shows was published a year later.”

Agan she moved to touch more volumes.

“Edgar Allan Poe' sfind poem, rejected. Herman Mélvill€slast tale, unseen.”

“How?"

“We vidted their deathbeds in ther last hours. The dying sometimes speak in tongues. If you know
the language of ddiriums you can transcribe their strange sad truths. We tend them like specid guardians
late at night, and summon a lagt vitd spark and ligen closdly and keep their words. Why? Since we are
the passengers of time, we thought it only proper to save what might be saved on our passage to eternity,
to preserve wha might be logt if neglected, and add some smdl bit of our far-traveling and long life We
have guarded not only Troy and its ruins and sifted the Egyptian sands for wise stones to put beneath our
tongues to clear our speech, but we have, like cats, innded the breaths of mortds, sphoned and
published their whispers. Since we have been gifted with long lives, the least we can do is pass that gift
on in inanimate objects—novels, poems, plays—books that rouse to life when scanned by a living eye.
You must never receive a gift, ever, without returning the gift twice over. From Jesus of Nazareth to noon



tomorrow, our baggage is the library and its slent speech. Each book is Lazarus, yes? And you the
reader, by opening the covers, bid Lazarus to come forth. And he lives again, it lives agan, the dead
words warmed by your glance”

“I never thought...,” Cardiff said.

“Think.” She amiled. “Now,” she said, “I believeit'stime for a picnic, to celebrate we don’'t know
what. But celebrate we must.”

CHAPTER 25

The picnic was spread waiting on the back lawn of the EGYPTIAN VIEW ARMS.

“Speech!” someone cdled.

“l don’t know how to begin,” Cardiff said.

“At the beginning!” There was a gentle laughter.

Cadiff took a deep breath and plunged in.

“As you may know, the State Department of Highways has been measuring gring from Phoenix
east and north and from Gdlup north and west. The exact measurements of a new freeway will touch
latitude 89 eghty miles west of longitude 40.”

Someone on the far Sde of the picnic et his sandwich fdl and cried, “My God, that's us!”

“No!” someone e cried, and a dozen others whispered, “No!”

“That’s not possible,” someone said.

“Anything,” said Cardiff, quigtly, “in government, is possible”

“They can't do that,” one of the ladies cried.

“But they can. No freeway in any part of your state has ever been put on the balot. The highway
men, God ligen to that, highway men, are their own conscience.”

“And you traveled here to warn us?’ said Elias Cul pepper.

Cadiff blushed. “No.”

“You were going to keep it secret! ?’

“l wanted to see your town. | planned nothing. | assumed you dl knew.”

“We know nothing,” said Elias Culpepper. “God dmighty. You might as wdl say Veswius is
threstening to erupt at our cty limitd”

“I mugt admit,” said Cardiff, “that when | saw your faces, had breskfast, lunch, and dinner with
you, | knew | couldn’t leave and not tdl you.”

“Tdl usagain,” said Elias Cul pepper.

Cardiff looked a Nef, who gave him the merest nod.

“The State Highway Commisson...”

Lightning struck. Earthquakes shook. A comet hit the Earth. Cats legped off roofs. Dogs bit ther
talsand died.

And the picnic ground, the sweset grass, was empty.

Sweet Jesus, thought Cardiff, have | done this?

“Fooal, idiot, stupid dumb idiot fool,” he muttered.

He opened his eyes and saw Nef sanding on arise of green lawn cdling over to him. “Come into
the shade. You'll die of sunstroke.”

And he went over into the shade.

CHAPTER 26

My God, Cardiff thought, even the sunflowers have turned away. He could not see their faces, but he
was certain they fixed hmwith afiery stare.

“I'mempty,” he said at lagt. “I've told dl my secrets. Now, Nef, you must give me yours.”

“Wdl,” she said, and began to take sandwiches out of a hamper, to cut bread and butter it and
offer it to him as she spoke.

“Everyone in this town was once somewhere dse” she said. “We came together one by one.



Long, long ago, we knocked elbowsin Rome or Paris or Athens or Ddlas or Portland until, very late in
time, we found out that there was a place where we might collect. Sanctuary, Arizona, was one of the
names, but that was foolish. | imagine Summerton’s just as foolish, but it fits. It has to do with flowers
and surviva. We dl grew up in Madrid or Dublin or Milwaukee, some in France or Itdy. In the very
beginning, a long time ago, there were some children, but as time passed the children got fewer. It had
nothing to do with wine or flowers, nothing to do with the environment or the families, even though it
seems to have been gendtic. | guess you'd cdl us ‘sports” That's a sdentific term for something that
can't be explained. The Dawinians said the process was dl jumps, hops, genetic legps, with no links
between. Suddenly, members of a family whose ancestors had lived to seventy years were living to
ningty, a hundred. Others, even longer. But the peculiar thing, of course, was tha there were those of
us—young men and women—uwho did not much change at dl, and then smply did not change. While dl
our friends moved on to sickness and old age, we Strange ones stayed behind. It was one long picnic
spread over the entire North American continent and Europe. And we, the londy ones, were the
exceptions to the rule of ‘Grow up, grow old, and certainly die’ For a while, we hardly noticed this
peculiar longevity ourselves, except to note that we fdt fine and looked good while our friends jumped
headlong into the grave. We peculiars lingered in mid-spring with summer aways just around the corner,
and autumn somewhere far down the road, not even arumor. Does any of this make sense?’

Cardiff nodded, fascinated with what she was saying, the flow and beauty of her tdling making it,
somehow, believable.

“Mogt of our meetings were by chance,” she went on. “A trip on aferry boat, a voyage on a ship,
a descent in an devator, a collison going through doors, a place a a table, a passng glance on a
seventeenth-century street, but somewhere in time we gave pause and asked where we came from, what
we were doing, and how old were we, and saw the liein each other’ s faces.

“‘| am twenty, | am twenty-two, | am thirty,” we said, at tea, or drinking in a bar, but the truth was
not there. We had been born during Victorid s reign, or when Lincoln was shot, or as Henry VIII lad his
queen’s head on the chopping block. It took many years for the truth to rise, one here, two there, until
our red births were revedled. ‘Good Lord,” we cried. ‘We are Time's twins. You ninety-five, yes, and |
one hundred and ten.” And we searched each other’s face, as in mirrors, and saw soft-showered April
and sunfilled May ingtead of raining October, dark November, and Christmas with no lights We wept.
And when the weeping stopped we compared long-lost childhoods and the bullies who had tormented us
for being different, and not knowing why. Friends abandoned us when suddenly the friends were fifty and
axty and we 4ill looked fresh out of high school. Marriages failed and the grave shut out dl the rest. And
we were left stranded in a great mausoleum that echoed with the laughter of school chums now
incinerated or, if dill dive, widding crutches and piloting whedlchairs. Soon we found, by inginct, thet it
was best to keep moving, on to new towns to take up new lives, old soulsin new bodies, lying about our
past. We were not happy, then. We became happy. How? The rumor, after centuries, of a new town
reached us. The myth held that a man on horseback crossing a great desert got off in emptiness, built a
hut, and waited for others to arrive. He placed an ad in a magazine that extolled the young westher,
fresh times, new circumstances. It contained multitudinous hints that might be unraveled by smilar fresks
in Oswego and Peoria, fdlow londy ones who watched the fdl of friends dl around and heard the earth
thunder on too many coffin lids. They fdt their limbs, dill as limber as on graduation day, and wondered
about their desolation. They read and reread the strange travel ad that promised a haven, anew place, as
yet unnamed. A town that was amdl, but growing. Only twenty-one-year-olds need apply. Well, there,
you see? Hintd No direct pronouncements. But londies everywhere, from Deadfdl, Dakota, and
Wintershade, England, fdt the hair rise on thar necks and packed their bags. Maybe, they thought, it
would be worth the time and travel. And what was once a roadside bypass became a post office, a Pony
Express standby, and then a jerkwater train stop, where strangers scanned each other’s faces and found
yesterday’ s sunrise instead of tomorrow’s midnight. They were driven by more than birthright. They were
driven by onefind terrible fact: at last, none could give or produce children.”

“It came to that?” whispered Cardiff.

“Yes, it findly happened. We lived longer but a a price. We had to be our own children, having



none. So, year by year, strangers got off the train, one way, or rode up on horseback or walked the long
walk and never looked back. By 1900 Summerton had its crops planted, its gardens full, its gazebos
built, its socid life established, and world communications running out but not in. No radios, no TVs, no
newspapers, wel, dmost none. There was and is the Culpepper Summerton News, with not much
news, for no one was born and dmost no one died. Occasiondly someone fdl down a flight of stairs, or
off aladder, but we tend to mend fast. No cars, so no fatdities But we were dl busy, busy raisng food,
sodidizing, writing, dreaming. And then, of course, there were romances. For while we could not
propagate, we could Hill enact passion. A perfect population, assembled from the four corners of
cregtion, a jigsaw beautifully fitted with no rough edges. Everyone had a job, some wrote poems, others
novels, al got published in far places, fantases manly of dties beyond beief, whose readers thought the
tdes mere figments of wild imagination, but we were living it. So there it is. Here it is. Perfect wegther,
perfect town, perfect lives Long lives. Mogt of us shook hands with Lincoln, attended the obsequies a
Grant's tomb, and now...”

“Now?’ sad Cardiff.

“You are amessenger of doom, come to destroy it dl.”

“l am not the message, Nef. | do ddliver it, yes”

“l know,” said Nef, quietly. “But how | wish you could go off and come back with some better
truth.”

“If I could, so help me God, Nef, I'd gladly bring it to you.”

“Go,” shesad. “Please. Find it and bring it here.”

But he could only st on the evergreen grass of eternd summer and let the tears run down his
cheeks.

CHAPTER 27

“And now,” said Nef.

“Now?" sad Cardiff.

“I mudt prove that | do not wish to kill the bearer of bad news. Come.”

And she led him across the lavn where the picnic blankets dill lay as after a storm, tossed and
haf-furled, and some few dogs had arrived with the army ants while severa cats waited for the beasts to
leave, and Nef walked among them and opened the front door of the Egyptian View Arms and, ducking
his head, blushing, Cardiff stepped in swiftly, but she was dready at the stairs and hdfway up before he
touched the fird riser, and then they were in her tower room and he looked and saw tha her vast bed
had been stripped and the windows thrown open wide with their wind-tossed curtains and the town
clock was driking four in the afternoon as Nef lifted her arms and a great soft bloom of sheet rose in a
summer cloud over the bed and he seized hishdf and with her gentled it down in afidd of white over the
bed to cover its face. And they stood back and watched the late afternoon exhae and fill the lace and
blow the curtains inward toward the bed, like a fal of never-arriving snow, and there was a glass of
lemonade on either bedside table, and his questioning look caused her to laugh and shake her head. Only
lemonade, nothing more.

“Because,” she said, “I will inebriate you.”

It was along fdl to the bed. She arrived an eternity later. He sank under white sheets of snow and
recaled hiswhole life, in awhiplash of memory.

“Say it,” he heard her cry, along way off.

“Oh, Nef, Nef,” he cried. 1 love you!”

It was twilight. The lace curtains continued to move in a white snowfdl above them. The Chinese wind
crystds on the porch chimed. They lay hand in hand, dear chums most dearly met, eyes shut, drinking the
Slence, dressed only by the late sunlight and the weather, and at last she sad: “How would you like to
live afew hundred years? Or,” she added, “forever, whichever comes firg.”

“Forever, | think,” he said.

“Good.” Her hand tightened on his. “Trust me?’



“Yes No. Yes”

“Which?’

“I'm confused,” he said. “I'm not one of your miraculous longtime historicd *sports.” Can you
meake me one?’

“You came to us, remember.”

“But for two reasons. To see your town before it was buried under cement. And | was carying
the news of your destruction, which you didn’t know, and | had to tell. Two reasons.”

“Three” she said. “There was a sense in you, as in mog of us, like a homing pigeon, a thing
printed in your blood or behind your face, a ghost in your head. And why not? A ghost of a need, just as
our ghosts moved us, let us recognize each other when we met on Street corners or in passing trains.
Y our third reason for coming here was as natura as breething. Y ou came here looking for the right place,
but you couldn’t admit it, so you gave other reasons. You're like us, or dmod like us. You have the
inclination, the grammar printed in your genes, to let you live to four times the age you are now. We can
only encourage you with our company and, of course, the wegather, food, and wine”

“1s the fountain of youth bottled, then?’

“No, no.” She laughed quigtly. “There is no such medicine, no cure. We only supplement what
God gave you fird. Some people never have colds, never break bones, don't get headaches, drink
without getting hangovers, dimb mountains without having to stop to rest, reman passionate beyond
bdief, dl God-given. Our gift from Darwin's God or God's Darwin is Smply being part of a movesble
feast of inheritance moving upstream againgt death. Oh, Lord.” She laughed quietly. “How can movesble
feasts svim upstream? But you know my meaning. You refuse that dark tide that snks down into night.
Otherwise you would not be here, ligening to afool.”

“Beoved foal, crazed lady, beautiful lunetic,” he murmured.

“Now, let me give you the find explanation for mysdf and dl the friends whom you have met here.
The great ‘medicineé was finding that we were dive and loving it. We have celebrated every day of our
lives. The celebration, the exhilaration, of worshipping the gift, has kept us young. Does tha sound
impossble? By amply knowing you're dive and looking a the sun and enjoying the weather and
spesking it every moment of your existence, this ensures our longevity. We live every moment of our
exigence to the fullegt, and that is a superb medicine. In that way we refuse the darkness. Now think of
what I've said and tdl me about your future”

He lay back and scanned the cdling for answers. “Good grief!” he said. “I don’t know. I’'ve got
obligations back home. Many friends. Mother and father both sill dive. A woman I've been dmost
engaged to for two years—two years—think about it! I've been dragging my feet, taking advantage,
typicd mde. So many loose ends, knots to be tied, goodbyes to be said. I've just started thinking and
don’'t know what to think. | know that | love this town, these people, and you. God, I'm in the midst of
love and am afraid to fdl further. It's too muchin afew days.”

She waited and saw an outline of her future on the ceiling, aso. “I will not be the cat on your chest
that inhdes the air you need to breathe,” she said. “But you mus decide. And | have saved onefind thing
for lagt. If you stay you will be in many ways the center of our existence. You will definitdy be the center
of mine Because, as you wel know, there have been no children born in this town for a long, long
while”

“And soon,” he put in a last, “the fird new child mugt be born and someone mug be the father.
Perhaps that father isme”

“Perhaps you dready are” She placed her hands upon her somach, as if trying to sense a
presence. “Perhaps you are.”

“That would be quite a respongihility,” he said.

“S0,” she said, “I’ve put a big burden on you. | mugt let you go and hope that you will return. But
you must decide soon. We won't be here much longer, soon the town will be gone. We're leaving.”

“Isthat possible?’

“Yes. It's happened many times before, before Summerton even existed. We carry our homes in
our heads. All across country, from Providence to Kansas to points farther west. If we can't save this



town, well burn it and scatter the ashes. We won't be revealed again. The bullies must never know we
exig.”

“Oh God,” he whispered. “It is a burden. Let me deep. Sometimesin dreams | find answers.”

“Seep then,” she said.

“You,” he said. “Not the weether, not the genetics, you, dear Nef,” he paused, “are my fountain of
youth.”

“Let me make you young again,” she said.

And sedled his mouth with hers.

CHAPTER 28

He dept and he dreamed.

He was on the train, going east, and then suddenly he was in Chicago, and even more suddenly,
hewas in front of the Art Inditute and was going up the gairs and through the corridors to stand before
the great Sunday in the Park painting.

A woman was sanding by the painting and she turned and it was his fiancée.

As he watched, she grew older, aging before his eyes, and she said to him, “'Y ou’ ve changed.”

He said, “No, | haven't changed at dl.”

“Your face is different. Y ou've come to say goodbye.”

“No, judt to see how you are,” he said.

“No, you've come to say goodbye.”

And as he watched, she grew even older and he fdt very amdl, sanding in front of the painting
and trying to think of something to say.

Quite suddenly she was gone.

He walked out of the building and there & the bottom of the Stairs were saven or eght of his
friends,

As he watched, they grew older and they said the same things that she had said.

“Y ou've come to say goodbye.”

“No,” heingged. “No, | haven't done that.”

Then he turned and ran back into the building, a young man suddenly old among old paintings.

And then he awoke.

CHAPTER 29

He sat for along while ligening to the wind howl in the chimney and the rain funndls outside.

The old house creaked down into a deep swell of night then backed up and over, out of sght of
land and light.

Rats practiced greffiti on the wals and spiders played harps so high that only the hars ingde his
ears heard and quivered.

How much loss, how much gain? he wondered. How much leave, and how much remain?

What to decide? he thought.

All right, he caled into himsdf. What? Which?

Not adtir of dark inhis head. Not an echo.

Just awhisper: Seep.

And he dept again and put out the light behind his eyes.

He heard alocomotive whidle across his dreams.

The train was gliding, rushing in the night, teking the curves under the moon, hitting the long
draight-aways, tossng dust, scattering sparks, laying out echoes, and he was dilt and adream and
somehow the familiar words came back in his head:

One kiss and all time’s your dominion
One touch and no death can be cold.
One night puts off graveyard opinion



One hour and you'll never grow old.
Drink deep of the wine of forever
Drink long of eternity’s stuff

Where everyman’s learned and clever,
And two billion loves not enough.

He cried out in his dream. No! And then again, Oh God, yes.

And some find few words spdled his dreams.
Somewhere a band is playing,

Playing the strangest tunes,
Of sunflower seeds and sailors,
Who tide with the strangest moons.

He was waking now. His mouth sghed:
Somewhere a band is playing
Listen, O, listen, that tune?

Learn it and you'll dance on forever
In June and yet June and more...June.

Thetrain was not far off now. It was rounding some hills The sun was risng and he knew he had
changed hismind.

He looked out at a sunrise that was bloody, a town filled with farewd| light, and a westher that
was 0 srange he would not forget it for a thousand days.

He saw his face in the bathroom mirror as he shaved, and the eyes |ooked immensdy sad.

He came down to breskfast and sat before the mound of hotcakes and did not est.

Nef, across from him, saw what he had seen in the mirror and sat back in her chair.

“Have you been thinking?’ she asked.

He took a deep breath. Up to this very moment he didn’'t know what would come from his mouth.

“Stay,” she said, before he could spesak.

“l wish thet | could.”

“Stay.”

And here she reached and took his hand.

And it was awarm hand and his own was cold. She seemed a goddess, bending to reach into his
tomb and hep him out.

“Pleage”

“Oh God,” he cried. “Oh Chrig, let me be!” He wept insde. “You don’'t understand. I'm not
made to not grow old.”

“How can you know?’

“Each of us knows. | was born to live and die a seventy. Then | will redly be filled up. The fire of
life, the good stuff, goes sraight up the chimney. The ans, the sadness, whatever, stays like soot on the
chimney walls. One can gather only so much darkness. I’ ve collected too much. How do you knock the
soot off the wals ingde your soul?’

“With a chimney sweep,” she said. “Let me sweep and knock those wadls until you laugh. | can, if
you let me”

“l won't dlow it.”

“No,” she said, quietly. “I don't suppose you can. Oh, God, | might cry now. But | won't.
Goodbye.”

“I'm not going yet.”

“But | am. | can’'t watch you go. Come back someday.”

“Do you think I'll never come back?’

She nodded, eyes shut.

“I'm sorry,” he said. “1t's so hard. | don’'t know if I'm ready to live a hundred and thirty years. |
wonder if anyone is or can be. It's jugt,” he sad, “it sounds s0...londly. Leaving everyone behind.
Coming to the day when the last friend goes into the graveyard.”



“You'll make new friends”

“Yes, but there are no friends like the old ones. Y ou can't replace them.”

“No. You can't.”

She looked & the door.

“If you go, and you do decide to come back, to try and find us, don’'t wait too long.”
“Or it won't work? | know. I'll be too old. Must | decide before I'm.. fifty?’

“Jugt come back to us” she said.

And suddenly her chair was empty.

CHAPTER 30

At the train gtation, there were sunflowers out on the track. Someone had been there ahead of him and if
it was Elias Cul pepper, he never knew.

Thetrain stopped thistime, and he got on and as he bought a ticket from the conductor he asked,
“Do you remember me?’

Themean looked a his face intently, scowled, and looked again and said, “Can't say | do.”

And the train gathered steam and chugged away from the station and Summerton, Arizona, was
left behind.

CHAPTER 31

Thetrain flew acrossflat corn lands, over the horizon, by the lake and to the great turbulent dity next to
the lake, and he was running up the steps of the museum and walking among paintings to St before the
endledy intriguing Seurat, where the Sunday strollers stood 4ill in an eterna park.

Now beside hm sat Laura, glanaing back and forth from the green park to him, stunned and
quedtioning.

At lagt she said, “What have you done to your face?’

“My face?’ he said.

“It's changed,” she said.

“l didn't changeit.”

“What isit, then?’

“Things Things changed it.”

“Can you change it back?’

“Ill try.”

And then, asin the dream, but now in redity, he waked down the steps of the museum and dl of
hisfriends were waiting a the bottom of the gairs.

There were Tom and Pete and Will and Sam and dl the rest and they said, “Let’s go out for a
long dinner.”

He sad, “No, | haven't thetime”

“You'veonly just said hello,” they said.

“It's not easy,” he said. “I've known you dl for years. But, I’ve changed. And now I’ve got to
go.”

He looked back up and at the top of the stairs stood Laura. A sngle tear rolled down her cheek
as she stared a his so-familiar yet oh-so-changed face,

He amiled, and turned away and walked down the street toward the railroad station.

CHAPTER 32

The train came out of the east and without thinking of time or place, glided dowly past a spot that was
marked only by dust, wind, cacti, a scatter of leaves, and a profuson of ticket-punch confeiti that
celebrated on the ar and settled when the train was gone.

Meanwhile, afamiliar suitcase skidded to a hdt on the remains of a ramshackle gation platform, a
few surfboards on a tide of sand, followed by a man in a wrinkled summer suit who tumbled out like an



acrobat, shouting with pride when he landed, swaying but intact.

“Damn, | didit!”

He picked up his flimsy suitcase and stared around at desolation, wiped his brow, and looked
toward the end of the gtation platform where the mail catcher stood. He saw a white envelope in its sted
holding am and went to pluck it from the equipment’s grasp. On the front of the envelope he saw his
name. He looked around, studying thirty thousand acres of blowing dust, and no roads leading in or out
of the desolation.

“Wdl,” he whispered, “I’ve returned. So...”

He opened the envelope and read:

“My dear James. So you've come back. You had to! A lot has happened snce you went awvay.”

He paused and regarded the empty desert where Summerton, Arizona, once had stood.

He returned to the letter:

“When you read this, we will be gone. There will be nothing left but sand and a few
footprints soon to be blown away by the wind. We did not wait for the arrival of the machines and
their operators. We pulled up our roots and vanished. Have you heard of those orchards that once
thrived near certain small California towns? As the small towns grew into big cities, the orange
trees mysterioudy disappeared. And yet, passing motorists who glance off toward the mountains
will see that somehow those orchards have drifted or blown to settle and take root in the foothills,
green and flourishing, far from the gasoline stampede.

“Well, my dear James, that is us. We are like those orchards. We've heard, through the
years, late in the night, the great boa constrictor, the terrible endless snake of concrete rushing
upon us, nearly soundless, no men swearing or shouting or rewing tractor and truck engines, but
just a terrible oiled hiss, the sound of reptiles sidewinding the grass or sifting the sand, all by
itself, no men guiding, no one riding its loops and folds, a destination to itself, mindless but drawn
by body warmth, the heat of people. And so, drawn by that warmth, as reptiles are, it came
seeking to disturb our deep, evict us from our homes. All this we imagined in our dreams, long
before you arrived with your awful burden of news. So do not let this weigh too heavily on your
soul. We already knew this day was coming; it was only a matter of time.

“Years back, dear James, we began to prepare for the death of our town and the exodus of
our people. We brought in hundreds of giant wooden wheels and a plentiful supply of heavy
timbers and iron fastenings to bind them together. The wheels lay waiting on the edge of town for
years along with the timbers drying in the sun.

“And then the deadfall trumpet blew, to tell it with your humor, at the picnic of the
Apocalypse and you saw the faces before you pale with each new revelation. Once in mid-speech |
thought you might back off, break, and run, panicked by our panic. Yet you stayed on. Finished, |
thought you might fall and die so you could not witness our deaths.

“ And when you looked up we were gone.

“We knew you were sick at heart, so | gave you what medicine | had, my attention and my
pitiful words. And when you left on the noon train, leaping on long before it stopped, we looked at
all those iron and wooden wheels beyond the city, and the platform timbers on which we imagined
our houses, barns, and orchards transported so far off that no one would suspect this place had
once known a life and now would know no more.

“You have seen, have you not, those solitary parades, single houses hoisted up on wooden
plates and pulled like toys along the streets to empty lots to be replanted while the old sites turned
to dust? Multiply that by three hundred homes and witness a parade of pachyderms, an entire
town gliding toward the foothills, followed by the orchard trees.

“Itisall quite impossible. Yet, in times of war, think of the preparations, the blueprints, the
final accomplishments, thousands of ships, tens of thousands of tanks and guns, more tens of
thousands of rifles, bullets, millions of iron helmets, tens of millions of shirts and jackets. How
complicated but how necessary when war shouted and we ran. How much smpler our task to
uproot a town, to run and rebirth it with wheels.



“In time, our fevers turned into a festival of triumph instead of a funeral march. We were
forced on by the imagined thunder, the threatening hiss, of that new road beyond the eastern
range. At night we could hear the road coming toward us full steam, rushing to catch us before
we vanished.

“Well, the purveyors of concrete and movers of earth did not catch us. On the final day of
our escape there remained, where you stand, the ruined station surrounded by a jungle of orange
and lemon trees. These were the last to go, a beautiful excursion of softly scented orchards that
drifted, four abreast, across the desert to nourish our newly hidden town.

“There you have it, dear James. We moved and left no pebble, no stone, no basement
larder, no graveyard tombstone. All, all, all of it was transported.

“ And when the highway arrives, what will they find?

Was there ever a Summerton, Arizona, a courthouse, a town hall, a picnic ground, an empty
school? No, never.

Look to the dust.

“1 will post this letter on the station platform mail-loop in the hope that it will reach you, if
you should return. Somehow | know you will come back. | can feel your touch on this envelope
even as| sign and sedl it.

“When you finish reading this, dear friend and lover, consign it to the weather.”

And below thiswas her Sgnature: Nef.

He tore the letter in quarters and then quarters of quarters, and quarters again, and loosed the
confetti into the air.

Now, he thought, which way?

He squinted at the northern rim of desert where lay a length of low haf-green hills He imagined
the orchards.

There, he thought.

He had taken but one step when he looked back.

Like an old brown dog, his suitcase lay on the dust-blown gation platform.

No, he thought, you' re another time.

The luggage lay, waiting.

“Stay,” he said.

The luggage stayed.

He waked on.

CHAPTER 33

It was twilight when he reached the firg row of orange trees.

It was degpening twilight when he saw the familiar crowds of sunflowersin each yard and the sgn,
EGYPTIAN VIEW ARMS, Swaying above the verandah.

The aun was dmaost gone as he waked up the last sdewak, mounted the porch steps, stood
before the screen door, and pressed the doorbdll. It chimed quietly. A dender shadow appeared on the
hdl sair.

“Nef,” he sad a lagt, quietly.

“Nef,” he sad, “I’'m home.”

LEVIATHAN "99
“"RADIO DREAM”

In 1939, when | was nineteen, | fdl in love with the radio dramas of Norman Corwin.

| met him later, when | was twenty-seven, and he encouraged me to write my Martian stories, thus
causng The Martian Chronicles to be born.

Along through the years my dream was to one day have Norman Corwin direct one of my radio
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drameas.

When | returned from my year in Ireland, after writing the screenplay for John Huston's Moby
Dick, | was dill deeply under the influence of Herman Méelville and his leviathan whale. Smultaneoudy |
was dill under the spdll of Shakespeare, who had entered my life when | wasin high school.

After I'd been home from Irdand for a while, | began to consider taking the Mdville mythology
and placing it in outer space.

NBC had recently encouraged Norman Corwin and me to collaborate on a one-hour radio
drama When | finished my firgt script of Leviathan *99, about spaceships ingtead of saling ships, mad
adtronaut captains instead of seafaring captains, and the blinding white comet replacing the great white
whae, | turned in the script to Norman, who then sent it onto NBC.

At that time televison was increasing in popularity, dminishing radio, and NBC responded to my
script by saying, “ Can you break this down into three-minute segments, which we can broadcast over a
period of days?’

Stunned, Norman and | withdrew the script and | sent it to BBC Radio in London, who produced
it, with Christopher Lee playing the lead of the insane captain of the spaceship Cetus.

The radio production was excdlent, but of course my dream of having something produced and
directed for radio by Corwin ill remained unborn. Suffering from what | now cal my “ddusons of
Shakespeare,” | dared to double the length of my Leviathan '99 script and staged it as a play a a
Samud Goldwyn studio soundstage in the oring of 1972. Unfortunately, adding an additiond forty pages
to the script destroyed my origind intent. The essentid story was logt. The critics reviews were
unanimous in their vitriol.

In the years that followed | produced Leviathan '99 here and there, gradudly whitting away
extraneous pages in an atempt to get it back somewhere near the origind one-hour verson done for
radio.

Thirty years later this novdlaismy find effort to focus and revitdize what began as a radio dream
for Norman Corwin. Whether or not it deserves to appear in thisincarnation is for you to decide.

DEDICATED WITH

GREAT ADMIRATION
to Herman Méelville

CHAPTER 1

Cdl me lshmed.

Ishmad? In this year 2099 when strange new ships head beyond the stars insead of merdy
toward them? Attack the stars instead of fearing them? A name like Ishmad ?

Yes.

My parents flew with the firs brave ones to Mars. Turned less than brave, gone sick for Earth,
they returned home. Conceived on that journey, | was born in space.

My father knew his Bible and recalled another outcast who wandered dead seas long years before
Chrigt.

And | being, at that time, the only child fleshed and delivered forth in space, how better to name
methan as my father did.

And he did indeed cdl me...Ishmad.

Some years ago | thought | would ride dl the seas of wind that roam this world. Whenever it is a
damp November inmy soul, | know it ishigh time to brave the skies again.

So | soared up among bird cries, bright kites, and thunderheads on a Saturday, late summer in this
year of 2099, borne upon my own jet-packet power. | flew over and away toward Cape Kennedy in my
wild journey hung upon the air, a fledgling bird among the memories of old da Vind's antique arcraft
dreams. | was warmed by the red fire of great birds of sted, and fdt the floodgates of the vast and



waiting universe sving open my soul.

There were great concussons a a disance the furnace heat of Kennedy and its thousands of
rockets, burning in towers dl about. When thefires died at lagt, only a Smple wind whispered.

Then, quickly and camly, | descended into town, where a river flowed for me to wak upon, a
moving Sidewalk.

Shadows stirred dl about me as | glided through architectura arches and doors. Where was |
going? Not to a cold metd barracks for tired spacemen, no, but a beautiful, quietly programmed,
mechined Garden of Eden. | was to attend an academy for asironauts to train for a great voyage beyond
the stars, amisson about which as of yet | knew nathing.

Such a place is a world between: part meadow for mind, part gymnesum for flesh, and part
theologicd seminary, reaching ever skyward in its thoughts. For does space not have the look of a vast
cathedrd?

So | walked among shifting shadows and entered the reception foyer of the school’s dormitory. |
registered by pressng my hand to an identity panel, which read my swesty prints like some modern witch
of pamigry, and ingantaneoudy chose my roommate for my coming misson.

There was a buzz, a hum, a bdl, and a voice—femae, gbilant, mechanicd—came from
somewhere above: “Ishmad Hunnicut Jones, twenty-nine years, height, five-foot-ten; eyes, blue har,
brown; bone frame, light. Please attend: floor one, room nine. Cubicle roommate, Quell.”

And | repeated, “Quel.”

“Qudl?" another voice cried behind me. “My God, that’ s terrible.”

Y e another voice added, “God help you, Mr. Jones.”

| turned to find three astronauts of varying Szes and demeanors, dl some years older than me,
fadng me, halding drinks. One was held out to me.

“Teke this, Ishmad Jones,” said the firs man, who was tal and thin. “You'll need it if you're going
updtairs to meet that mongter,” he said. “Drink up.”

“But fird,” said the second, holding out his hand to stay my arm, “how do you fly, shdlow or
deep?’

“Why, deep, | think,” | said. “Deep space.”

“By the timid mile or the grest light-year?’

“Light-year, yes” | thought, then said.

“You may drink with us, then.”

The third man, who had been glent to this point, spoke up. “I’'m John Redleigh. This fdlow here”
with a nod toward the tall man, “is Sam Smdll. And he” indicating the remaining man, “is Jm Downs.”

And s0 we drank. Smdl declared, “We give you permisson to share our space, and dso with
God's permission. Do you go to unrave a comet’ s tail?’

“I think | do.”

“Have you searched for comets before?’

“Now’smy time.”

“Wdl said. Look there”

The three men turned and nodded toward a vast video screen across the reception hdl. As if
aware of our regard, it pulsed to life, and displayed an immense photo of a blinding white comet pulling
planetsin its wake.

“Thelovdy destroyer of the universe” said Smadl. “The eater of the sun.”

“Can comets do that?’ | asked.

“That, and more. Especially that one.”

Downs sad, “Why, if God should manifest here, HE' d come as a comet. Are you one for jumping
down the throat of such aholy presence, boy, and dancing inits bright guts?”

“l am,” | sad, reluctantly, “if it should be absolutely inescapable.”

“Then let’s drink to him, aye, men? Let’s drink to young Ishmad Hunnicut Jones.”

At which moment | heard afant eectronic buzz, a pulse, a some distance. | ligened, and the buzz
grew louder with each pulse, asif it was coming nearer.



“That,” | said. “What's that?”

“That?’ sad Redleigh. “That sound like a scourge of locudtsin flight?’

| nodded.

“A scourge of locusts?” said Smadl. “That's afine way to refer to our captain.”

“Ceptain?’ | said. “Who ishe?’

Redegh sad, “Let it be for now, Mr. Jones. You'd best get to your room and meet up with
Qudl. My God, yes, go meet Qudl.”

“From beyond the great Andromeda Nebula, he is” Downs said, in a confidentid tone. “Tdl,
huge, immense, and...”

“A spider,” the firsd mate interjected.

“Yes, yes,” Downs continued. “A vad,, tdl, giant green spider.”

“But...,” said Smdl, frowning dightly at his companions, “most benevolent. You will like him, Mr.
Jones”

And | replied, “1 will?’

Redleigh said, “Get dong. WE Il meet again. Go meet your spider roommate. Good luck.”

| tipped back my glass to take a last swallow. And then | turned, eyes shut, and said to mysdf,
Luck. My God!

| touched a button beside a door pand that did open, and | walked dong a dmly lit corridor till |
came to room number 9. | touched the identity pad and the door glided open wide.

But wait, | said to mysdf. | can’'t goin. Look a my hands. Great God, they’ re shaking.

| stood there, unmoving. My roommate was indde, | knew. He had come from a far world and
was a giant spider, or so they had said. Hdl, | thought, step in.

| took three steps into the room and froze.

For in the far corner of the cubicle there was a huge shadow. Something was there, but not there.

“It can't be,” | whispered to mysdf. “It Smply can’'t be.”

“A spider,” something whispered from the far sde of the room.

The large shadow trembled.

| flinched back into the doorway.

“And,” the whisper continued, “a shadow of a spider? No. Stand ill.”

| stood dill as commanded and watched as the room was illuminated and the shadow fdl away
and there before me was a great figure, a creature some seven feet tdl and colored the most peculiar
shade of green.

“Wdl,” came the whisper again.

| replied as geadily as| could. “What can | say?’

“Anything,” came the whisper.

“Once” | replied, “I went to see Michedangdlo’s David. It wastdl. | cirded it.”

“And?’

“You look to be & least as big around as that great work.”

| moved forward and began to cirde the creature, which didn't move. | was, nevertheess,
trembling.

The shadows continued to met, and the shape of the creature became more apparent.

“Qudl,” came the whisper again. “That is my name. | have come a long way, some ten million
miles and five light-years. Here on your world, judging by your sze, I'd say your god has just one
half-cracked eye awake. On our world, God jumped with a shout of creation, thus our great height.”

And the creature stood, even tdler.

| stared at the face and said, *'Y ou—your mouth hardly moves”

The thing named Qudl replied, “But my thoughts move as do yours. So,” said the creature, “tdl
me, Jack, would you day the giant?’

“I—" | sammered.

“I read the beangtalk in your mind.”

“Damn!” | cried. “Forgiveme” | said. “Thisismy firgd meeting with a telepath.”



“Le me save you from damnation,” said my roommate. “Once more, my name is Qudl. And
yours?’

“You know my name” | said. “You read minds”

“But out of politeness” Qudl replied, “I pretend otherwise.”

The greet creature reached down with one of his appendages. | put forward my hand, and we
touched.

“Ishmad Hunnicut Jones,” | said.

“Wel,” said Quell. “That name has traveled out of your Bible and into this age of space.”

“Which is much the way you've come,” | said.

“Hve light-years off,” said Qudll. “I was in deep freeze for five whole years, as cold as death. |
dept the time away. It is good to be awake again. Am | not strange?”’

“Oh, no,” | said.

“Oh, yes” sad Qudl, with something like a laugh. “If thoughts fly, | catch them. That mus be
drange to you. And you must aso be thinking that | have too many eyes, too many ears, far too many
fingers, greenish skin—certainly strange. And yet | look at you and see that you have only two eyes, two
tiny ears, five little fingers on each of only two hands. So then we are both—look a us—quite amusing.
And both, findly...human”

“Yes” | sad, seeing the truth in this. “Oh yes, that is human.”

Qudl was provoked to some sort of humor, for he went on and said, “So now, Ishmad, dhdl |
grind your bone to make my bread, or shdl we be friends?’

| flinched, prepared to back off, but | caught mysdf and laughed instead, and said, “Friends, yes
friends, | think.”

And Qudl repeated, “Friends.”

Later we left our cubicle and went exploring, down into the lower levels of the immense academy.

We waked among the philosophicad robots who sat slhouetted among firefly lights to speak in
tongues from ancient times.

“Mato,” | sad. “Arigotle” | went on. “Behold us. What do you see?’

And the Plato robot said, “Two terrible and fine, ugly and beautiful children of nature.”

And Qudl asked, “Ah, but whet is nature?’

Socrates answered, sparks showering, “God surprising himsdf with odd miracles of flesh.”

And Arigtotle, a strange little plastic robot, continued: “And theirs is nothing odder or miraculous,
then.”

Qudl reached out and touched my forehead with one of hislong, findy tufted finger-legs and said,
“lshmed.”

| responded warmly, and touched the downy chest of my new friend. “Quel, from the far idands
of the great Andromeda Nebula. Qudl.”

“We ghdl sudy together,” said Quell.

“Ligten together, learn together, explore together,” | added.

And we did indeed ligen to the voice of our robot philosopher teachers, who continued to speak
in tongues various and strange during the next days, weeks, and months of our traning. No one told us
where we'd be going, wha would be asked of us, or how long we would remain Earth-bound in these
vad caverns of learning.

But findly the day came that the robot ingructors talk, therr babble, ther murmurs, faded. We
arived a the lecture hal one morning and everything was 4ill. On the video screen were our names, and
the words, “ Orders received. Report for duty.”

Quel observed, “Our studies appear to be at an end.”

“If 0,” | said, “our life begins. Let usfind our rocket.”

We returned to our room, where our orders were awaiting us. We collected our gear and,
donning our jet-packs, roseinto the ar and flew. The clouds gave way, the birds parted, and at last we
landed at the great launching area of Cape Kennedy. We were surrounded by skyscraper gantries,



gleaming rockets, the persstent buzz of intense activity.

| stared around me, stunned by theimmense sze of it dl.

“Look, Quel, there, and there! Rockets! At least two dozen. Liden to the names Apollo 149,
Mercury 77, Jupiter 215. And there...”

Qudl finished for me. “The Cetus 7.”

| stared at the gleaming cylinder, towering above dl the other craft. “The largest interstdlar ship
ever built,” | said, in awe.

Qudl mused, “I wonder if, in their dreams, your Bach and Beethoven ever built such as these?’

A voice broke our reverie. “They did, oh yesthey did.”

We turned to find an old man in a faded astronaut’ s suit emerging from the shadow of a gangway.
He spoke, saying smply, “Hello, friends”

Qudl must have scanned the stranger’s mind, for he replied, “We are no friends of yours”

The old men chuckled mirthlesdy and continued. “Y ou're quick to judge me, telepath. Be quicker
dill. Isthe Cetus 7 to be your ship?’

“Itis” | replied.

The old man groaned. “Ah, you tread the rim of the Abyss. Pull back, if you know what's good
for you.”

Qudl uttered a curse from his far world and pulled a my elbow. “Let’s go, Ishmad. No need to
ligen to this one's fase warnings.”

The old man pursued us. “Y ou, young man, do you know that spaceship’s captain?’

“Not eyeto eye” | sad, turning back, curious.

“Eye to eyel My God, you've touched the nerve. For when you meet him, do not look into his
eyes. Be warned—he has none.”

“None?’ | asked. “Blind?’

“No, gricken’s more the word. Burnt blind in space some years ago. Ah, but you knew it,” the
old men said, turning to Quell.

“No, | did not,” said Qudll, tugging a my arm again. “And wée Il hear no more from you.”

But the old man would not be slenced. “You've dready heard it, my friend, for you have just read
the whole ingde of my mind. You've seen. Now tdl your young friend what you've learned. Tdl him
what'sin store.”

| shook off Quell’s hand and stood waiting.

The old astronaut came closer and spoke very clearly. “Wha burnt the captain blind? Where?
When? How? You may wel ask. Was he a priest of space, chasng God, and God spoun and struck
darkness a him in one blow? Is your captain dl in one smooth piece, or do the ragged edges show
where he was sawn back up? Does midnight dill peek out through those raw holes the doctors could not
mend? Was he born an dhino, or did terror bleach him like a terrible snow?”

| turned to look a Quel to see how he was taking dl this, and the immense shadow that was
Qudl trembled in the sunlight but would not give answer.

The old astronat, triumphant, moved yet closer.

“Now hear this Aboard that ship, far out in space, theréll come a time when you see land—a
world on the horizon—where there is no land, find time where there is no time; when ancient kings will
reflesh their bones and reseat their crowns. Then, oh then, ship, ship’'s captain, ship’s men, dl, dl will be
destroyed! All save one.”

My hands were figs. | stepped toward the old man in anger, but he backed off to finish.

“Bdieve me. The Cetus 7 is no far ship. It isits captain’s. And the captain is forever los.” And
findlly he turned and started to walk away.

“Wat,” | cried. “Hold on. What is your name?’

The old man paused, asif searching for an answer.

“Hlijah. Name's Elijah. Good morning to you, friends, morning.”

He spread hisarms and, a moment later, where he had been was darkness.

Qudl and | stood, abandoned, as a swift shadow passed over us, and the voice came one more



time from above, fading, “Morning, morning.”

Before @ther of us could say a word, there came an immense sound of thunder as a rocket,
perhaps five miles distant, took off shuddering, filling the sky with color; the crimson and white flashes of
ascenson. As the sound receded, we became aware of sudden activity around us—the girrings of
technicians and robots and astronauits, the sounds of radios and dectronic pulses, the shadows of rockets
connecting to gantries, ready to lift into the universe.

Qudl at lagt sad, “It'stimeto go. Our ship iswaiting. Ishmad, attend, we must aboard.”

And so we continued on to the Cetus 7.

CHAPTER 2

Oh, the logidtics of the rocket. Compuiterize the hillion and one decisons. Ten thousand nursng bottles
filled with super-homogenized gunk for space children. Fresh ar produced by glass-enclosed botanica
gardens. Swest recycled into sweet water by machines.

Ring dl the bells and klaxons. Flash the lights and prepare the thunders. Men and women run.

Qudl and | stood by the gantry, staring up at the giant ship. It had been a week since our srange
encounter with Elijah, seven days filled with intense activity as the Cetus 7 crew, of which we were now
members, prepared the ship for voyage.

“Qudl,” | said, “a no timein the last week, indl the rush and work, upon or around the ship, have
we seen—hlind or otherwise—the prophesied captain of our ship.”

Qudl shut his yes and cocked his strange head.

“Him,” he whispered.

“What?" | urged. “What?’

Qudl murmured, “Heis near.” And he turned and pointed up at the gantry. Its evator was dowly
rigng and within the cage we saw alone, dark figure

“Thereisour captain,” said Quell.

The spaceman’s chapdl. | had come to say a prayer before liftoff the next morning. Qudl accompanied
me, dthough | knew not to what god he prayed, if any. The muted light soothed our eyes after the
blinding glare of the launching pad. Within the quiet and sacred space we stared up a the curved
panoramic caling and there we saw, floding, the tranducent shapes of men and women long logt in
gpace. Soft murmurs emanated from them, a multitudinous whispering.

“And those? Why?" said Quell.

| watched the floating shapes and said, “Memorids, images, and voices of those who have died
and are buried forever in space. Here, inthe high ar of the cathedral, at dawn and at dusk, their souls are
projected, their voices broadcast, in remembrance.”

Qudl and | stood and ligened and watched.

One logt voice recited, “David Smith, lost near Mars, July 2050.”

Anather, higher, softer, said, “Elizabeth Bdl, adrift beyond Jupiter, 2087.”

And athird, sonorous, again and again, “Robert Hinkston, killed by meteor swvarm, 2063, buried
in space.”

Ancther whigper: “Buried.”

A further sound: “Log.”

And dl the whispers a once, repesting: “In space, in space, in space.”

| took Qudl’s arm and turned him toward the front of the chapel. “There” | said, pointing. “In the
pulpit, at any moment, we will see a man who died nearly a hundred years ago, but so remarkable a men
was he that they computerized his soul, tracked his voice, made circuitries of his merest breath.”

At that, the lights rose to illuminate a figure that was risng behind the pulpit.

“Father Hllery Colworth,” | murmured.

“A robot?’ said Qudl, quietly.

“Yes” | sad, “but more. Before usis the gentle essence of the man.”

The lights dimmed somewhat as the incredible three-dimensond duplicate of Father Hllery



Colworth began to speak.
“Is God dead?’ he sad. “An old question now. But once, hearing it, | laughed and replied: Not

dead, but smply deeping until you chattering bores shut up!”

There was a soft sound of laughter dl around Quel and me, which faded as Father Colworth
continued.

“A better answer isyet another question: Are you dead? Does the blood movein your hand, does
that hand move to touch metd, does that meta move to touch Space? Do wild thoughts of travd and
migration stir your soul? They do. Thus you live Therefore God lives. You are the thin skin of life upon
an unsensing Earth, you are that growing edge of God which manifests itsdf in hunger for Space. So
much of God lies vibrantly adeep. The very suffs of worlds and gdaxies, they know not themselves. But
here, God dtirsin hisdeep. You are the girring. He wakes, you are that wakening. God reaches for the
gars. You are His hand. Creation manifest, you go in search. He goes to find, you go to find. Everything
you touch aong the way, therefore, will be holy. On far worlds you will meet your own flesh, terrifying
and strange, but ill your own. Trest it well. Beneath the shape, you share the Godhead.

“You Jonahs traveling in the bely of a new-made metd whde, you svimmers in the far seas of
deep space, blaspheme not againg yoursdves or the frightening twins of yourselves you find among the
dars, but ask to understand the miracles which are Space, Time, and Life in the high attics and logt
birthing-places of Eternity. Woe to you if you do not find dl life most holy, and coming to lay yoursdf
down cannot say, O Father God, you waken me. | waken Thee. Immortd, together we then walk upon
the waters of deep space in the new morn which names itsdf: Forever.”

The congregation—above and beow—softly repeated the word, “Forever, forever.”

There was a swdl of soft musc from somewhere in the heavens as Father Hley Colworth
finished, hisfigure went dark, and his silhouette was seen descending slently behind the podium.

In the long Slence that came upon us | wept.

| lay awake that night inmy berth aboard the Cetus 7.

Qudl was dready adeep. Rain patterns, smulated to aid dumber, fdl on our faces and behind us
on the wall.

The voice of a clock repeated, very softly, “Tick tock, two o’ clock...tick tock, two o’ clock.”

At last | spoke.

“Quel, awake?’

And hismind spoke to me slently from across the room.

“Part of my mind, yes, the rest deegps. | dream of the old man who warned us”

“Hlijah? Did you bdieve him, that our captain is blind?’

“Yes. That much is common knowledge.”

“And thet heis mad?’

“That we must discover for oursaves”

“But by that time, mightn't it be too late, Quell?’

The soothing rain patterns continued to fal on my cheeks and the wals. There was a faint rumble
of thunder from beyond.

“Qudl? What, isdl of you adegp now? Good companion, lie there. Your body the strange color
of aworld | will never see. Cold blood but warm heart; your mouth slent but your mind, even in deep,
breathing friendship.”

Qudl’s voice, within my head, murmured drowsly, “Ishmad.”

“Qudl, thank God for you in the days ahead.”

From dl around me Qudl’s voice repeated, “1shmad...Ishmad.”

CHAPTER 3

A voice boomed over the loudspeakers. “The captain isin quarters, prepare for countdown.”
The crew dl hurried to ther assigned stations, suited up and strapped in. The great doors were
shut and sealed, the gantries rolled away, the engines fired up.



“Minus one and counting.”

We lay waiting for the firewind to saize and throw us a the sky.

And seize and throw it did.

Ohmy God, | thought. Help me to shout, “We rise, we rise”

But slence took us, like penitent monks, to its bosom.

For even the thundering rocket, which rips the soul on Earth, waks slently some few miles high,
treads the stars without footfal, asif in awe of the great cathedrd of space.

Free, | thought. No gravity. No gravity! Free. Oh, Qudl, | find it mogt plessant to be...dive.

Sddy in orbit, let out of our condraints, | asked, “And now, what do we do?’

“Why, collect data,” said one of the crew.

“Add and subtract congdlations” said another.

“Photograph comets,” said a third. “Which means, capture God' s skeleton in an X-ray.”

Another crew member said, “I grabbed a flash of those passng comets. From such huge ghosts of
auns, | borrow cups of energy to power our ship. Sweet dchemy, my game, but fine fun pumps my
blood. All round lies death, but | greet even Death with, ook, this grin.”

It was Firg Mate John Redleigh. | touched a computer screen, which whispered his name, and |
saw there hislog of the firg hours of our journey: August 22, 2099. Out of sight of land, yes, out of
sight of the blessed land, which means all Earth and those we hold dear upon it. All faces, names,
souls, remembrances, streets, houses, towns, meadows, seas—gone. All longitudes, latitudes,
meridians, hours, nights, days, all time, yes, time, too, gone. Christ, guard my soul. How lonely.

And to me Qudl st free histhoughts “Friend, | read minds, not futures. Space is large. They say
it curves. Perhaps our end is our beginning. Our dedtination: far, very far, three mysery comets to be
found by usin one congdlation. Chart their course and map their routes, take ther temperatures.”

“How long will we travel?’ | asked.

“Tenyears” came the answer.

“My God, how boring,” | said.

“No,” sad Qudl, “for see how your God sends His meteors to entertain us”

“Meteor strike!” avoice cried. “Deck seven. All hands report!”

We ran. All ran to the sounds of bells and klaxons and worked to repair the ship’s hul.

And a last | stood, back ingde the hatch, taking off my hedmet dong with the rest of the crew.

And 0 it went, day in, day out—our ship hurtling through space, each of uswith his assigned task,
measuring, scanning, calculating, plotting a safe course among the broken stars.

And yet, with dl this happening, dill, after forty days out in space, not once did we see our
captain. He stayed locked up in his cabin. But sometimes, at three or so in the deep morning, | heard the
hiss of the devator shaft, like along, drawn-out Sgh, and knew he was passng, risng up from the interior
living and work leves to the outermost deck of his greet ship, restricted to dl but our ghost leader.

Wedl ligened and heard.

In private, Downs said, “What does he do, up there? | hear he suits up, goes out aone, tethered
by just oneline”

Someone answered, “Fool, he plays games with meteors, reaching out asif to catch them, even
though he cannot possibly see them coming.”

And Qudl added, “He shows no trust in our radar screens. Blind, he thinks he sees clearer and
beyond the human eye.”

“Seeswhat?’ | asked. “Qudl, you catch his thoughts. What?’

Qudl was slent for a fev moments, then said, “My mind hears, but the captain’s mouth must
gpeak. Itisnot for meto say. When he finds what he searches for, he will let us know. He—"

Suddenly Qudl put his strange hands to his face, and from far off we heard the captain’s cry over
the intercom.

“No, no!” Qudl yeled, and fdl to his knees. He collapsed before us, and contorted one of his
hands into a fig, eyes shut.

Qudl shook hisfigs at the unseen stars. “Gah!” cried Qudll, asif possessed. “No more of this no



morel”

And, suddenly, dl was quiet. No sound came from the intercom, and Qudl’s aam dropped to the
deck. He stood, weakened, shaken by this strange thing that had happened.

| went to my friend. “Qudl,” | said. “Tdl me what just happened. That was not you, was it? That
was the captain. You knew the captain’s mind, you acted as he did, yes?’

“No,” sad Qudl, quietly.

“Yes” | indgted. “You have no reason to defy the stars. It was he who raised his fig a the
universe”

But Qudl refused to respond, turning his gaze upward instead.

From Firs Mate John Redleigh’'s log: Fifty days out. Correction: twelve hundred hours out from
Earth. Sudent, do your sums. Computer, electro-psychoanalyze my soul. Thrust your finger, First
Mate Redleigh, in a computer socket. What would you find? John Redleigh, born 2050, Reedwater,
Wisconsin. Father, a maker of outboard motors. Mother, a baker of children, a dozen in all, of
which the plainest of plain bread is old John Redleigh. Old, | say. Old when | was ten, long gone in
senility by thirteen. Married a fine plain woman at twenty-two; filled the nursery by twenty-five.
Read occasional books, thought occasional thoughts. Ah, God, Redleigh, haven't you more to put
in this damn machine? Are you so stale, flat, unbumped, untouched, unscarred, unmoved? Have
you no nightmare dreams, secret murders, drugs, or drink in your soul? Is your heart missing, the
pulse spent? Did you give over when you were thirty, or were you ever more than a dry biscuit, an
unbuttered bun, flat wine? Pleasantly sensual, but never passionate. A good husband, fair friend,
far traveler, without worry, coming and going so quietly that God himself never noticed. And
when you die, Redleigh, will even one horn sound? Will one hand flutter, one soul cry, one tear
drop, one door dam? What's your sum? Let’s finish it. There, there it is zero. Did my secret self
put those ciphers there? Feed zero, get zero? So |, John Redleigh, sum myself.

“You there” said Redleigh, as | passed him outside the door to the captain’s cabin.

“Sr,” | sad.

“Don’'t jump. What are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be on the quarterdeck?’

“Wdl, ar,” | said, nodding at the captain’s door. “Six days. |1an't that along time for the captain to
be shut in? | can't help but wonder...Is hedl right? | have an urge to knock upon his door.”

Redleigh regarded me for a moment, then said, “Wall, then...”

| stepped quietly to the door and rapped upon it lightly.

“No, no,” said Redleigh. “Let me show you.”

And he stepped up and knocked hard on the door with hisfig.

He waited a moment, then knocked again.

| said, “Does he never answer, then?’

“If he knew that God Himsdf were out here, he might venture forth for a chat. But you or me?
No.”

Suddenly there was the sound of a bell, a klaxon, and from the intercom a voice spoke: “Hear
thid Captain’s ingpection. All hands assemble, main deck. All hands, Captain’s ingpection.”

And we turned and ran.

All gathered, five hundred sirong, on the main deck.

“In lind” cadled Redleigh, from the head of the assembly. “He's coming, the captain is coming.
Tenshun!”

There was afant hum, atouch of dectricd sound, which wavered like a swarm of insects.

The door to the man deck hissed open, and the captain was there. He stepped forward three
steady, dow paces and stopped.

He was tdl, wel proportioned, and his uniform was completely white. The great shock of his har
was dmogt white, with fant traces of gray.

Over his eyes he wore a set of opaque radar-vison glasses, in which danced amdl firefly dectric



traces.

To aman, we held our bregth.

At last he spoke.

“At ease”

And, as one, we |et out our bresth.

“Redleigh,” the captain said.

“All present, gr.”

The captain traced the air with his hands. “Yes, the temperature has gone up ten degrees. All
present, indeed.”

He moved dong the front ling, then stopped, one hand out, hovering near my face.

“Ah, heré' s one who runs the very furnace of youth. Y our name?’

“Sr,” | sad. “lshmead Hunnicut Jones.”

“God, Redleigh,” said the captain, “ian't that the sound of Blue Ridge wilderness or the scarred
red hills of Jerusdlem?’

Without waiting for a response, he continued, “Wdl, now, Ishmad. What do you see that |
don't?’

Saing a him, | pulled back, and from the far side of my mind, in a panic, | whispered, “Quel?’

Suddenly | knew that if | should saize the captain’s dark machine dectric lenses, behind them |
would find eyes the color of minted slver, of fish that had never been born. White. Oh, God, this man is
white, dl white.

And inmy head | heard Qudl, a shadow upon the ar: “Some years ago the universe set off a
light-year immengty of photographic flash. God blinked and bleached the captain to this color of
deeplessness and terror.”

“What?’ the captain demanded, for he had sensed our thoughts.

“Nothing, ar,” | lied. “And thereisnothing | can see that you do not.”

| waited for his reply, but none was forthcoming. Instead, he turned and waked back to the head
of the assembly and spoke. “How runs a ship in space, men?’

The crew murmured, and one replied, “With tight seams and oxygen suits at the ready, sr.”

“Wdl said,” the cgptain replied, and continued. “And how do you treat a meteor, men?’

Thistime | gave him the answer. “A seven-second patch and dl hands saved, sr.”

The captain paused a this, and then gravdly asked, “Then how do you swdlow a flaming comet
whole, men?’

Slence

“No answer?’ thundered the captain.

Qudl wrote invishly on the air. “They have not as yet seen such comets, sr.”

“They have nat,” the captain said. “And yet such comets do come by. Redleigh?’

Redleigh touched a control pad and a star chart descended from the celing before us. It was a
three-dimensiond work of art, a chart-maker’s multi-textual dream of the universe.

The captain reached out a blind hand.

“So, here, in miniature, isthe universe”

The star chart blinked.

The captain went on. “Will your eyes accomplish what mine, gone dead, cannot? From the regions
of the Horsehead Nebula, among ahbillion fires, one specid light burns. Blind, | fed its presence thus”

He touched the center of the screen. At that indant, a vadt, long, beautiful comet was illumined
before us.

“Do | touch the magstrom, Redleigh?’ the captain said.

“Yes, gr,” replied Redleigh, as the crew whispered at the vast beauty revealed.

“Closer. Brighter,” commanded the captain.

Theimeage of the comet brightened to an immense ghost.

“So,” sad the captain. “Not a sun, amoon, or aworld. Who'll name it?’

“Sr,” said Redleigh, gently. “That ismerdy a comet.”



“No!” shouted the captain. “It isnot merely a comet. That is a pae bride with flowing vell come
back to bed her lost unbedded groom. Isn't she lovely, men? A holy terror to the Sght.”

We stood slent, waiting.

Redleigh, moving closer, said, “Captain, is that not the comet that firgd passed Earth some thirty
years ago?’

And |, haf-remembering, spoke and gave its name “Leviathan.”

“Yed” the captain said. “ Speak up! Agan!”

“Leviathan,” | repeated, wondering what was going on. “The largest comet in higtory.”

The captain whirled away from the star screen and turned his blind gaze upon us. “The brute
chemidry of the universe thrown forth in light and trailing nightmare. Leviathan!”

“Was it not Leviathan, Captain,” said Redleigh, softly, “thet put out your eyes?”’

The men murmured and stared harder at the beautiful beast.

“But to give me great vison!” the captain said. “Yed Leviathan! | saw it close. | touched the hem
of its great million-mile-long brida vel. And then tha virgin whiteness, jealous of my loving glance,
rubbed out my sight. Thirty, thirty, thirty years ago. | ill see it on my inner lids every night, so passing
drange, so full of Arctic miracles, that huge white thunderhead of God. | ran to it. | offered up my
fevered soul. And it snuffed me out! And then it ran, leaving me. Y et look.”

He touched the three-dimengona chart and the comet brightened yet again, loomed even larger.

“Leviathan returns,” said the captain. “I have waited thirty long years, and the moment has findly
come. And | have chosen you, men, to be with me on this starship to rush and meet that downfel light,
which having once doomed me now cycles round to doom itsdf. Soon, | will lift my hands—your
hands—to make that sirike.”

The men dirred, but said nothing.

“What?’ the captain said. “ Sllence?’

“Sr,” Redleigh said, “that is not our misson, our destination. What of our loved ones on Earth...”

“They will know of it! And they will celebrate when we have bled this beast and interred it in the
Coalsack Nebula burid ground.”

“But questions will be asked, sr,” said Redleigh.

“And we will answer those questions. And we will complete our misson. After we have dedlt with
Leviathan. We mugt learn the suffs of pure destruction. Look on Leviathan! What is it? Some dread
thing torn from out God's throat when He knew darkness in His degp? Gone evil with time, gone tired
with cregtion, did God frighten up his bones and mind and lungs in one titanic seizure to cough forth this
sckening? Who knows, can guess, or tdl? All 1 know is that old curse and bled-forth wound now
terrorizes space and ravens a our heds.

“Let us speak gently now. Wherever God now is, why, spring and sweet winds play. But with
Leviathan, dl dies and bleeds away. Great God, | worship thee. But thy old allment comes to winnow me
and solit my bones and kindle up dead eyes to hdf an obscene light. So madness gives me strength for
this last night. Insanity makes grasp both long and broad. Once clutched and killed, Leviathan, | will turn
back to my God.”

We stood, asif spellbound.

Redleigh at |last dared to propose: “Thishdl you speak of ...isit quite that Hell?’

“Why,” sad the captain, “there's Death himsdf come round to even up old scores. God sums
Himsdf on Earth four billion strong. But here' s the beast to make that right go wrong. Within a month,
this light-year creature, mid-Peacific, will submerge and murder dl that’ s living on Earth.”

“But our scientists, Sr—" began Redleigh.

“Areblind!” yelled the captain. “No, worse! For even blind, | see! On other journeys, Leviathan
missed our Earth by a million miles or more.”

“And this time round,” indsted Redleigh, “the calculations show that it will miss Earth by six times
as much.”

“Your wise men say Survivd? | say Death,” the captain roared. “Our funerd comes this way.
Changed, pulled, put on new tracks by far dark worlds beyond our sght, put off by gravities of mdice,



Leviathan now veers to doom us. Does no one see or care?’

We in our ranks shifted uneadly. What our captain spoke seemed madness, and yet he was so
sure, o strong.

“We mud take care now,” said Redleigh findly, “if what you say istrue”

“Ayeto that!” we ydled as one.

“Proof, now, Redleigh,” sad the captain. “Here are my charts” He pulled a dim disk from his
coat and held it out in the direction of Redleigh’s voice. “Computerize these as far as you or God can
count and then beyond.”

“I will take your charts, Sr,” said Redleigh, gravely.

“Quickly,” said the captain. “ Scan, study, see.”

Redleigh turned the disk over in his hands.

“For there you will find Doom,” the captain went on. “But, if serenity, sweet peace, and mild
excursgons are your findings, man...if you discover instead fair Heaven and find green Eden, say your say
with graceful datal Play the computer. If your find tune is joy, | will accept it, and turn us back toward
gdlion and mare meadows and fine fralics, no remorse.”

“Far put, 9r.”

“Where' s your hand?’ said the captain, reaching out upon the air.

“Here, ar.”

The captain saized it. “Now mean, attend. Here's one who gives his pdm on padm to me. May |
beg hearts and souls from dl the rest?’

“They're herel” cameadl our voices.

“And dl about!” | added.

“Aye and ayel” cried many voices.

The captain dill held tight to Redleigh’s hand, binding him to his compact as he cried out a find
oath: “Chrigt’s wounds swallow cometsl Much thanks for that sweet sound. Men! Oursisaholy misson.
Therewill be none greater in the history of humanity, though our sands run forever through a glass as big
as Credtion's landfdl in far Centauri! We will save our Earth! Technicians, stand dert! Oh, men,
Leviahan is along white unhedled wound in space, alight that puts out light. Let us hedl it forever. Ready
the darms. The fird man who spots it gets double his pay for the journey! Squads, disperse. Fdl out!”

The crew ran to thar gations, dl but Quel. Senang that my friend was not with me, | pulled up
short, and turned to see Qudl, gazing at the captain with alook of terrible revelation. Redleigh, too, took
note of Quell’s expression, and stood quietly beside the captain.

The captain, feding the sllence, said, “Dismissed, Redleigh.”

“Sr.”

And Redleigh turned and walked away.

“Ishmad?’ the captain said suddenly. “Dismissed.”

“Sr!” | sduted to those blind eyes, and started to leave but hestated to look back at the captain
and Qudll.

The captain sensed Qudl drawing near. And yet Quel would not look at him. The captain raised a
hend to touch the air near Quel’s strange green face. He saized his hand back as if it was haf-burnt.
Then he turned and stepped back through the door leading off the man deck and the door whispered
shut.

There was a long moment in which Quell’s face gathered shadows of his own future. | could not
bear to witnessiit.

And then | heard the voices of the crew, coming from dl around, one by one.

“The comet Franciscus 12.”

“Hdley’s comet.”

“The comet of Pope Innocent the Third.”

“The Great India comet of *88.”

“The comet of Alcibiades”

And on the great star screen, one by one, | saw gigantic manifestations of comets, meteors, star



clugters, dl of “What is a comet, anyway?’ | heard mysdf say. “Who knows, redly,” | answered mysdf.
“Universd vapors. The mighty indigestion of our creator. Qudl?’

Qudl’ s thoughts touched mine.

“On my world, such comets are known as pilgrim vistors, far-traveling specters, haunters of the
feast. You see? Our hisory has as much romantic nonsense as yours.”

“Wl, then,” | said, “the captain has his reasons for seeking his comet, and we have ours. There's
nothing like ariddle”

“A riddle” sad Quell. “Let us deep on tha tonight. Perhaps in deep, well dream, and in the
dream, find an answer. A riddle. A riddle”

And it was in the midgt of the night, while | dept, that | heard something tirring. Quell. | fdt his
mind move in mine and then, at last, hisvoice: “May dl the men rise up and ligen.”

Then, nat only in my mind, but with his tongue, Quell said the syllables that made “Hlijah.”

“Qudl,” | whispered fartly.

And then how strange it was, for it was not Quell’s voice that | heard now, in the middle of the
night, but the voice that spoke in his mind. It was the voice of Elijah, recalled.

“Oh, ligen, hear!” said the voice that I'd last heard in the cathedrd on Earth. “Aboard this ship,
far out in space, there will come a time when you see land where there is no land, find time where there is
no time, when ancient kingswill reflesh their bones and reseat thair crowns.”

“What'sthat?’ | heard from some other room dong the corridor.

“Shut him off, shut im up,” cried another.

“No, walit, wait,” | whispered.

And Quel continued with the voice of Elijah: “Then, then, oh, then, ship, ship's captain, and ship’s
men, dl, dl will be destroyed. All save one!”

“All?" someone said.

“Save one” said another.

“All will be destroyed,” said Quell, with the voice of Elijah.

And then he sank back into slence and dept.

| turned over but could not deep, and sensed my crewmates in their cubicles, up and down the
corridor, deeplesstill dawn.

The voice clock in every cabin ticked and named the hours and a last, with no sunrise, in our
minds we saw a ghost comet loom in spirit smoke above the captain’s bunk, and the captain mourned his
own desth in his deep.

From the log of Firs Mate John Redleigh: Records dating 400 B.C. Rumors have it that Alexander
the Great's death was predicted in the appearance of the comet Persephone. The comet
Palestrina arrived in the year one; it may well have been the Sar of Bethlehem. This much we
know, but little more. The main material of a comet’s body is methane gas and wintry snow,
wintry snow.

Unable to deep, | arose and left my bunk, drawn to the captain’s cabin. From outside that sealed door |
could hear his nightmares within. “No,” | heard him groan. “No, no, | say. Get off. Go!”

A figure came dong the corridor: Redleigh. | pulled back into the shadows as the fird mate
pounded on the captain’s door.

“Captan?’

The captain cdled out from within. “What? What?’

“You were having a nightmare, gr,” said Redleigh.

The door opened and the captain stood there, his white hair wild. “God, | dreamt | fdl, | fdl,
down in space, forever. Let me grasp my soul.”

“Ship’'slog to be signed, sr,” said Redleigh.

“At four in the fdse morming? Good, Redleigh, something to keep me from my nightmares. I'll
come with you to sgn. How go the star computers?’



“They burn, sr, from overuse.”

“You jump to prove mewrong?’

“You have said you were right, gr,” said Redleigh. “I would prove that.”

The captain stepped out of his cabin, and | moved back further into the shadows, even though he
could not see me. They started down the corridor, toward the man deck, and | followed aong.

“I know you, Redleigh. Y ou have no heart for this chase, do you?’

“If by ‘chase’ you mean our proper business of charting stars and exploring worlds...”

“No, no! Herel” the captain said as he emerged onto the vast main deck, nearly empty now, and
pointed toward the star screen. The three-dimensiona display hung brightly on the air.

“What do you know of the passage of dark planets and bright comets?’

“| think you mugt teach me, gr,” said Redleigh.

“And | will,” said the captain. “Here are a thousand thousand star-charts, stamped, runnded, and
humped. Run your hand over this expanse. Touch the long mark of Haley's comet; fed the heat of the
comet of Alliostro Minor. Here, the deep night plans for dl God's drcuitings and maunderings, dl his
long thoughts. God dreams joy: green Earths appear. God suffers torments. Leviathan issues from the
vad portd of Hisraving eye and mouth. It rushes here! | know away to meet it head-on, fast, Sx weeks
before it destroys Earth. We must move fast to surpriseit.”

“Surprise?’ Redlegh turned from the charts that hung so brightly on the air. “You cannot surprise
acomet, gr. It nather lives nor cares.”

“But | live, | care,” said the captain.

Redlegh shrugged. “And ghift the burdens of your knowledge to some great wandering child,
some universa accident that prowls the worlds, homeless for eternity. 1—"

“Go on,” sad the captain.

“Sir, if as the Reverend Colworth says, dl space is one flesh with us, dl worlds, suns, creatures
extendons of one ground, one dl-encompassing will, then that ghost you speak of, gr, that comet, that
great terror-trailling mongter, is but a true outmouthing of God Himsdlf. Not his sckness and despair, but
His bright will that lights the universal night. Would you stand againgt such breath?”

“If it wrenched my soul and burnt me blind, yes! Ligten to the sound it makes this very hour, out
beyond.”

The captain reached out a hand, touching a screen. A loom of energy wove immense sounds
throughout the ship.

Nodding &t this, the cagptain continued. “ There' s the breath you spoke of. It is a cold thing. It is dl
the graveyards of higory somehow put to space, and inits light-year shroud, ten billion on a hillion men's
log souls yammer for release. I—we—go to rescue them!”

“That sound is but a dumb thing, Sr, mere chemigry born of chaos, now pulled by this tidd sar,
now hauled by that. Y ou may as wel stop your own heart as try to stop that great pale beeting.”

“Butif both stop a once?’ sad the captain, “will not my victory over it be as large as its victory
over me? Smdl man, great traveling doom—~both wegh the same when the scale is death.”

“Butin rending it,” said Redleigh, in quiet desperation, “you rend your own flesh, Captain, which
God has loaned you.”

“Thisflesh offends me!” cried the captain. “If it isdl one, God manifesting himsdf in minerds, light,
motion, dark, or sengble man, if that comet is my sster-sdf come preening by to try my Job-like
patience, was it not blagphemy it fird tried on me?If | am God's flesh, why was | feled, struck blind?
No, no! That thingislost and evil. Its greet face hoversin the abyss. Behind its mindless glare | sense the
blood that ails the cogs of nightmare and the pit. And whether | perceive dl this in hdlfire man, sweet
blood-mouthed canniba shark, or huge white blinding mask flung down among the stars to frighten men
and push them to impulse much less than human, more than bones and soul can bear, | mug attack. Tak
not of blagphemy to me, gr. It tried me at breakfast. | will dine on it tonight.”

“Oh God,” whispered Redleigh. “Oh God help us, then.”

“He does,” the captain responded. “If we are His suffs, dive, then we snew His arm, thrust out to
stop that light-year beast. Would you turn away from this greatest hunt?’



“I would,” murmured Redleigh, “and go to check my computers, sr.”

Redlegh turned to leave, but stopped when the captain said, “Why then you're as mad as me.
No, madder. For | distrust ‘redity’ and its moron mother, the universe, while you fasten your innocence
to fdlible devices which pretend a happy endings. Lie down with machines, rise up castrato. Sweet
Jesus, you'll make the pope’ s chair yet. Such innocence quakes my bones.”

“Sr,” Redleigh responded. “I am againg you. But don't fear me. Let the captan beware the
captain. Beware of yoursdf...gr.”

And once more Redléigh turned, and thistime he walked away.

CHAPTER 4

| backed off and returned to my cabin, deeply distressed. | bardly dept the hours remaning till dawn,
ingead tossing and turning in my bunk, while Qudl lay undisturbed, dreaming who knows what dien
dreams.

At the firg bdl, 1 rose and made my way to the communications deck. There | found crewman
Smdl, bent over his console.

“Do you know thet a rocket feedsitsdf in space?’ he asked.

“Feeds? What do you mean?’

“It walows,” he explained, “like a greet fish in currents of solar vibration, cosmic rays, interstdllar
X-ray radiaions. Ever hungry, we—this ship—search for banquets of shout and shriek and echo. | gt
here, day in and day out, tuned to the great onrushings of space dl around us. Most of the time, dl | hear
is vaidions of anonymous sound—hum and datic and vibration. And once in a while by
accident...ligen!”

He touched a contact and from the console speaker came voices—digtinct humen voices. He
turned his face to mine, a strange light shining there.

Aswe stood, we heard broadcasts that had been made to crowds on Earth, to the ligening ears
of people two hundred years ago. Churchill spoke and Hitler shouted and Roosevelt answered and mobs
roared; there were footbal and basebal games from long-ago afternoons. They rose and fdl, moved in
and out, like ocean waves of sound.

Smdl said, “No sound, once made, is ever truly logt. In eectric clouds, dl are safely trapped, and
with a touch, if we find them, we can recapture those echoes of sad, forgotten wars, long summers, and
Sweet autumns”

“Mr. Smdl,” | said. “We mug trap these broadcasts so we can hear them again and again. Is
there more? What have you found?’

“We have come upon a fountain of Earth’'s younger days. Voices from centuries past. Strange
radio people, ghosts of laughter, palitical charades. Listen.”

Smdl fiddled with the console did again. We heard the moment the Hindenburg went up in
flames Lindbergh landed in Parisin 1927. Someone named Dempsey fought someone named Tunney in
1925. Crowds screamed in horror, mobs cheered. And then, it began to fade away.

“WEe re beyond them now,” said Smdll.

“Go back!” | cried. “Thet isour higory.”

Ancther voice sounded from the console: “This afternoon a& Number Ten Downing Street, Prime
Minigter Churchill...”

The captain strode onto the deck.

“Sr,” sad Smdl. “We have found a fountain of Earth’s younger days. VVoices from centuries past.
Strange radio people, ghosts of laughter, political charades. Ligen!”

The captain said, most sadly, “Yes, yes” And then, suddenly, “Smdl, Jones, leave that now. They
speak but to themselves. We cannot play, nor laugh, nor weep with them. They are dead. And we have
an gppointment with the real.”

Smdl reached again for the console did, as a find voice announced: “Line drivel Mantle safe a
firg!”

Then, silence.



| touched my cheek to wipe away atear. Why do | weep? | wondered. Those voices were not
my people, my times, my ghosts. And yet once they lived. Ther dust stirred in my ears, and | could not
Stop my eyes.

Suddenly, over the ship’s intercom, a voice boomed: “Blue dert. All scanning sations. Visud
gghting. Star sector CV7. Visud dghting. Blue dert!”

Qudl and | stood before his viewing screen, stunned at what we saw there,

“Great God,” | said. “What's that?’

“A moon,” said Quel.

“Yes” | sad. “But what amoon. It looks so old. Much older than our own, covered with towns,
cities, ancient gardens. How long do you think that moon has been pinning in space aone?’

Quel consulted hisingrument pandl, and zoomed in the picture,

“Ten thousand times a million years” sad Qudl. “Oh lovdy, lovdy...the spires, the jeweled
windows, the londy and deserted courtyards filled with dust.”

And then we heard Redleigh’ s voice: “Stand by! Diminish speed.”

And then the captain’s voice cut in: “Mr. Redleigh!”

“Sir, thismoon! It's very old and fine. Our misson isto explore, to find, to report.”

“Yes, Redleigh, | can hear it in your voice. It is a lovdy logt and wandering world, an ancient
beauty, passng strange, but passit we must. Resume course.”

And over the intercom came the order: “Resume full speed. Blue dert canceed.”

The image of the los moon, which had been projected on dl the screens throughout the ship,
began to pass away.

“Log again,” said Quell.

And once again, the ship was surrounded by black space.

CHAPTER 5

From Smdl’s console came dim voices, cloaked in tatic, from untold miles away: “Lightfall 1 cdling
Cetus 7. Lightfall here. Inbound from twelve years out. Cetus 7, do you read?’

My God, | thought, another spacecraft.

Qudl’s voice touched my thoughts. “Impossible. In dl these hillions of miles of space. What are
the chances of megting—"

“Ancther spaceship?’ | asked aoud.

“Thisis Lightfall 1,” came the voice again. “Shdl we hang fire, Cetus 77’

Men were running to the main deck from every direction, crowding around monitors.

“Cetus 7, request permission to approach, link, and board.”

“Yed” cried the crew.

“No!” thundered the captain.

“Cetus 7, please respond.”

The captain ingtructed Smdl to open a communications channd to the other ship. “Lightfall 1, this
is Cetus 7. Permission denied.”

“Cetus 7— please confirm: permisson denied? Do | read you?’

“You do,” our captain replied.

“But my men, Captain, ligen to them!”

And over the open communications channe we hear a grand clamor from the other ship, a few
thousand miles off.

“Damned fools a nursery games” said our captain. “Thereisno time. No timel”

“Time?2” sad the voice from Lightfall 1. “Why, for Christ’s sake, that’s dl thereisin space! God
has a plentitude of time. And 1? | am full of long years wandering and news of strange stars and terrible
comets”

“Comets?’ our captain cried.

“The greatest comet in the universe, Sr!” said the commander of Lightfall 1.



“Stand by, then,” our captain said. “Permisson to come aboard.”

We watched on the viewscreens as the Lightfall 1 approached. Both ships reached out
mechanicd arms and grasped each other as friends. There was adull thunk as the linkage was complete,
and within the hour the Lightfall 1’ s cgptain stepped aboard the Cetus 7 and saluted.

“Jonas Enderby here, of the Lightfall 1.”

He stepped out of the airlock, and from behind hm came a dozen or so crew members of the
Lightfall 1—dark, light; mae and femae short, tdl; human and dien—glancing about them. We smiled
inwelcome, eager to hear thar story.

Later, in the commund mess, Commander Enderby raised a glass to our captain, with whom he sat at the
center table. “To your hedth, sr. No, mine. My God, it's been nine months snce I've had an
honest-to-God drink. I'm with child! And that child isthirgt.”

The Lightfall commander drank.

“Morel” he demanded.

“More, yes” our cgptain said. “And then speak.”

“Would you like to hear of comets?’ said Enderby of the Lightfall 1.

“l am tuned to that,” replied our captain, a bright light glinting in his eye.

Wedl inched alittle closer, as close as protocol would dlow, to listen.

“God sickened in my face,” said Enderby. “1 am not dean yet. For it was the greatest, longes,
brightest—"

Our captain cut in. “Levighan?”

Enderby gasped. “You know it?’

“You tracked it then?’

“Tracked it, hell, it bled me white and cracked my bones!

| only just escaped with my life”

“Ah,” the captain cried. “Do you hear, Redleigh?’

Enderby continued. “I do not mean to dtreich the joke. It tried me, gr. It swallowed me, my ship,
and crew in one great hungry gulp. We lived in Leviathan!”

“In! Hear thet, Redleigh? In!”

The Lightfall 1 commander went on. “Y ou do make it sound jolly, Sr.”

Our captain stood, dl sony dlence. “I meant no offense. Of dl people, | wdl know...”

“And jolly it was!” Enderby continued. “What else can one do when stuck deep in the bely of the
beast? We danced a rigadoon in Leviathan's gut!”

“And yet—you're here!”

“Sir, it could not somach ud We poisoned it with laughter. All round within it we rose, we fdl, we
rose again, mydtified by Fate, hysterica with chance. We fired our laughs like cannons & its heart!”

The cgptain shook. “Laughter? Dancing?’ he wondered.

And Enderby of the Lightfall 1 touched his right eye. “Yed Though before it took us into its
maw, it spoiled my sght and killed this eye. See? Pure forge-cast Irish crystd. Glass | swear. Shdl |
pluck it out and play & marbles?’

“No, no. Letit be,” our captain said with asgh. “I believe you.”

“l see you do,” Enderby replied. “Leviathan did blind me once, but completed only hdf the job. It
would have destroyed my other eye, if it'd had the chance. But we raised such ariot that Leviathan
uffered sickness and spat us out back unto the stars!”

Our captain seized Enderby’s am. “ Where?”

“Ten million miles beyond the outermost circumscape of Saturn’s trangit.”

“Do you hear that, Redleigh?’ our captain cried. “It isdill on coursel”

“Course? The Lightfall 1 captain laughed. “What course? Do you think it knows whet it is
doing, where it is going? How can chaos be plotted, planned, coursed? Whereisthat gin? | need another
drink.”

Redleigh stepped forward and doled it out.



“My charts are right and true,” said the captain, grabbing Redleigh’s am and spilling gin in the
process. “I will go to meet that ghost!”

“On my recommendation?’ Enderby said, astonished. “Did | make it sound too bright? Hell.” He
shook his head. “Here's to caps and bells and rallicking tunes. Here's to Leviathan and you, sr. May
you cap its bile asit spits you out. God will that it may spit you out.”

“We mugt be away, and now,” the captain said, his brow glisening with sudden swest. “All hands,
on deck!”

Enderby stood and said, “But Captain, can we not stay a hit longer? My crew would do wel for
some more time with new faces, new friends, news of home. We are weary, and dry as sand.”

“My thirg is greater,” the captain thundered. “We mug be off.”

Enderby drained his glass and dammed it on the table. “To hdl with you, sr! Go on your fool's
misson, if that iswhat you choose.”

Enderby stood, and motioned for his crew to follow. They wound therr way through the corridors
to the airlock doors, donned their suits, and left.

In moments, Lightfall 1 and dl its crew were gone, lost again to soundless space.

CHAPTER 6

Deep in the fdse night, our captain walked dong the deeping quarter corridors. Quell scanned his mind
and spoke his words to me in whispers: “*What, pretending at deep? Do that, and bite your bitter

tongues, which hate me for spoiled games. But if Christ Himsdf walked through space this night—
And Quell, spesking in his own voice, added: “Not Christ. But one of His lost shepherds.”

The next morning, Redleigh summoned Qudl and me to Smdl’s communication console. There we met
crewman Downs.

“This communication occurred last night,” Redleigh said, nodding at Smdl, who touched a contact
on his console. We listened, and heard at firg the usud static and pulses of space, and at last a fine voice
began to speak.

“Thisis starship Rachel,” afar voice said. “Theologicd starship Rachel, the spacecraft of Pius the
Wanderer, cdling Cetus 7. Answer, Cetus 7.” And the captain, switching on, said, “ Cetus 7 here”

Themournful voice of Fusfilled the air. “Have you seen a amdl life-rocket adrift? A space sorm
caried it away. Fine priests were in it, pacing that comet—"

“Levighan?” asked the captain.

The Rachd’s captain responded, “Yes My son, my only son, good child of God, was on that
rocket. Fearless, curious. The Great White Bride, he cdled it. He went to search the White Bride's
wake, with two other good men. And now | search for him. Will you hep?’

“I have no time, dr,” said our captain.

“Time!” the Rachel’s captain cried. “Why, I’ ve lost my whole life. You must help me”

The captain spoke again. “Away! | go to redeem your son. God help you, Captain.”

The Rachel’s captain, voice fading, said, “God forgive you, master of the Cetus 7.”

And the recording went dead. We five looked at each other, sung by the exchange. | sad, “So
the Rachel, mourning her logt children, fdl away and we move toward what, annihilation?’

My companions looked away, unessly.

Qudl spoke. “Mr. Redleigh, you sent for us?’

Digantly, an arlock door opened and somewhere, above, out of dght, we fdt the captan's
strange magnetic tread.

Downs looked upward and said, “Isit about him?’

“Him, and more,” said Redleigh. “About clouds of old radio time that spoke in tongues, which we
let pass. Fdlow spacefarers travel-weary and londy. Priest ships we refuse to rescue. Jobs left
undone—"

Downs cut in. “But, g, the captain has told us that this comet is our job.”

“Wdl, then,” said Redleigh, “here are the captain’s charts. Leviathan will strike Earth, yes?’



“Yes” wedl agreed. “Why, of course, yes.”

“Here is Earth,” Redleigh said, pointing a the chart. “Now, Downs, light its substance. Now, let
us illuminate Leviathan, there. Move both Earth and white light on ther ways, here, and see how they
travel. The computer sums and keeps the score. Therel”

The great star chart took firee We saw our planet Earth. We saw the comet. Eath moved.
Leviahan moved. The universe whedled. Leviathan rushed dong space and Earth spun about the sun.

“There, see” said Downs. “A callison course! The comet will destroy Earth! Just as the captain
sd”

“No, itwill not,” said Redleigh.

And as we watched the unfolding of the great star chart, the huge comet streaked by without
griking Earth.

“Seg, it goes,” commented Redleéigh. “The comet continues on, leaving Earth untouched.”

We watched the comet fade.

Redleigh switched off the chart.

Downs spoke up. “Captains don't lie”

“They don't,” said Redleigh, “unlessthey are mad. Then lying'sdl the truth they know. Qudl?’

We looked at Qudl, who shifted uneesly.

“Qudl knows,” said Redleigh. “Qudl, these men are drowning. Give them air.”

Qudl remained slent with his eyes shut and when he spoke, spoke only to himsdf. “O fathers of
time, forgive me. Here,” he gestured, pulling us close into his spider arms. “Let me gather your minds. So.
And thus”

We fdt our souls embraced. We looked up. Quell had gathered us and bound it to the soul and
mind and voice of the captain.

From the uppermost deck of the ship, beneath the stars, we heard our captain cry, “1 think | see!”

We were shaken, for we did hear im clearly, though he was impossibly far away.

Qudl shook his head and pulled back and the captain’s voice faded.

“Qudl,” I urged. “Go on! Please. We mud hear.”

Qudl gathered usto him again. There was firein his eyes and strange green cheeks. The captain’s
voice grew grong again as it moved through Qudll.

“Yes, | dmog think | do. Far worlds, long dead, break on these eyes with living Sghts, again,
agan, again, and say: ‘We livel Remember us Oh, think on us. Our dns forgivel Our virtues celebrate,
though flesh and blood, and blood's sweet will are gone. And with it that despair called hope, which
wakes us a dawn. Remember ugl’

“You are remembered, though | knew you not. Your ancient plight inspires, your nightmare' s not
forgot...I keep it here kindled with my own; your ghost of outrage | give flesh and bone; your spirit war
moves my arm to smite; you speak my noon and ingtruct my night.

“Asyou to me, s0 | to other worldswill one day be when this night’s deeds, the things we say and
act out on thislondy stage, one million years on from this hour will break and flower on some far shore,
where such as you look up, and behold, and know our loss or gain, lifeé s wakening or death’s yawn.”

And again, quigtly, our captain continued.

“So we, like they, pass on, forever ghosts, knocking a portas, prying a doors, spesking our
actions, re-promising old dreams, welcome or unwelcome. Y et on we go, light-year on light-year, and no
one there beyond to know. Thus they and theirs, and we and ours will shadow-show eternity, two films
projected to opposite screens and nothing and nothing and nathing in between.

“I murder or murdered will be this night. But there, trapped and traveled in sorms of light | am not
yet born.

“O God | would be that child, to start again and, garting, know some peace on a clean baptisma
mormn.”

Qudl let us go, dropping hisarms, his eyes closed.

“Oh, God...,” Redleégh said, touched and anguished.

“God, yes,” said Smdl. “No more, no more of this. It must be stopped.”



Qudl drew in a breath, and then again the captain’s voice came. “Eternd noons, | asked, O Lord!
Eternd midnight, my reward. O whiteness there! My pale and wandering lust. O spirit dread, stand forth!
Thistime | will not swerve. My path isfixed beyond the gravities! Tracked like the worlds that fire about
the sun, so runsmy soul in one trgjectory.

“Blind, my body aches and is one eye! I'll weave eclipse to darken you who dared to darken me.
Your vel will be your winding sheet. Your mindless gossamer I'll bind to strangle you. Leviathan!
Leviathan!”

We fdt his hands reach out to grasp and hold and kill.

And, lag: “Can | do this and bank my fires?’

Qudl echoed, in his own weary voice, “Fires”

And we were dlent, ganding there, and the captain said no more.

CHAPTER 7

At last Redleigh said, “Wdl?

And Downs lifted his head and looked draight at the fird mate and said, “That was unlanful,
uncommon, crimind eavesdropping. We have no right!”

“Upon uncommon dangers!”

“Would you mutiny, Sr?’ said Smdll.

Redleigh pulled back, a horrified look on his face. “Mutiny?”

Qudl broke in. “He would...take over.”

And we answered mutely, with our own horrified faces.

Redleigh said, “Have you not just heard what isin his heart, what he intends to do?’

Downs replied, “We have. But those thoughts of the captain’s which we have borrowed...why,
how do they differ from ours? All men are poet-murderers in their souls, ashamed to bleed it out.”

Smdl said, “You ask usto judge thoughts!”

“Judge actions then!” Redleigh responded. “Leviathan comes. We are changing our course to
meet it. Someone has tampered with the computer—just twenty-four hours ago it said one thing, now it
says another.”

Downs said, “And so it goes with machines. Astronomica sums are nice, but blood is best. Hesh
is easier. Mind and will are excelent. The captain is dl these. The computer doesn't know | live. The
captain does. He looks, he sees, he interprets, he decides. He tdls me where to go. And as he is my
captain, s0 1 go.”

“Straight to hdll,” said Redleigh.

“Then hdl it is” Downs shrugged. “The comet’s birthing-place. The captain has the beast in his
sghts | hate beasts too. My captain rouses mewith No! And | am his dearest echo.”

Litle sad, “And I!”

“Quel?’ said Redleigh, turning to the green dien.

“l have said too much,” said Quell. “And dl of it the captain’s.”

“lshmad?’ sad Redleigh.

“I,” | replied, “am afrad.”

Downs and Smdl stepped away. “Excused, Mr. Redlegh?’

“No!” shouted Redleigh. “ Sweet Jesus, he's blinded you, too. How can | make you see?’

“It' slatein the day for that, Redleigh,” said Smdl.

“But see you will, dammit! I’'m going to the captain. Now. You mug stand behind if not with me.
You'll hear it from his own mouth.”

“Isthat a command, Sr?’

“Itis”

“Wadl, then,” said Smdll, “aye, gr.”

“And aye, | guess” said Downs.

And the three crewmen waked away, Qudl and me falowing, ligening for the strange eectronic
pulse of the captain, near but far.



CHAPTER 8

“Mr. Redleigh, you have come to mutiny.”

The captain had granted us entrance to his quarters and he stood within, facing us, his strange
white eyes sseming to Stare.

“Sr,” sad Redleigh. “The ample fact is—”

The captain interrupted. “Smple? The sun’s temperature is 20,000 degrees. Yet it will burn Earth.
Smple? | distrust people who come with plain facts and then preach cdamities. Now, Redleigh, ligen. |
am gving over command of this spacecraft to you.”

“Captain!” cried Redléigh in surprise.

“Cgptain no more. Y ou will take the credit for the grand detiny ahead.”

“I have no desire for detinies,” said Redleigh.

“Once you know it, you will desire it. Y ou come with facts? Leave with more than that. Who has
seen a comet up close?’

“Why no one, gr, save you.”

“Who has touched a comet’s flesh?’

“Agan, no one that we know.”

“Whet is a comet’s Suff that we should run to welcome it?’

“To the point, Captain.”

“The point! We go as fishers with our nets. We go as mine's to a deep and splendid mine of
minerds both raw and beautiful. That school of fish, which is Leviathan in space, is mog certanly the
largest treasure of dl time. Dip our nets in that and bring up miracles of fish, pure energies that put the
mirades a Gdlilee to shame. In that vast treasure house we sl unlock and take of as we will. There
mug be ten hillion mines, so vast thar glitter would burn your eyes. Such black diamonds fdl from space
each night, dl night, throughout dl our lives, and burn to nothing. We catch that rain. We save its mogt
bright tears to sl in common markets most uncommonly. Who says no to this?’

“Not |—as yet,” sad Redleigh, warily.

“Then gphon off the very breath of that great ghodt. Its breath is hydrogen and mixtures of such
flaming vapors as will light entire dvilizations for our children’s children’s lifetimes Such energy,
harnessed, controlled, collected, kept, released, will work atomic wonders for our race, and cause such
further wonders of recompense. | see rare bank accounts that will retire usdl early, on to madness”

“Madness?’

“The madness of pleasure and the good life and sweet ease. Leviahan's breath and body are
yours to bank for cash and credit. Asfor mysdf, | ask agnglething: leave its soul to me. Well?’

“Why, if that’s the sort of shower that fdls from space,” Downs said, “I'll run out in thet rain.”

“Yed As children runin oring showers!”

And | thought, His poetry has won me, but not his facts.

The captain now turned to Qudl and said, “Good Quell, you read my mind. Are not far weather
there and rain and minted Slver coins logt in ahigh new grass?’

And Qudl had no answer.

“Redlegh?’

“Damn you, gr.”

“No sooner damned than saved,” replied the captain. “Savation rings me in. Ligten to its sound.
Smd|? Downs?’

“Aye gr!” sad both.

“Qudl? 1shmad?” A pause. “Your Slenceisdfirmative” And, turning to Redleigh: “Where is your
mutiny now?’

“You have bought them, Sr!” said Redleigh,

“Bid then, and buy them back,” replied the captain.

Later, in the privacy of my own bunk, | made the falowing entry in my persona journd: We have run



from old radio voices, shunned lost moons with lost cities, refused to share glad drinks and fine
laughs with lonely spacemen, and ignored rare priests searching for their lost sons. The list of our
sans grows long. Oh God! | must listen then, to space, to see what else is there, what other crimes
we might commit in ignorance.

Putting the journd down, | touched a contact on the room’s radio set. At firg there was nathing
but cold gtatic and then came music, a symphony stranger than any I'd ever heard.

| turned it up and listened with my eyes shut.

The sound of the music caused the deeping Qudll to stir. | switched it off, and from his Sde of the
room came Quell’s voice, urgent.

“Tumnit back on, quickly.”

| touched the contact again, and the music returned. It was beatiful, a requiem for the living to be
mourned like the dead.

| knew it haunted Qudl, for hismind now embraced mine.

“Oh, ligen,” he whispered. “Do you hear? Musc from my far world.”

“Yours?' | said. “Billions of miles off? Oh, Lord!”

“Lord indeed,” said Qudll. “Musc that has traveled dl the way from my gdaxy, and more. Thet is
the music of my father’s father’ s suffering and deeath.”

The mudc continued to play, somber and funered.

| felt tears ding my eyes for no reason, and Quel went on: “The dirge my grandfather composed
for his own funerd, his great lament.”

“Why, ligening,” | wondered aoud, “do | mourn for mysdf?’

Then Qudl reached out with an unseen hand and an invisble mind and spoke to Downs.

“Downs,” he said. “Can you put aside your ship’s tasks for a while and make me a specid space
uit?

“I would, gr, if | knew how,” came Downs s reply.

“I will draw it,” said Quell, “and give you the plan. Come here now.”

“Qudl!” | said, darmed. “What's this about?’

| sat up, and saw Qudl at his desk, his strange hand drawing a strange shape on the computer
screen before him.

“There” said Qudl. “The proper suit, decorated with symbols of my lost world.”

“Isthisto be your coffin, then?’ said Downs, as he entered our room and looked a Qudl’s plans.

“All beings in space auits inhabit future coffins of their own use and shape. This is but a darker
thing. Cut it from night, solder it with shadows.”

“But why?” Downs wanted to know. “Why do you want a suit of death?’

“Ligen,” | urged.

| turned up the otherworldly music. Downs listened and his eyes trembled and his hands began to
move.

“God, look at my fingers. It's asif they have amind of ther own. That dirge does this. Oh, Qudll,
good Quel, | guess there' s no way but that | must make this terrible suit.”

“Qudl,” I interrupted, “that musgc has been to the far Sde of the universe and back. Why does it
arive here, now?’

“Because it isthe proper time”

“Quelll”

But slent, he sat there, saring in afixed postion at nothingness.

“Qudl,” | urged. “Ligen to me”

Downs put a hand on my shoulder. “He doesn’t hear you.”

“He mus fed what | think!” | replied.

“No,” sad Downs. “I’ve seen the like before. Whether among the ndtives in the lost seas of Earth
or the far Sde of space, it's much the same. Death is speaking to him.”

“Don't ligen, Qudl!” | said, and put my hands over his ears, which was stupid, for as Downs then
sad: “Hiswhole body hears. How will you stop that?



“Likethid” | cried. “Like this!”

| wrapped my arms around Qud| and held him tight, very tight.

Downs said, softly, “Let it be. You might as wel try to breathe life into the white marble on a
tomb.”

“I will"” 1 said. “Oh, Quél, it's Ishmad here! Your friend. Danmit, Quel, | ask, no, | demand
—letit go! Thisvery indant, stop! I'll be very angry with you, if this goes on. | won't speak to you agan!
Il Pll...” And here | paused, for | could not breathe. “I shdl weep.”

| was surprised by my own tears and pulled back to see them fdling on my numbed pams. | held
out my hands to Quell, showing him those tears.

“Qudl, look, please look,” | pleaded.

But Qudl did not see.

| tried to think what | mugt do.

And then | turned and stabbed at the radio contact on the console. The far funera musc died.

| stared at Qudl and waited. An echo of the musc lingered in the room.

“Hedill hearsit,” said Downs.

Suddenly, bresking the slence, ahorn, aklaxon, abdl, and avoice “Red dert! Crew to sations!
Red dert!”

| turned and ran, following Downs adong the corridor toward the man deck.

Reaching my post, | brought up the lights on the multilevel screen before me. A pattern of aiomic
light, many-colored, played before my eyes.

“What isthat?’ | wondered aoud.

Redleigh came to stand behind me, and posed the question, “Leviahan?’

The captain approached with his pulsng dectric sound.

“No. The grest comet’s beyond, Hill some distance away. It sends a messenger ahead to warn us
off. It fires a storm of gravities, aomic whirlwinds, dust sorms of meteors, cosmic bombardments, solar
explosons. Pay it no mind. That is but a mere mote of dust compared to Leviathan.”

| tuned into the sensors on my console, and it was as the captain said. Somewhere, nearly out of
range, far off but gpproaching fast, was a behemoth of unimaginable Sze and power.

Our spacecraft trembled.

CHAPTER 9

The trembling became more convulsive, the light on the screen more erratic. The sound grew loud, but,
we knew, it was not the immense sound Leviathan might make when it arrived.

“Captain,” said Redlegh. “Permisson to turn back. We Il be destroyed.”

“Head on, Mr. Redleigh,” said the captain. “It's merdy testing us”

The storm on the screen rose and fdl and rose again. And then, a sudden sllence.

“What?' sad Redleigh.

The captain said, “What, what, indeed!”

“It'sgone” | said, checking my screen again in disbelief. “The storm that ran before the comet is
gone. But what of Leviathan itsdf?’

| ran some more scans, searching the vast expanse around our ship for hodile entities. “The
comet! It's vanished, too! It's gone from the sensors.”

“No!” sad the captain.

“Yes” | sad. “According to the readings, dl the space around usis empty.”

“Thank God,” said Redleigh, dmogt to himsdif.

“No, | say, no!” the captain ydled. “My eyes see nothing. Yet—it must be there. | can dmost
touchit. | fed it. It is—"

A familiar voice broke in. “Gone” Quel sad, quigtly, garing a the emptiness of space on the
computer screen. “Gone.”

“Quel!” | cried. “You' ve come back! Thank God.”

Quell said nothing.



“Qudl, wha happened,” | asked. “Out there?’

Qudl moved forward dowly. “The funerd musc—it's gone. Our traveling burid grounds, gone.
The comet, the nightmare, dl...gone”

“Yes” | sad. “But why?

Qudl remained slent.

“Out with it, man!!” cried the captain.

Qudl findly turned away from the screen and spoke to us. “That gorm has wounded Time. We
have turned a corner in Eternity. The very suff of the void, the abyss has been...turned wrong sSde
out...aom on aom...molecule on molecule...particle on particle reversed...| fed it...s0.”

And Quel reached out a hand asif hismind had fled.

“It can't bel” | heard mysdf say.

“So say I!1” said the captain, dishdieving.

“Space says otherwise,” sad Quell, camly. “The storm has picked us up and thrown us back two
thousand years. The past has become our present.”

“If thisis now the past,” said Redleigh, “what year isit?’

Qudl thought for a few moments. “Before Columbus? Yes, cartainly. Before the birth of Chrigt?
Most likdy. Before your Caesar built his Roman roads through Britan's moors, or Plato spoke or
Arigotle ligened? Maybe. That great star, the beast, it pities us”

“PFity?’ said the captain. “How can you say pity?’

Qudl searched through space with eye and mind. “It would not fight with us. Instead, it would hide
us deep, s0 it would not be forced to war againgt us. It has given us a chance, a path away from it. That,

gr, ispity.”
“I will have nonel” the captain said.
“Hlijah,” | whispered.

“What?’ the cgptain turned toward my voice.

“Hlijah. The day before our liftoff from Earth. Elijah sad—"

“Said what?" the captain demanded impatiently.

“‘Far out in space, theré Il come atime when you see land where there is no land, find time where
there is no time; when ancient kings will reflesh their bones and resesat their crowns...””

“Isthat time now?’ asked Redleigh.

And Qudl replied, “Yes, now. For look. And...fed.”

| finished the memory of Elijah's words: “* Then, oh then, ship, ship’s captain, ship's men, dl, dl
will be destroyed! All save one.’”

All save one, | thought, as the captain exploded with rage. “Fools, damn foold” he cried. “We do
not take this past, accept these ancient years. We do not hide in pyramids or run from locust plagues to
cower, grovel underneath the robes of Christ! We will stand forth.”

He turned and strode toward the lift to the upper reaches. “The airlock, open it! Although blind, |
will go forth and find the monster mysdlf!”

CHAPTER 10

Qudl’smind moved outside the ship to find the captain, done.

And though | could not see, | heard, and what the captain findly said was this “What? Nothing?
All quiet, gone, spent? Is this the end? No more the hunt, the journey, and the god? That terrifies me
maost: No more the god! From here on then, what is the captain for? What does he do, if time and
circumstance knock dl the mountains down to one dull fla and endless plain, one long bleak winter
afternoon, not even tea and smple bread to brighten it?

“Oh Chrig, the thought of mindless noons that have no ends, or end in maunderings, stae tea
leavesin a cup which tdl no murders and no blood, and so no life—that breaks my bones. The sound of
one leef turning in a book would crack my spine. One dust mote burning on a sunlit hearth would smother
my soul. The ample things that shug themsdves in hdls too clean, too quigt, that lie in wel-made beds
and amileidiot smiled Oh, turn away. Such peace is a winepress to crush your soul.



“And yet...God, fed ...the universe itsdf fills me this hour with quiet joy. Unseen by me, there one
amdl fire goes out, but yet another freshens itsdf forth in birth. It is my heart’'s midnight, but yet some
foundling sun reminds me that somewhere a million light-years on, a boy gets out of bed in cold
well-water morn; the circus now arrives, a lifé's begun with animas and flags and bunting and bright
lights Would | deny hisright, hisjoy at rigng to run forth and greet the show? | would deny, | would!

“But no, ah God, but surdy no. It cracks my heart to think of him derelict with age, but would |
warn him not to turn the page and |t life begin?

“I would! Our very lifésagn agang itsdf!

“But then again, once more, I'd keep my tongue and let him play. Go, boy, | would advise, on
some far world. Start up the day, soin forth your captured joys. O, know ddight. Mind not on me. | stay
here with my night.”

Suddenly Smdl was behind me, and reached over my shoulder to adjust some controls on the
console. The screen came to life, and we saw the captain out on the hull, tethered to the ship by an
arline. Redleigh, amilarly suited for space and tied to the ship by a line, hovered a few yards behind the
captain. He had a weapon in his hand, but indecison showed on his face behind his armask. Quel’s
mind moved, searching, and he touched good Redleigh's mind and in his thoughts | read: “When he
speaks so, what mugt | do? Destroy or not destroy? And even as he moves back and forth, from light to
dark, his madness most incongtant, so my own sanity wavers. | would kill him. But then again, | would

“Leviathan!” ydled the captain at the black emptiness surrounding him. “Stand forth! Y ou must be
therel”

| heard his breath rasping in the slent void, as he waited for an answer that would not come.

“Oh, God,” he continued. “Give me, oh give me back just one millionth part of dl the visons of my
youth. Restore my dght. For just one moment in this long night, give me the strength that vison gives to
finish out this thing, see darkness with these eyes, know whiteness then for death, do judtice with these
handd Give back, oh | beseech, | humbly ask, | do cry out, | pray!”

At this the captain soun around, as if he was about to fdl in the zero gravity of space, as if the
weight of dl he had said was too much.

“Captain!” Redleigh cried out. “No!”

“But yes...it's given.” The captain struggled to right himsdf. “Hold on, it's given back! My vison
isclear. The universe stands right. | can see! The starsl My God, the billion stars, the stardl”

At which the captain wept.

Redleigh, seeing those same stars, spoke to himsdf. “Oh thank you, God, for miracles which
teach. But then, | wonder, will he learn?’

“Whoisthat?’" the captain said. “Redleigh? Is that you? My friend's face seen a last?’

He reached out and amogt touched the faceplate of hisfird mate' s hdmet.

Redleigh responded, “It isthe face of afriend. And this friend says, Turn back. There is ill time.
Time comes back to us. Your dght is hedled. What more can you ask for now? It is a 9gn, a mirade. It
isatrue gift given you, sr. Now act on it.”

“I will,” the captain said. “Let me drink firs. Let me look. Oh, Redleigh, it is like fresh mountain
water. It is a cold, clear thing, this gift of seeing once again. Oh, God, the universe is lovdy strange. |
have hungered for it for thirty years. There is no bottom to my thirs. Let me stare. Let me truly stand
dert. Let my eyes open wide, there, and yet more and more.”

There was a soft pulsation of green and ydlow light on the monitor before us, a far sound of bdlls
and cries of murmuring waves and crowds.

| listened, close.

“Quel,” | asked. “What isit?’

“Time” Qudl said, “turns upon itsdf.”

“Look, and fedl!I” the captain said.

And Qudl told dl that he fdt and saw: “The knot fdls loose...great Time unties itsdf. The years
reverse. We have returned. Leviathan gives back our time and years. Thisis 2099.”



“2099,” the captain said. “Redleigh, did you hear?’

“Yes, Captain, yes”

“We are once againin our proper hour! Two gifts Mr. Redleigh. The gift of seeing and the gift of
long-returning years.”

“God is generous, Captain. He has corrected the cdendar and touched your eyes.”

“Would thet that were true.”

“Itigl”

“No, it only seemsto be s0,” the captain said. “Not God but the beast has made these offerings. It
bribes me to stand clear. It sweetens me with banquetings of sght to mend my soul and fend me off. That
quff is poiled. Need be, I'll now sew up these eyes or pluck them out with these two hands. | do not
bribe. I do not take. | do not stay. If imeisgiven me, I'll use it to make plans. If Sghtisgiven me, I'll use
it well to mark my enemy’s burid place. Leviathan, thy giftswill be a sword into thy breast!”

“Captan, it says escapel”

“To wha? To run to Earth and on the way have time reversed agan so we are greeted by the
bones of Charlemagne or fdl dead with Caesar, bloodied in his forum?’

“Chrig’ s bones! God's ghost, oh give me strength to pull this trigger.”

The weapon Redleigh carried was now pointed directly at the captain.

“You never will.”

“Butif I could!” said Redleigh. “How fine to land back home and go with Smple cavemen into a
cave, live out a life less a nightmare than dl this lie down with saber-tooths, sweet Chrigt, and rest
awhile”

“We dhdl rest, Mr. Redleigh, at the dead heart of the comet.”

“l see,” sad Redleigh. “Now | am dead. Let me put away my gun. Here comes Leviathan, to pick
my bones. Shdl | greet it, Captain, with you?’

There was a great light, an immense sound, a fantastic gpproaching dazzle and splendor.

And Qudl echoed, “To pick my bones.”

CHAPTER 11
“g?

Qudl came to attention as Downs came on deck.

“Sr, your suit isfinished.” The engineer hdd out a suit made of some diff black materid.

“Much thanks” said Quell. “It isafine piece of work.”

Downs tapped on the metd carapace. “I am tempted to die and wear the damned thing mysdf.”

“Stick around,” said Quell. “You may get your wish.”

“Qudl!” | said.

Qudl diffened, dert, turning toward me.

“You heard it dl.”

“The captain,” | said, “has been given hissght, but is more blind than ever before.”

“And we shdl share hisblindness” said Qudl. “Look!”

The dazzling storm of light grew behind my eyes, where Quel had placed it. Likewise, it burst on
the screens dl around the deck.

“All handdl” the captain commanded. “Emergency life-suits on! Ready and stand by emergency
life-craft! Redleigh, inside! All hands! All handd”

The crew ran with eager shouts.

“Oh, yes” | said to mysdf. “The comet approaches. And it is a great white haly terror thet fills the
universe and swalows every star. And look, my God, oh look! The crew! They run like children run a
thelr games”

“Ligen to their thoughts” Quell said, gesturing a the people rushing medly around us. “I give you
leave. The hot blood rushesin their veins. Hear how they truly run!”

He touched my brow and their thoughts flowed into mine. | fdt and heard the shriek, the joyous
cry, the glorious wail and shout of men running downhill to doom.



The captain appeared anong us, and dl hands turned to him, faces flushed with anticipation.

“Have you ever seen thelike?” said the captain. “Oh God, thet fire, brighter than ten million suns.
Everyone to gations.”

“Aye aye, gr!” the crew shouted as one.

“Now,” sad the captain by radio to the crew in their suits, “in each and every life-craft ship, know
the engines of destruction. Draw on my hunger to devour this thing—make it yourd In each créft is a
beam more powerful than any hell-fire laser ever built. Wider, longer, swifter, surer. Use that power! Fret
the beast. Lay him waste. Life-craft One under command of crewman Downs?’

“Downs here” cried the man. “Life-craft One ready!”

“Launch!”

| heard the firg craft blast away, carrying Downs and his companion.

“Life-craft Two!l” the cgptain shouted. “ Crewman Smdl!”

“Smdl here” avoice replied. “Life-craft Two...ready!”

“Launch!”

Concussion, and Smdl and his voice and his crewmate were gone.

“Mr. Redleigh,” said the captain, turning to hisfird mate. “The third craft is yours. Use it well.”

“Sr” sad Redlegh.

“Qudl,” said the captain. And | saw that Quel had donned his black suit. “Qudl, you go with
Redlégh. Ishmad stays with me, here on the main ship. Stand by for launch of Life-craft Three”

“Qudl,” Redlegh said, as the two prepared to leave the man deck. “You wear your suit of
desth.”

“It fits, Mr. Redleigh, it fits”

“Will there be room for me?’

“Deeth,” Quel sad, “makes alarge coffin. We shdl not knock elbows.”

“All right,” said Redleigh. “Then, on the double.”

Qudl turned to me before leaving, asif to say something.

“Qudl,” | said, “let me go with you. Captain? | mugt ask—"

But Qudl cut in. “No. Stay. And live. You will live, you know, to be very old. I, who sees
beyond, tdl you this. Be old, Ishmael. Be happy. Dear friend, goodbye.”

“Oh, Qudl,” | whispered. “Leave your mind with me, so we may be friends to the end.”

| felt his thoughts, hismind did linger inmy ears and inmy head.

“My mindisyours” said Qudl as heleft. “Yours”

A few moments later, the cgptain commanded, “Launch Life-craft Three!”

Redleigh’s voice came over the intercom, “Life-craft Three launching!”

Concussion. Qudl and Redleigh catapulted into the universe.

“Ishmed, sand close” said the captain.

“Srl” | said.

“They fly,” the captain said. “ There, see the life-crefts as they go.”

Watching the computer screen, we saw the craft, aready far out beyond us, and heard ther
voices, mingled. And in those londy craft, Quell, Redleigh, Smdl, and Downs. The voices said, “Craft
One, full speed. Craft Two, full. Three, on target.”

“Oh, Ishmad, look!” the cgptain said. “Thet is the whole Antarctic continent, dl white, and
somehow hurled upon the universd air to shake our sght! Leviathan!”

“It' stoo much!” | cried. “I cannot see!”

“Let it burn your eyes, asit burned mine” the cagptain said. “Well ill have hands to put it out!”

“Qudl! | shouted.

For | was hearing mudc: the music of Qudl’s ancestors, the funerd dirge of his grandfather. It was
in Quel’s mind, and somehow it came to me.

Qudl’s voice replied, long miles awvay: “I hear you, young friend.”

“Oh, Qudl, that musc!”



“Yes” Qudl said. “Leviathan has learned thet tune...and playsit wdl.”

And then the music was playing not only in my head, but coming over the ship's speakers—Iloud,
crashing, mdancholy waves.

Suddenly the captain said, “I'll stop that sound! I’ll kill that thing! Crafts One and Two—destroy!
Craft Three—destroy! Redlegh—destroy!”

And Redleigh’s voice, in concert with the others, echoed back: “Destroy!”

The music crescendoed—immense sounds and vibrations. It swelled and rose and fdl away.

“Dedroy and be destroyed,” | sad to mysdf, remembering. To the captain, | said, “Oh, gr, our
ships are too smdl. That comet destroys them! | see the men’s bones, asif on an X-ray. The laser-beam
wegpons they am are no more than matchgtick torches againg that great hand of fire that closes in on
them like afig.”

| watched as Life-crafts One, Two, and Three disappeared.

“There” | whispered. “| fantly see. My vidon fades. The ships, one by one, fdl, plucked free of
skins, their metd skeletons revedled, the men tossed out in millrace radiation. Hashing meteors...dl
swalowed. . .vanishing.”

“No, good Ishmed,” came Qudl’ s faint whisper. “We are gone, but we have each been thrown to
adifferent warp in Time”

“Themenin Life-craft One,” | asked, “thalr weapons gtilled, where do they go?’

Qudl’swhisper said, “Our friend Downs is sent to desth, perhaps, and burid with Richard, mad
logt king, on his green plain, his crown and blood tossed &t his feet.”

“Themenin Life-craft Two spin further on. They drop, despairing, where?’

“Inlllinois. Oh srange,” came Quell’s mute words.

“In lllinois, near the tomb where Lincoln deeps. And Redleigh? Qudl, what of him?’

“Sill here. We know not where we go. This comet steers us. Time isits weapon!”

| turned to the captain. “Time” | said. “The comet has flung them throughout Time. Qudl says
Timeisits wegpon.”

“AsTimeismind” said the captain. “My crew dispersed, my weapons gone, yet | have one huge
weapon |eft, aboard thisship. Time! Timeisdl! So | have made an engine that, like Leviathan, can twist
dl Time like a gpinning top. Now, with my vast machinewée ll use the comet’s power agang itsdf. Asin
the Orient, we fdl and take our killer with us, usng dl his weight for his defeat. That mouth which would
have swallowed us, we will cause to gape and turn about. What's larger than Leviathan? Eternity! The
void! The dark abyss! The uff between the stars! That is the mouth | use. My engine will open a seam
in space and drop Leviathan in.”

And in that indant, our captain played some keys of the main computer console and the engines of
our rocket throbbed to hysteria

“Leviathan,” cried the captain, “meet Leviathan! Destruction, meet destruction! Comet, see thy
mirror image! Annihilation, know annihilation!”

The entire universe around us shook. | heard Quéll’s voice as it faded among the stars.

“Oh, Ishmad.”

“Quelll”

The captain’s voice was loud in thet last great sound, and in that find moment he shouted, “What?
My ship gone, too? Its flesh ripped free? Its bones strewn forth? Am | blind once more? Then blind, |
saze on thee! Dead, | grapple with thee. Where is thy heart? Oh there, now there—I’ll difle it. Oh
damned and dread Leviathan, it comes to this!”

There was afind exploson—a great outpouring of shrapneled ship, lost humans, and wild beams.
And 1, thrown upward, floated in my life-sit above the wreckage, surrounded by mirages, dreams,
motes, shadows, gtars.

Gone, yes, dl gone, | thought. Down the long black mineshaft of the universe, its bridd vell tralling
despairs and woes, celebrating itsdf, a mindless mystery forever in motion, but...wait...now truly gone?
Gone dl the ships, men, large, amdl, sane or mad, the captain with them, madness maddened. Did he
open wide the seam, that strange vast hole in eternity he spoke of, and drop Leviathan in? And are they



logt forever? Or will, | wonder, Leviathan return? Will he return in thirty years and bring with im dl those
who would have killed him?

Long years from now, will the monster and my mates dide down the length of the abyss, return as
one a ladt...the hunter and the hunted, the feared and the fearer, the madness and the vaulting dream of
madness, together fused forever through centuries yet unborn? Will it dl be here, will it dl pass by when
Earthis old and looks up to behold Leviathan, our ships, our crew, our captain—an endless cortege to
the specter ghost?

A dark shape floated nearby, turing dowly. | recognized it as Quel’s funerd suit.

“Quelll”

| reached out and saized the suit, and turning it, found it empty. | spoke to empty space. “No, just
the chaff, the husk. My good friend gone. Oh, Qudl.”

| embraced the empty suit and the lost funerd musc of Qudl’s ancestors sounded once again in
nmy ears.

Alone, | floated with the memory of good Quel, who had gone to be with comets and their gods.
| drifted s0, amlesdy, holding on to the suit, a strange life-raft, knowing the ar in my life-suit would soon
be gone. How long? | wondered. A day, maybe two...until...?

Above, | see alight, and hear a voice through Satic.

“Starship Rachd, thisis starship Rachd ...”

A ship, passing, investigating the wreckage, comes to pick me up a last. The Rachel, who, in her
long search for her misang children finds but another orphan. | let the coffin go. | let the memory of Quell
go to hislight-year burid ground.

The drama s done. Only one remains. |, Ishmad, aone, am here to tdl you this.

“Starship Rachd standing by. We see you. Come aboard. Come aboard.”
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