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Thisisadream, | said. Thiswhole journey has been a dream, a terrible trek that | have been
making through the tortured country of my mind while | amlying safe in my trundle bed, securein
the warm womb of my home. Soon, | shall awake to the tread of milkman's feet and the familiar
clatter of bottles. Soon, dawn will tiptoe into my room like a little child and touch my face with
pink child's fingers, and the warmth of a new day will creep on padded kitten's feet through my
window—But the lieswould not work. The journey | had set out upon was one from which therewas no
returning. My trundle bed was gone. . . .

Intweductery Essay

by Fritz Leiber

£very fantasy writer isasorcerer and each has his chosen field of magic. Each hastherecipeshe

blends mogt skillfully.

My own novels, for example, happen to be satires with atouch of what Kingdey Amishascaled
"the comicinferno,” such as A Specter Is Haunting Texas and The Siver Eggheads, or tales of danger
and the shadows, such as Conjure Wife, The Wanderer, The Big Time and Gather, Darkness! When
| write of love, it isa bright, dangerous and londly thing, adiamond in the dark. | mention this much about
myself to indicate the basis of my knowledge.

And | say that thefield to which Robert F. Y oung has many times proven his claim isthat of romantic
love. The magic potion of which heis master creetor isthe love philter. Not harsh, uninhibiting acohal,
redlity-cooling weed, nor mind-blasting LSD, but afar more ddlicate yet paradoxically more potent
essence.

Inthe novel Magic, Inc. Robert Heinlein's brisk and charming elderly witch, Mrs. Jennings, explains

"l just had to set alove philter off the fire—that's what took me so long.”



"I'm sorry—"

"Twont hurt it to wait."

"The Zekerboni formula?* Jedson inquired.

"My goodness gracious, no!" Shewas plainly upset by the suggestion. "I wouldn't kill al those
harmlesslittle creatures. Hares and swallows and doves—the very ideal | don't know what Pierre Mora
was thinking about when he st that recipe down. I'd like to box hisears!

"No, | use Emula Campana, orange, and ambergris. It'sjust as effective.”

Such, figuratively, isthe ddlicate, heady philter that was Spped by Nicolette and Aucassin, by
Heloise and Abelard, by Juliet and Romeo, by the Girl From the North Country and Bob Dylan, and
which Robert F. Y oung dispensesin these often drear current days.

Y et hisstories are not set in the Middle Ages, but chiefly in the far future, when spaceshipstraveling
fagter than light have carried mankind and girlkind to planets circling athousand stars: new homes of
civilization, lairs of decadence, pioneer planets, al with evocative names—Forget Me Not, Dior, lago
lago, Black Dirt, Golden Grain, Potpourri, Ciel Bleu—the bright litany islong. It isaso afuture haunted
by military dictatorship, by commerciaism run riot, by hearts hardened againgt beauty, innocence, and
any lifethat can't outgun the hunter.

In our timesthe story of romantic loveis passe, supposedly. Although | first read Young's"The
Danddion Girl" in The Saturday Evening Post, it remainsironic that most of his stories have made their
initid gppearance in magazines of sciencefiction and fantasy rather than in magazines for lovers, and for
girlsand women. Perhaps the editors of the last believe that their readers are chiefly interested in heroes
with big bank accounts, secure yet promising positionsin blue-ribbon companies, or who are at least
making their entry in Playboy's bright, cynical sports car and junior-executive, ribbon-necktied uniform of
charcod gray, rather than apoet's rainbow tatters or an idedlist's shining armor. It isaridiculous paradox
that awriter's stories should be too romantic to suit those who are huckstersto women. Anditisalso a
pity, yet onefor which loverswill shed no tears.

For romantic love today has at most put on amask—asmall black velvet mask framed by two
Cupid's bows aiming up and down—and speaks softer than ever, even wordlessy. Among others, and
whether they (especidly the young men) know it or not, and in spite of al their paganism, or perhaps
because of it, the hippies are honoring and seeking romantic love. Why e se the guitars, short robes and
pageboy's hair? Why esethe dim girlsin their smple shifts, hair sraight, longer till, afine blonde, brown
or black reedy curtain to be parted for the eye of anymph?

Nor havethetruly great novelists forgotten. In Jules Romains The Seventh of October, the 27th and
find volume of his panoramic Les Hommes de Bonne Volonth (dong with Wassermann's Ker khoven
trilogy the last of the greet, clear-visoned nove series, before obscurantism and grimness and the
psycheddlic jangle began closing in), Pierre Jdlez, poet and journdist, centrdmost of the multi-nove's
heroes, speaksto Francoise Maieul, his destined true love, whom he has been unknowingly seeking ever
snce her birth:

"l had avison—I can't tel you exactly what it was, but it had to do with aman and awoman, lovers,
walking dowly on the cand bank, with their arms round each other's wait, with thoughts for nothing, for
no one el se, oppressed by the whole weight of the universe, and knowing that they were so oppressed. It
wasn't that they were defying the universe so much asthat they were conscious of amood of exatation
produced in them by the nearness of unplumbable depths, by an dmost religious sense of the miracle that
they and their love represented in the swirling nothingness of theinfinite. . .. "

Or, from the penultimate volune, Francoise:

"Imagine two persons, meant to meet from dl eternity, but born, by somefoolish twist of fate, a
hundred yearsapart . . . .



Thisisthe sort of amorousimpasse which Robert F. Y oung delightsin solving, especidly if the
hundred years are athousand, or else athousand light-years.

"Solving" isan important word here, for love stories with happy endings, if they are not pure cliche,
are problem-solving stories. And problem-solving stories are the finest that science fiction hasto offer
us.

Downbeat Stories, tales of socia degeneration and atomic disaster, for instance, and amogt dl
supernatural-horror stories, leave us at best with athrilling shudder and awarning. The characters meet
their problem, fail to solveit, and perish, unlessthe writer relents and lets one or two stumble dazedly
away.

Howard Phillips Lovecraft, this century's profoundest writer of supernatura-horror stories (perhaps
necessarily at its best a downbest form), has written both of science-fiction and weird tales, "All that a
marvel sory can ever beis a vivid picture of a certain type of human mood. The moment it triesto be
anything ese, it becomes cheap, puerile, and unconvincing." And | find mysdlf wondering whether, even
with theword "marvel" omitted, writers as great as Chekhov and Katharine Mansfield might not have
agreed with him. Of course Lovecraft's definition leaves out character exploration and
development—and Lovecraft might have answered, "They are out of placeinamarve tale" or "In
exploring my charactersin such astory, | explore only mysglf, my mood."

Perhaps problem-solving is the more important el ement which Lovecraft did not see (fatalists and
pessmigtstend to be blind to it), or perhaps he dismissed it as " cheap and puerile’—the element which
rescues people, worlds, or in the case of Y oung's stories, lovers. Y oung's youth and girl can be dashing
toward inescapable destruction, infdlible doom, yet he dmost dways finds some ingenious way to pluck
them to safety at, or even after, the last moment. Or they, or one of therm, discover theway and find the
srength. See especidly in thisvolume such tales as"L'Arc de Jeanne," "Wish Upon a Star,” "On the
River," and "Little Dog Gone."

Y oung hasthe skill and willfulnessto snatch ahappy ending from the core of the blast of an atomic
bomb.

Since hewrites of honest lovers'Y oung, like Tolkien, concerns himself with what is noble and
youthful in mankind, rather than what is old and mean. Tolkien's bosom topic isfriendship and the
comradeship of adventurers. Y oung'sis romantic heterosexud love. And sometimes when he writes
wigtfully of the long voyages between planets and the delight of touching earth again, he makes onerecall
Thomas Wolfes nostagiafor londly night trains and locomotive whistles sounding acrossthe prairie.

Of Young'slovers, asinlife, the girl dways seemsalittle more important, representing the glamor
and theided, while the young man carries the desire and the londliness. Y oung portrays her with unfailing
ddicacy: her hair islike "ahandful of sunlight." "Her cheek was cold as moonlight, soft asaflower.” "She
was light and shadow, leaf and flower; the scent of summer, the breath of night.”

Isthisjgune? | think not. Pierre Jallez describes Francoise Maieul in thisfashion,

"She'slikealovely flame," he thought, "ablack flane that drawsto awhitetip . . . or aFlorentine
gatuewaking at my sdewith just atouch of flamelike undulations. Sheismy littleliving flame, my poem
in flesh and blood."

Romantic writers have a shared poetic language unchanging as moonlight, the ripple of water, the
whisper of wind in the grass, and the pulse of young blood.

Y oung dwaysfindsthe right word for hisgirl. If she be Russan, assheisin one of thesetdes, he
refersto her as"dyevitza," adimmer and more ddlicate word than the oftener seen " dyevooshka."

Y oung uses words skillfully, even cunningly, though never at the expense of clarity. Note the many
uses"arrow" and "arc" are put to in the story "L'Arc de Jeanne."

And when the story demands, he becomes a prose poet fine as Ray Bradbury, but with a difference.
Congder this passagefrom"To Fell aTree," perhaps the best story in the book.

Good morning, madam, I'm in the tree-shade business. | dedl in rare tree-shades of dl kinds: in



willow-shade, oak-shade, apple-tree-shade, maple-shade, to name just afew. Today I'm running a
gpeciad on amost unusud kind of tree-shade newly imported from Omicron Ceti 18. It's deep, dark, cool
and refreshing—just the thing to relax you after aday in the sun—and it's positively thelast of itskind on
the market. Y ou may think you know your tree-shades, madam, but you have never known atree-shade
like thisone. Cool winds have blown through it, birds have sung in it, dryads have frolicked in it the day

long—.

There has been little romantic love, beyond cliché, in science fantasy. One recalls some episodes by
H. G. Wdlls, particularly the haunting novelette, "A Dream of Armageddon.” Stanley Weinbaum
decorated his ground-breaking interplanetary adventures with romances, and thereis Lester del Rey's
memorable "Helen O'Loy," besides severd tales by Bradbury. Zenna Henderson and severd others have
done good work.

But it was left for Robert F. Y oung to develop to the full this area of fantasy and sciencefiction, the
latter of which is—make no mistake—the literature of the future, if only becauseit takesinto account
modern technology and the impact of scientific advance on our lives, topics pointedly avoided by more
highly touted writers, from Faulkner to Malamud to the 1967 Nobel winner Asturias. Fiction at its best
involves all of society, all of the world—see Dickens, Tolstoy, and once more Romains—not merely
some cultural or subjective backwater, some swirling “inner space." Perhaps, as Sherlock Holmes said,
Niagara can be deduced from adrop of water, but my admiration isfor the man who tackles Niagara,
figuratively going over thefdlsin abarrd todoit.

Hereisagood spot to note that romantic love is by no means'Y oung's sole futurian preoccupation.
Heisastaunch conservationit, taking afirm stand against the pollution and waste of natural resources.
Thisisone of the dementsthat makes"To Fdl aTree" such agreat sory, and one should not missiniit
the fine counterpoint of the buffalo. Y oung isaso an enemy of conformism, TV education, the growing
power of the Pentagon and the popul ation explosion, where every nation knows the tragic results of
uncontrolled breeding and world-wide industriaization, yet no nation hasthe nerveto cal ahdlt.

But even when Y oung depl ores the engulfment of the countryside with tract housing, it is particularly
because thiswill deprive lovers of the forest bowers, hilltops, brooks, lonely beaches, and other spots
uncontaminated by exploitation for their meetings. He would, | am sure, sympathize with the sentiments of
the nature-loving hero of Rogue Male, that towering adventure novel by Geoffrey Household:

My arriva was noticed only by aboy and girl, the inevitable boy and girl to be found in every dark
corner of agreet city. Better provision should be made for them—a Park of Temporary Affection, for
example, from which lecherous clergymen and aged civil servants should be rigoroudly excluded. But
such segregation ismore easly accomplished by the uncivilized. Any competent witch doctor could
merely declare the Park taboo for al but the nubile.

Yes, itis"theinevitable boy and girl" and their happy love that are the center of Y oung'sfictions,
whether the pair begins as youth and waif, or tramp and stripper (astwo and ahalf of Y oung's heroines
do inthis book) and whether their final Eden be awhole new planet or the jobs of waitressand
short-order cook in the same dingy restaurant.

Asyou read this book, think of

... thelovers, their ams
Round the griefs of the ages,

for whom Dylan Thomas made all his poems. Think of Thisbe and Pyramus, Chloe and Daphnis,
Bestrice and Dante, Bess and Porgy, Jessicaand Lorenzo, Annabd Lee and Poe, Elizabeth Barrett and
Robert Browning, Shdlley and Mary Wollstonecraft, Catherine Earnshaw and Heathdliff. Think of Edna
S. Vincent Millay writing

Smadll chance, however, in astorm o black,
A manwill leave hisfriendly fireand shug



For adrowned woman's sake, and bring her back
To drip and scatter shells upon the rug.

or,

Not with libations, but with shouts and laughter
We drenched the dltars of Love's sacred grove,
Shaking to earth green fruits, impatient after
The launching of the coloured moths of Love.

Still better, turn this page and let Y oung tell you.

Bey Meets Dyevitza

a thrilling news bulletin, dated September 11, 1996, was recently handed to me by an assistant

who istoo young to remember the star over Moscow, and it istoward him and otherslike him that the
following history isdirected. If it ressmblesfiction more than it doesfact, the smilarity iswholly
intentiond, for it is only through fiction that the past can be brought back to life.

* * %

When Gordon Andrews first saw the girl, hetook it for granted that she wasaVenusian—anatural
enough assumption in view of the fact that he was on Venus. She was knedling beside asmall brook,
humming alittle tune and washing out a pair of stockings, and so intent was she on her tune and her task
that she did not hear him when he stepped out of the forest behind her. Her bobbed hair was the color of
horse chestnuts, and her clothing consisted of gray culottes, agray blouse, black leather boots and a
smdl gray kepi. The tune she was humming was a passage from Tchaikovsky's Swan Lake.

Thusfar, Gordon had taken Venus pretty much in his stride. The data supplied by the Venus probes
during the early 60's, while obscure with regard to her cloud-cover, had conclusively disproved former
theoriesto the effect that she lacked a breathable atmosphere and possessed a surface temperature of
more than 100 degrees Centigrade, and had prepared him for what he had found—an atmosphere richer
in oxygen content than Earth's, a comfortable climate, and a planet-wide sea, unbroken as yet savefor an
equatorial land mass no larger than amodest idand. The data, by its very nature, had also prepared him
for the possibility of human life. It had not prepared him, however, for aVenusian maiden on humming
termswith Swan Lake. Small wonder, then, that he gasped.

The girl dropped her stockings and shot to her feet so fast that she would have toppled into the
brook if he hadn't leaped forward and caught her arm. She had a heart-shaped face, and her eyeswere
the hue of harebdls. At the moment they were filled with darm. Presently, however, the darm went avay
and recognition took its place. "Oh, it'syou," she said, freeing her arm.

Hetook an involuntary step backward. "Me?" he said.

"Y es. Captain Gordon Andrews, of the United States Space Force, isit not? Y ou look quite alot
like your photograph.”

He could only sare at her. "l do?"

"Yes. | saw it in one of your materidistic capitaistic magazines." She stood up alittle straighter—an
act that brought her harebell-blue eyes on alevel with the topmost button of hisfatigue-dls. "I an Mgor
SonyaMikhailovna, of the Soviet Space Force, and my shipisin the next valey. | arrived here
yesterday.”

He got the picture then, and hefelt sck. He should have known from her too-correct, dightly stilted
English, from the military cut of her clothing. He should have known in thefirst place, for that maiter. It



was the same old humiliating story. The manned Venus shot had been publicized for months before the
actud launching, and he had been written up in every newspaper and magazine in the country. Articles
had paid homage to his suburban upbringing, saluted his record at the Shepard Space Academy, praised
his career asan orbita pilot, romanticized his bachelorhood, described how heliked his eggs, and
inferred what agood catch he would be. Meanwhile, the Russians had gone quietly and systematicaly
about their business, and at the precise psychologica moment had pulled their usual unexpected coup.
Firg it had been Laika, then Zrezdochka, then Gagarin, then Dymov, thefirgt "Man in the Moon." Now it
was Maor SonyaMikhailovna

But why awoman? And why one so seemingly delicate that you marvelled a her ability to withstand
the acceleration of take-off? Suddenly he got the whole picture, and he redlly felt sick. He could seethe
humiliating headlines—or rather, their English counterparts—in Pravda: SOVIET SPACE GIRL
BEATS CAPITALIST COSMONAUT TO VENUS! USSR TRIUMPHS AGAIN!

"l suppose you picked up my ship on your radar while | was coming in, and fixed the time and
location of my landing,” he said bitterly.

Sonya Mikhailovnanodded. "My own arrival-time has dready been officidly recorded, but the
announcement of my success had to be withheld until | could establish your arrival time and the exact
time-difference could be computed. Soon now, the news of our glorious new victory will be released to
theworld."

She bent down, retrieved her stockings from the brook and wrung them out. Straightening, she hung
them on alow-hanging branch of anearby tree. They were cotton, he noticed, and there was a halein
one of the toes.

Suddenly she gave astart. Following the direction of her gaze, he gave one too. So did the man and
the woman who had just emerged from the forest.

Since hisarriva four hours ago, Gordon had been wondering—among ahost of other
things—whether the ultra-violet rays of the sun could penetrate the planet's thick cloud-cover. He saw
now that they not only could, but did. The man and the woman were unquestionably members of a
white-skinned race, and both possessed suntans so deep and golden that in contrast their dark blue eyes
seemed even darker and their bright blond hair even brighter. Their white knee-length tunics augmented
the effect, and in co-operation with their handsome faces, supplied them with a god-and goddess-like
aspect. Unfortunately, this aspect was somewhat marred by their one concession to persona
adornment—gleaming neckbands forged from a copper-like metd.

As neither native appeared to be armed, Gordon saw no cause for alarm, and after hisinitial surprise,
he regarded them quite camly. So did SonyaMikhailovna. Thistime, however, the two Venusans did
not reciprocate. Their eyes had grown wide, and now an unmistakable expression of disbelief settled
upon their handsome faces. At length the man touched his own neck and then the woman's; then he
pointed, dmost accusingly, it seemed, toward Gordon and Sonya, and demanded something in an
intelligibletongue.

Gordon proceeded to touch his own neck. Next he touched Sonya's ever so lightly of course.
"Gordon," hesaid. "Sonya."

Hewas rewarded for his perspicacity by two horrified stares and apair of hoarse gasps. Then before
he could utter another word, the two Venusians turned and vanished into the forest.

He gtared after them. So did Sonya Mikhailovna. "Did you know," he asked presently, "that Venus
wasinhabited?"

"Our scientists suspected that it might be." She shrugged. "Anyway, what doesit matter now? By
your stupid action you destroyed whatever chance we had of establishing friendly relations.”

Gordon felt hisface grow hat. "When you meet diens, thefirg thing you dways do is exchange
nameswith them,” he said. "Everybody knowsthat!"

"Everybody who reads your stereotyped science-fiction knowsit, you mean. And after you find out
their names, you say, "Take meto your leader,' and their leader turns out to be a big, beautiful blond who
isstacked. Wdll, | think | will be getting back to my ship."

"l don't see anybody stopping you," Gordon said.



She gave him along look. In the roseste radiance of the Venusian afternoon, her face had a
pink-checked little girl agpect. "Inimperidigtic idiom, that means, | suppose, that it isamatter of
complete indifference to you what | do."

"It sure does," Gordon said. "Well, I'll be seeing you."

Leaving her standing by the brook, he re-entered the forest and struck out over the little hills that
rolled back from thelittord like green inland wavesto break riotoudy against the high ridge that
encompassed theidand'sinterior. In hisinitid enthusasm, he had wandered farther from his ship than he
had meant to, and he had been about to turn back when he had seen the girl. Now he had another reason
for returning: adark cloud was due to arrive over Washington in the very near future, and it was up to
him to send out a bad-weather warning.

Multicolored flowers carpeted virtudly every squareinch of the forest floor; finch-like birds of
rainbow hues darted overhead, leaving exquisite wakes of song; squirrel-like mammals spiraled tree
trunks so swiftly that they were barely visible. Venus had turned out to be the Venus of the romantics,
rather than the Venus of the scientists, and Gordon, who, for dl his scientific training, was aromantic
himsdlf, found the eventuaity exhilarating, even in his present doldrums. Perhaps when man reached
Mars, he would find blue canas after dl, no matter what the scientists said to the contrary, and fragile
glasscitiestinkling in cinnamon-scented winds.

The day was nearly done when he reached the cove, near the shore of which his spaceship stood,
and darkness was upon him by the time he climbed the metal Jacob's ladder and stepped through the
lock. (In blithe disregard of learned opinion, Venuss rotation period gpproximated Earth's; however, her
cloud-cover brought about an abrupt and early departure of daylight.) In his haste, he did not bother to
closethelock, but headed straight for the radio a cove and beamed the news of his historic meeting with
Major Sonya Mikhailovna across the immensities to Space Force headquarters at New Canaverd,
gppending it with the information that the peoples of Earth could no longer consider themselvesthe sole
inheritors of the solar system.

Owing to the distance involved, over five minutes elapsed before he received areply. Hewas
informed that the USSR had aready rel eased the news of the new space victory and that the Soviet
premier had declared a nationa holiday in honor of the occasion. New Canavera aso provided him with
an unsolicited thumbnail-biography of Mgor Sonya Mikhailovna. Her father Petr, was afamous Russian
pianist, she was twenty-three years of age, unmarried, spoke six languages fluently, had anodding
acquaintance with eleven more, held adoctor's degree in anthropol ogy, was an accomplished balerina,
and in thelast Olympic games had won the gold meda in the gymnastics competition. She had been
chosen for the Venus shot from a group of one hundred trained women volunteers, and the rank of mgjor
had been bestowed upon her in honor of her serviceto her country. Also—

Gordon heard the footsteps then, and whirled around. But the three VVenusians who had crowded
into thelittle control room were upon him before he could draw his pistol. They relieved him of it quickly
and tossed it to one side; then two of them held him while the third covered his nose and mouth with a
wet cloth that reeked of acloying perfume. He blacked out in amatter of seconds.

A new day was dawning when he climbed out of the degp well of drug-induced unconsciousness and
opened hiseyes. Hiswrists and ankles were bound, and he was lying on astretcher fashioned of
lashed-together saplings. It was being carried by two gold-skinned Venusians, one of whom wasthe
male member of the couple who had come upon him and Sonyathe previous afternoon.

Heraised hishead. Apparently the perfume he had inhaled possessed only part of the properties of
chloroform—in any event, hefelt noill effects. Turning his head, he discovered that his captors consisted
of about two dozen natives, al told, and that every one of them wore ametd collar. Half of them were
women, and one of the women was the one he and Sonya had seen the day before.

There was another stretcher just behind his own. Sonya Mikhailovnas face was hidden, but he could
see her horse-chestnut colored hair. "Areyou dl right?' he called.

She did not answer. Clearly their captors had used the same drug on her that they had used on him,
and shewas il under itsinfluence. A number of other thingswere dso clear: thetwo origind Venusans
had been part of alarger group—an excursion party, perhaps—and after vanishing into the forest, they



had rejoined the main body and reported his and Sonya's presence. The decision to capture them must
have been made shortly afterward.

Thetreesthinned out on Gordon'sright, providing him with aglimpse of distant blue-misted hillsand
gray-blue sea.and bringing home the redlization that he was being borne dong the lofty inland ridge that
circled theidand'sinterior. For the first time since he had opened his eyes, fear touched him. Inlessthan
two months, Venuswould gpproach to within thirty million miles of Earth—the distance which the Space
Force technicians had used in computing his return trgjectory and in estimating the amount of fuel he
would need. In dl probability, Sonyas return trgjectory and fud-supply had been smilarly computed and
edtimated, and if so, shewasin the same boat he was. If they were kept captive for any length of time,
they might not be able to return to Earth for another year, and while it was conceivable that they might be
ableto live off theland after their supplies gave out, it wasfar from likely.

Maybe, though, eating wouldn't be a problem. Dead people are as unable to eat asthey are unable
totell taes.

Thetrees thinned out again—on his|eft, thistime—and he saw a bowl-shaped valey far below.
There were green fidlds and blue lakes, and scattered clusters of white buildings. Villages, no doubt.
They weren't large enough to have registered on his viewscope during his orbit, but they werelarge
enough to register on hisretinanow.

Thefant trail which the Venusians had been following began zigzagging down the Sde of theridge,
and the going became more difficult. They kept glancing uneasily a the sky as though they momentarily
expected it to fall down upon them. Gordon could discern no cause for their concern; asfar as he could
see, the sky was the same hazy pink it had been yesterday—but then, he was not aVenusian and
consequently knew nothing about such matters.

At the foot of the ridge, the procession wasjoined by other natives, indicating that a courier had been
sent ahead to herald its gpproach. All of the newcomers wore meta collars, and al of them looked at
Gordon and Sonya briefly, then quickly glanced away. Sonya, Gordon saw, turning his head, had
awakened, and was regarding her surroundings with eyesthat ssemed to have even more harebell-bluein
them than before. "Areyou dl right?' he called again.

"Yes" shesad, after apause. "l amdl right.”

One of the nearer villages proved to be their captors destination, and after passing between severd
negtly laid-out fields, the principal crop of which appeared to be aVenusian form of sweetcorn, the
procession sarted down anarrow thoroughfare in the direction of alarge circular stone building
surmounted by a steeple-like chimney from which smoke arose in a tenuous blue-white column. The
buildings on either side of the street were plain to the point of bleaskness, the facades featureless save for
ova windows and narrow doorways. Villagers were everywhere, and dl of them, men and women dike,
gported metal collars. Children, however, were noticeably absent, though once Gordon caught sight of a
round, wide-eyed face in one of the oval windows. He had to look fast to seeit, though, because an
instant later awoman gppeared and yanked the child back out of sight.

He was more bewildered than ever. Obvioudy, judging from their reactions, the Venusans
considered him and Sonyato be guilty of some manner of immora crime; but the only crime they had
committed that he could think of was trespassing—and certainly trespassing couldn't be construed as
immoral. What intheworld had they done then?

The procession had reached the large circular structure and was filing through its vaulted entrance.
Terraced tiers of stone benches encircled asmall, flagstone-paved arenain the center of which were two
atar-like stone blocks, placed about five feet gpart. Just behind the blocks stood a primitive forge, and
besi de the forge stood an even more primitive anvil. A gold-skinned blacksmith was busily operating a
pair of crude bellows.

Gordon and Sonya were placed on the blocks and strapped down by means of leather thongs. The
tiers of benchesfilled rapidly, and an air of expectation rapidly permeated the smoky atmosphere.
Gordon began to sweat—a reaction due partly, but not wholly, to the heat thrown off by the forge.
Sonyas face waswhite. Hetried to think of something reassuring to say to her, but for the life of him, he
couldn't. Quite by accident, his eyes met hers, and to his consternation her cheeks changed from white to



pink, and she turned abruptly away.

The audience began to chant, and presently a man of noble mien appeared, bearing two strips of
copper-like metal. He handed them to the blacksmith and then stepped back and took up a position
equidistant from each block, after which he proceeded to look sternly down firgt into Gordon's face and
then into Sonyas. Gordon couldn't see what the blacksmith was doing in the meantime, but judging from
the sounds the man was making, he was busily occupied. Bellows wheezed and cod's crackled, and
meta clanged on meta asthough aVenusian tarnhelm was in the works. Gordon knew perfectly well,
however, that one wasn't and he wasn't particularly surprised when, alittle while later, awater-soaked
cloth was wrapped around his neck and was followed by one of the two metal strips. Steam rose from
the wet cloth as the blacksmith held the two ends of the strip together until they fused, and even more
steam arose when he tempered the resultant seam with a container of water. Thejob completed to his
satisfaction, he removed the cloth and let the gtill-warm collar settle against Gordon's neck.

The other strip was similarly fused around Sonyas neck, after which the man of noble mien went into
action. Raising hishand in asigna for the audience to cease its chanting, he launched along sonorous
gpeech, part of which he directed at Gordon and part of which he directed at Sonya. After aringing
peroration, during which he seemed to threaten each of them, he produced a pinch of white powder and
sprinkled some of it over each of their heads. Finaly he drew along double-edge knife.

Widll, thisisit, Gordon thought. But it wasn't. The man of noble mien merely used the knifeto cut
their bonds; then, after untying the thongs that secured them to the stone blocks, he raised both armsina
gesture for them to stand up. Gordon massaged hislegs before putting hisweight on them, and Sonya
followed the same precaution. He could hardly believe that they were till dive, but seemingly they were.
And hedlthy too—if the pinkness of Sonya's cheeks was an accurate criterion.

The man of noble mien nodded his noble head in the direction of the entrance, and they accompanied
him outside. Gordon did a doubletake when they stepped into the street. It was strewn with freshly
picked flowers of every hue and description and lined by little children waving green twigsthat resembled
olive branches. He came to astaring stop. "Won't someone please tell me what's coming off?" he said.

Sonya stopped beside him. "Don't you reglly know?' she asked, her eyesfixed on aflower at her
feet that was almost as red as her face had become.

"I know we're the focd point of somekind of ceremony—but what kind of aceremony isit?'

Sowly Sonyaraised her eyes. "It'sawedding ceremony,” she said. "They—they married us."

The flower-carpet stretched al the way to the outskirts of the village, and so did thetwo lines of little
children. Gordon stumbled along at Sonyas side, hopeful that he would wake up any second in the
bachelor's barracks at New Canaveral. But the street stubbornly refused to dissipate, and so did the little
children and the man of noble mien Asfor Sonya, much less than disspating, she took on added detall,
and the metal collar around her neck seemed to throw off flame after lambent flame, and each one was
brighter than its predecessor.

The man of noble mien escorted them outside the village, then turned his back on them asthough they
no longer existed and returned the way he had come. After his passage, the little children broke ranks
and began playing in the flowers. Gordon faced Sonya. "Now maybe you'l tell me why they married us”
hesad.

"I will tel you on the way back to our ships.”

She did not spesk again till they reached the top of theridge. Then, after she got her breath back, she
said. "They married us because, undernegth their demigod exteriors, they are nothing more than
bronze-age puritans. Y esterday, when the man and woman saw us standing together by the brook, they
were bewildered because neither of uswas wearing what to them isauniversa symbol of marriage—a
metd colla—and when you touched me, they were shocked. Y ou see, in their society, no man and
woman can be done together unlessthey are married, and it is unthinkable for aman to touch awoman
unlesssheishiswife, or someimmediate member of hisfamily.”

"We could have been brother and sister,” Gordon pointed out.

"Dol look likeyour sster?

He had to admit that she didn't.



"Anyway," Sonyawent on, "their trailing usto different houses must have convinced them and the rest
of their party that we are not. In the eyes of the Venusians, you see, our spaceships are just that. Houses.
Odd ones perhaps, by their architectural standards, but houses just the same. How else could asimple
bronze-age culture interpret them?"

Gordon ducked beneath a blossom-laden bough. "How did you know they're puritans?’

"l didn't—at firdst. | merely assumed, from their reactionsto us, that they must be. And then | got to
thinking about how neither the sun nor the moon can be seen through the cloud-cover, and it occurred to
me that their concept of one god must have come much earlier in their civilization than would have been
the case on earth, owing to the fact that there could have been no intermediate phase of sun- or
moon-worship. Perhaps, somewhere dong the line, they had a Christ whose teachings they
misinterpreted, and no doubt they have averson of Genesis smilar to the Judaeo-Christian one—except
that in theirs, the problem of creating the sun and the moon and the stars never arose. Anyway, now that
they have married us, they are no longer interested in us. All that concerned them was our mord welfare
... It seemsto be growing dark."

"It can't be," Gordon said. "It'sonly alittle past noon. Which reminds me—I skipped breskfast, and
supper too." He pulled two concentrated food biscuits out of hisfatigue-all pockets. "1 suggest that we
gop for lunch.”

They sat down side by side beneath atree with blue blossoms shaped like Dutchman's-breeches
hanging from its boughs. They were hafway down the opposite dope of the ridge now, but Sonya's ship
was gtill many hours away, and hiswas an hour farther yet. They ate sllently for awhile.

Then, "Thereisonething that puzzlesme," Sonyasad. "Y es?'

"Why did they marry us so soon? Why was there such a need for haste?"

"Y ou madeit clear enough. They misinterpreted our behavior and were shocked out of their
sdf-righteous puritanica skins."

She shook her head. " Shocked, yes—but not enough to have rushed us through a ceremony that
under ordinary circumstances would have required days of preparation. There must have been another
reason." Suddenly she glanced up through the foliage at the sky. "It is growing dark.”

Therewas no longer any denying the fact. The roseate radiance of the youthful afternoon had
transmuted to a sort of gray murk; moreover, the air had grown appreciably colder. Gordon stood up. "
think we'd better be on our way," he said. "It'sgoing to rain.”

A good three hours passed, however, before he felt the first drop. He and Sonyawere in the hills
now, and the ridge was far behind them. The rain was gentle, but it was persstent too, and both of them
were soaked before another hour had gone by. "We will go to my ship,” Sonyasaid, brushing back a
rain-wet strand of horse-chestnut colored hair from her forehead. "It is much closer than yours."

Somehow her offering him shelter in a Soviet ship did not strike him as being in the least incongruous.
And when, amoment later, he dipped hisarm around her waist, that didn't seem incongruous either. And
when she permitted it to remain there, even that didn't seem incongruous. For some crazy, mixed-up
reason life seemed singularly devoid of incongruitiesal of asudden. And amazingly forthright and smple.
Therain was extremely penetrating—so penetrating, in fact, that it penetrated hisskin aswell ashis
clothing. And it had acurious lulling effect. No, that wasn't theword. A curious soporific effect. No, that
wasn't the word, either. Well, what word wasit, then?

He couldn't cdll it to mind till after they reached Sonya's ship and were standing at the base of the
Jacob's ladder. By then it wastoo late. By then he was gazing softly down into her eyes, and shewas
gazing softly up into his, and the world was well on itsway toward being well lost.

Hetried to force himsdlf to step back and regard the situation with the cold and objective eye of a
scientist, to evaluate this strange and wondrous qudity thet fell intheform of rainand to tieit in with the
Venusans motivation in marrying him and Sonya posthaste. In vain. All he could think of wasthetune
she had been humming by the brook and the hole he had seen in one of her cheap cotton stockings. And
then shewasin hisarms and he was kissing her rain-wet lips, and Washington and Moscow were
forgotten place-names on a map that had no more meaning than the paper it was printed on.

Therain continued to fal. Softly, gently. Insgstently. It sang soft songsin the leaves. It murmured; it



whispered. It laughed.

It did not cease till morning. After starting back to his ship, Gordon mentally rehearsed the report
which he and Sonya had agreed to send to their respective headquarters. It described briefly how they
had been captured and released, but discreetly made no reference either to the wedding ceremony or to
the rain. They had unanimoudy agreed that the Stuation was complicated enough without complicating it
further.

He had gone less than haf amile when his collar began to press againgt histhroat. Thereafter the
pressure increased with every step he took, till finally he came to a semi-strangled stop. It was as though
he had reached the end of an invisible leash.

The pressure lessened after he backed up afew paces, went away atogether after he backed up a
dozen more. There was only one explanation. The meta from which hisand Sonyas collars—aswell as
those of the Venusians—had been forged, possessed magnetic properties unknown to terrestrial metals,
and the attraction between objects fashioned from it grew progressively stronger as the square of the
distance between them increased. Either the Venusians had disciplined this attraction so that it was
limited to objects fashioned from the same stock, or the ore from which the metal was processed was
naturally subdivided into small magnetically independent veins. Gordon did not know which wasthe case,
but there was one thing he did know; when the Venusians married you, they meant business.

He began retracing his steps back to Sonya's ship. Hafway there, he saw her running toward him.
Her white face told him that her collar had been giving her ahard time too, and that she had arrived at a
conclusion similar to hisown. "Gordon, what are we going to do?" she gasped when she came up to
him.

"WEell get them off someway," he reassured her. "Come on—I've got the necessary toolsin my
ship."

Hetried al morning before he gave up. The collars were imperviousto hisbest shears, and his
hardest filefailed to scratch their surface. Using his acetylene torch was out of the question.

He sat disconsolately down on the ground several feet from one of the landing jacks. Sonya sat down
beside him. "We won't be able to go back at all now," she said. "Neither your ship nor mine can carry us
both, and there's no way we can occupy more than one of them at atime.”

Gordon sighed. "l suppose we could radio for help,”" he said presently. "But if we did, wed haveto
tell them everything that happened. I'm afraid they'd be sort of skeptical about the rain. Of course, we
could leave that part out—but I'm afraid they'd be skeptical about the collarstoo. Infact, | don't think
they'd even believe us. They'd smply jump to the conclusion that we've fa—that we don't want to return
and would order us back on the double the minute maximum juxtaposition occurred. No, if we radio for
help, we've got to have agood concrete reason for doing so—one that they'll be able to understand and
bdieve”

Sonyamanaged awan smile. "l—I can just see mysdlf standing before the Council of Ministers,
blaming what happened ontherain,” shesad.

Gordon laughed, "And | can just see mysdlf stlanding before a congressiond investigating committee,
explaining about the collars." He began to fed better. A situation that could lend itself to humor could not
be wholly hopeless. "Hereswhat welll do for now," he went on. "WEell radio back the report we agreed
upon, and then well go on with our work as though nothing iswrong. Sometimes problems solve
themsalves; but just in case this one shouldn't, and we can't go back, well build acabin so well have
someplacetolive”

Sonyas eyes sparked likealittle girl's. "Let'sbuild it by thet little brook,” she said. "Where—where
wefirst met."

"Fine" Gordon sad.

* * %

During the ensuing weeks, they spent thelr mornings gathering data and their afternoonsworking on
the cabin. They took time out to andyze a sample of rain water, but it evinced no unusud qualities.



Gordon was not surprised. Shortly after landing, he had tested a sample of Venusian water for drinking
purposes, and with the same result. Clearly, the qudity that had undermined their inhibitions originated in
the cloud-cover, and evaporated soon after it reached the ground.

After the cabin was finished, they began going on afternoon-hikesinto the hills, tramping through
idyllic woods, talking and laughing, exclaiming now and then at unexpected patterns of flowers, sarting at
sudden rainbow-flights of birds. They saw but few Venusians, and the few they did seeignored them.
One afternoon they found afern-bordered pool beneath awhite-skirted waterfall, and after that they
came there everyday to swim. Sonya's skin darkened to a deep gold, and looking at her, Gordon
sometimes found it hard to breathe. Every so often the sky darkened, and rain fell; but the rain was
superfluous now. And asfor the invisble magnetic chain that bound them together, that had been
supplanted by another invisible chain that was ten times as strong.

And yet the origina one gtill remained, and the problem it represented grew more and more acute as
their scheduled departure-times approached. They desperately needed a good practica reason to give
their respective governments for not returning to Earth—and quite providentidly at the very last moment
(though it seemed anything but providentia at the time) they discovered that they had one. Or rather,
Sonyadid. On the morning of the day she was scheduled to undergo the rigors of acceleration, she
regarded Gordon shyly acrossthe little breakfast table he had built. "I—I am going to have ababy," she
sad.

The news, when it arrived in Moscow, had something of theimpact of ahydrogen bomb, and when it
leaked through a hitherto unsuspected crevice in the Kremlin, there was asort of chain-reaction
throughout the entire Soviet Union. It was at thispoint in his politica career that the Soviet premier
discovered auniversal truth: people the world over, whether they be communistic or capitdigtic, have a
very large soft spot in their hearts when it comes to babies.

That spring, Venus outshone herself, and hung in the evening sky over Moscow somewhat in the
manner of the star over Bethlehem. The premier had a haunted ook on his face when he appeared
before the Council of Ministers. He was not done. The Ministers had haunted looks on their faces too.
What did you do when you had to cope with aforthcoming space baby who would be half capitalist and
half communist and who was dready adored by the whole world? The premier did not know. But there
was one thing he did know; inthe last analysis, any party is the people, and while you can con the people
into believing that black bread is white bread and that caraway seeds are caviar, you cannot con them
into believing that a child conceived on the Planet of Love by aRussian girl and an American boy isany
thing other than a harbinger of peace.

So inthelong run, what the premier did was the only thing he could have done. He arranged a
summit meeting with the president of the United States and the prime minister of Greset Britain, and for the
first timein history, the East and the West really got together. The threat of war could not, of course, be
totally diminated at such short notice; but anumber of aggravations that could precipitate awar could be
eliminated—and were. This accomplished, the three leaders drew up plansfor a super three-man
gpaceship to be built posthaste by the best engineers the three nations could supply, and unanimously
agreed that the pilot would be English, the obstetrician, Russian, and the nurse, American.

It has been said that after the meeting, the Soviet premier and the president of the United States got
together and began thinking up names. Thisis extremely doubtful. Anyway, if they did, they were wasting
their time, for Sonya Mikhailovnaand Gordon Andrews had aready taken care of the matter. The name
they choseiswell-known today—except, perhaps, by those for whom this history has been recorded.
Which brings us back to the aforementioned news bulletin. In common with most news bulletins, it has
about as much poetry in it as an old shoe, but its message shines forth with aradiance that excels even
the radiance cast by the star over Moscow.

Geneva, Switzerland, September 11, 1996—The young Russo-American ambassador -at-large,
Petr Gordonovitch Andrews, announced this morning that his peace plan has been accepted by all
major and minor powers, and that the war that has threatened mankind for the past half century
can no longer occur.



* * %

Star Mather

5 hat night her son wasthefirs dar.

She stood motionlessin the garden, one hand pressed againgt her heart, watching him rise above the
fields where he had played as a boy, where he had worked as ayoung man; and she wondered whether
hewasthinking of those fields now, whether he wasthinking of her standing alonein the April night with
her memories, whether he was thinking of the verandahed house behind her, with its empty roomsand
dlent hdls, that once upon atime had been his birthplace.

Higher till and higher he rosein the southern sky, and then, when he had reached his zenith, he
dropped swiftly down past the dark edge of the Earth and disappeared from sight. A boy grown up too
soon, riding round and round the world on acelestial carousdl, encased in an airtight metal capsuleinan
artight metd chariot ...

Why don't they leave the stars alone? shethought. Why don't they leave the stars to God?

The generd’s second telegram came early the next morning: Explorer Xl1 doing splendidly. Expect
to bring your son down sometime tomorrow.

She went about her work as usud, collecting the eggs and dlocating them in their cardboard boxes,
then setting off in the station wagon on her Tuesday morning run. She had expected a deluge of questions
from her customers. She was not disappointed. "Is Terry redly way up there dl aone, Martha?' "Aren't
you scared, Martha?' "1 do hope they can get him back down dl right, Martha" She supposed it must
have given them quite aturn to have their egg woman change into astar mother overnight.

She hadn't expected the TV interview, though, and she would have avoided it if it had been politey
possible. But what could she do when theline of cars and trucks pulled into the drive and the technicians
got out and started setting up their equipment in the backyard? What could she say when the suave
young man came up to her and said, "We want you to know that were dl very proud of your boy up
there, maam, and we hope you'll do usthe honor of answering afew questions.”

Most of the questions concerned Terry, as wasfitting. From the way the suave young man asked
them, though, she got theimpression that he wastrying to prove that her son wasjust like any other
average American boy, and such just didn't happen to be the case. But whenever she opened her mouth
to mention, say, how he used to study till dl hours of the night, or how difficult it had been for himto
make friends because of his shyness, or the fact that he had never gone out for football—whenever she
started to mention any of these things, the suave young man wasin great haste to interrupt her and to
twist her words, by requestioning, into a different meaning atogether, till Terry's behavior pattern seemed
to coincide with the behavior pattern which the suave young man apparently considered the norm, but
which, if followed, Marthawas sure, would produce not young men bent on exploring space but young
men bent on exploring trivia

A few of the questions concerned hersdf: Was Terry her only child? ("Yes.") What had happened to
her husband? ("He waskilled in the Korean War.") What did shethink of the new law granting star
motherstop priority on any and al information relating to their sons? ("1 think it'safinelaw ... It'stoo bad
they couldn't have shown similar humanity toward the war mothers of World War 11.")

It was late in the afternoon by thetimethe TV crew got everything repacked into their carsand
trucks and made their departure. Marthafixed hersalf alight supper, then donned an old suede jacket of
Terry'sand went out into the garden to wait for the sun to go down. According to thetime table the
genera had outlined in hisfirst telegram, Terry'sfirst Tuesday night passage wasn't due to occur till 9:05.
But it, seemed only right that she should be outside when the stars started to come out. Presently they
did, and she watched them wink on, one by one, in the degpening darkness of the sky. Sheld never been
much of aonefor the stars, most of her life sheld been much too busy on Earth to bother with things



celestid. She could remember, when she was much younger and Bill was courting her, looking up at the
moon sometimes, and oncein awhile, when agtar fdl, making awish. But thiswas different. It was
different because now she had apersond interest in the sky, anew affinity with its myriad inhabitants.

And how bright they became when you kept looking at them! They seemed to come dive, amog,
pulsing brilliantly down out of the blackness of the night ... And they were different colors, too, she
noticed with astart. Some of them were blue and some werered, otherswereyellow . . . green ...
orange. ...

It grew cold in the April garden, and she could see her breath. There was a strange crispness, a
strange clarity about the night, that she had never known before ... She glanced at her watch, was
astonished to see that the hands indicated two minutes after nine. Where had the time gone? Tremuloudy
she faced the southern horizon ... and saw her Terry gppear in his shining chariot, riding up the
star-pebbled path of hisorbit, astar in his own right, dropping swiftly now, down, down, and out of sight
beyond the dark wheeling mass of the Earth . . . She took a deep, proud bregath, realized that she was
wildly waving her hand and let it fall dowly to her Sde. Make awish! shethought, like alittle girl, and she
wished him pleasant dreams and a safe return and wrapped thewish in al her love and cast it Sarward.

Sometime tomorrow, the general'stelegram had said—

That meant sometime today!

She rose with the sun and fed the chickens, fixed and ate her breakfast, collected the eggs and put
them in their cardboard boxes, then started out on her Wednesday morning run. "My land, Martha, |
don't see how you stand it with him way up there! Doesn't it get on your nerves?” ("Yes... Yes, it
does.") "Martha, when are they bringing him back down?' ("Today . . . Today!") "It must be wonderful
being a star mother, Martha” ("Yes, itis—inaway.")

Wonderful ... and terrible.

If only he can last it out for afew more hours, she thought. If only they can bring him down safeand
sound. Then the vigil will be over, and some other mother can take over the awesome responsbility of
having ason become astar

If only ...

The generd'sthird telegram arrived that afternoon: Regret to inform you that meteorite impact on
satellite hull severely damaged capsul e-detachment mechanism, making eection impossible. Will
make every effort to find another means of accomplishing your son's return.

Terry!—

Seethelittle boy playing benesath the maple tree, moving histiny cars up and down thetiny streets of
his make-believe village; the little boy, hisfuzz of hair gold in the sunlight, his cherub-cheeks pink in the
summer wind

Terryl—

Up thelane the blue-denimed young man walks, swinging histhin tanned arms, hislong legs making
near-grownup strides over the sun-seared grass; the sky blue and bright behind him, the song of cicada
risng and faling in the hazy September air

Terry. ..

—probably won't get a chance to write you again before take-off, but don't worry, Ma. The
Explorer Xl isthe greatest bird they ever built. Nothing short of a direct meteorite hit can hurt it,
and the odds are a millionto one....

Why don't they |eave the stars alone? Why don't they leave the stars to God?

The afternoon shadows lengthened on the lawn, and the sun grew red and swollen over the western
hills. Martha fixed supper, tried to eat, and couldn't. After awhile, when the light began to fade, she
dipped into Terry's jacket and went outside.

Slowly the sky darkened and the stars began to appear. At length her star appeared, but its swift
passage blurred before her eyes. Tires crunched on the gravel then, and headlights washed the darkness
from thedrive. A car door dammed.

Marthadid not move. Please God, shethought, let it be Terry, even though she knew that it
couldn't possibly be Terry. Footsteps sounded behind her, paused. Someone coughed softly. She turned



then

"Good evening, maam."”

She saw the circlet of stars on the gray epaulet; she saw the stern handsome face; she saw the dark
tired eyes. And she knew. Even before he spoke again, she knew

"The same meteorite that damaged the g ection mechanism, maam. It penetrated the capsule, too.
Wedidn't find out till just awhile ago—»but there was nothing we could have done anyway ... Areyou dl
right, maam?"'

"Yes I'mdl right."

"| wanted to express my regrets persondly. | know how you must fed."

"It'sdl right."

"Wewill, of course, make every effort to bring back his... remains. . . o that he can have afitting
burid on Earth.”

"No," shesaid.

"I beg your pardon, maam?"

Sheraised her eyesto the patch of sky where her son had passed in his shining metal sarcophagus.
Sirius blossomed there, blue-white and beautiful. She raised her eyes il higher—and beheld the vast
parterre of Orion with its centra motif of vivid forget-me-nots, its far-flung blooms of Betelguese and
Rigd, of Belatrix and Saiph ... And higher yet—and there flamed the exquisite flower beds of Taurusand
Gemini, there burgeoned the riotous wresth of the Crab; there lay the pulsing petals of the Pleiades ...
And down the ecliptic garden path, wafted by a stellar breeze, drifted the ocher rose of Mars.

"No," shesad again.

The generad had raised his eyes, too; now, dowly, helowered them. "I think | understand, maam.
And I'm glad that'stheway you want it . . . The stars are beautiful tonight, aren't they."

"More beautiful than they've ever been,” she said.

After the genera had gone, she looked up once more at the vast and variegated garden of the sky
where her son lay buried, then she turned and waked dowly back to the memoried house.

L'Urc de Jeanne

j nfantry Unit No. 97 of Drop XV had landed on the north bank of Le Fleuve d'Abondance and

deployed dong the base of the alluvia dope that gave access to the Provenca. Plateau. Oncethe 97th
gained afoothold on the plateau, thefall of Fleur du Sud, thekey city of Cidl Bleu's southern
hemisphere, would be assured.

The commander of the 97th, jubilant over the success of his part of the Drop, radioed his position to
the GGS Ambussadress, the orbiting flagship from which O'Riordan the Reorganizer was supervising the
firgt phase of the tenth and find campaign of the so-called Second Civil War. O'Riordan was ddlighted
over the news and ordered that the city be taken at once. Soon, he reflected, Ciel Bleu would be as
hel pless as the nine other secessionist planet-states and the omni potence toward which he had directed
hispolitica sghtssix years ago on Earth when he destroyed the nucleus of the rdigio-political
Psycho-Phenomenalist Church and established the Galaxi-Government would be his.

Straferifles at ready, the 97th sarted up the dluvia dope. Blue beret-like hemets were st at jaunty
angles; crimson battle-fatigues took on the hue of blood in the morning sunlight. The season was spring
and-a brisk wind was blowing out of the south. It was inconceivable that Fleur du Sud could muster
sufficient forces to defend itsdlf.

Nevertheless, when the 97th breasted the dope, it found itself confronted by an army of defenders.
But it was aragged army indeed, and even distance could not hide the fact that it was comprised
primarily of old men, housewives, and boys. Earlier that morning, the main contingent of Drop XV1 had
landed far to the north, decoying the troops that had been stationed near Fleur du Sud away fromthe



city. The battle appeared to be in the bag.

The 97th girded itself and prepared to charge. And then the ragged ranks of the defenders parted
and afigure mounted on a magnificent black stallion rode through, and advanced across the plateau. The
figurewasthat of agirl—adgirl clad in shining white armor and carrying ashining bow in her left hand and
ashining arrow in her right. Her head was bare and her light-brown hair streamed behind her inthe
morning wind. Her face, white and blurred by distance, waslike aflower.

The 97th paused. It conssted of veterans of nine planetary wars, and yet whispers rustled through its
ranks like frightened |leaves.

Two hundred meters from the beginning of the dope, the black stdlion cameto astop. Thegirl fitted
her shining arrow to her shining bow and drew the bowstring back. In the dead silence the bowstring
sang, and the arrow stabbed into the sky. Up, up it soared into the nonpareil blue, to pause, findly, high
above the 97th. But it did not fall back down to Earth. Instead, it became a bolt of blue-bright lightning.
Thunder sounded then, and the sky above the dope grew as dark as death. It began to rain.

Therest of the sky remained a serene and cloudless blue, and sunlight lay upon the plateau like
golden grain.

Therainintengfied. It came down in sheets; in torrents. It became awall of falling water. The 97th's
officers screamed to their men to charge, but the men were aready mired in mud up to their ankles. The
edge of the plateau gave way, and the whole dope began to dide.

Desperately, the 97th tried to fight itsway to safety, but it was part of ariver of mud now—a
vindictive mercilessriver in which the men could only flounder asit bore them inductably into the swollen
waters of another river—L e Fleuve d' Abondance. Officers, noncoms, privates—all suffered the same
ignominiousfate; but Le Fleuve d' Abondance, evenin aswollen sate, was anything but araging torrent,
and dl gained the safety of the opposite shore.

They lined up like bedraggled rats along the bank and counted their blessngs and their dry cigarettes.
The commander radioed a description of the debacle—and its authoress—to the orbiting
Ambassadress; then he withdrew his men behind anearby ridge, deployed them, and smoked adamp
cigarette while he awaited ingtructions from O'Riordan.

O'Riordan was no stranger to history. He spotted the analogy right away, and it was the analogy as
much asthe threat of the meteorologica warfare that gave him pause. He knew what amodern Maid of
Orleans could do for the relatively primitive people of Ciel Bleu—knew that even without a wegpon that
influenced the weather, she could very well inspire them to a point where he would have to bomb them
into submission, and in the process lay waste to property that he aready considered his own. So he gave
orders not only that the 97th be picked up and returned to the orbiting fleet, but that the rest of Drop
XVI be picked up and returned as well; then, for the time being, he turned over the campaign to
Smith-Kolgoz, his Chief of Intdligence.

In less than aweek, Smith-Kolgoz had areport ready for him—and a plan.

Raymond D'Arcy, Decoder 2nd class, GGS Watchdog, had never attended a council of war before.
Nor had he ever before been on board the Ambassadress. Hefdt diffident and alittle afraid.

The Ambassadress was acity in the sky. In the city, in addition to the crew, dwelled O'Riordan
himsalf, hisadvisors, hisarbiters, his bodyguards, his Ministers of War, his Chiefs of Staff, his Secret
Police, his Civilian-Control Corps, his Reorganization Corps, his Intelligence Corps, his persona cuisine,
and his mistresses, vaets, manicurists, barbers, and physicians.

In both shape and color the flagship resembled a monstrous orange. The orange hue, however, was
not atrue color but resulted from the reflection of the starlight on the specid aloy that condtituted the hull.
There were seven decks atogether, the centermost and largest of which contained the units that housed
the executive, adminigrative, and judicia departments, and their respective personnel-suites. The units
encircled alarge open area cdled the Green where red trees and genuine grass grew, and the trees and
the grassin turn encircled an asphdt plaza

The decks were connected by companionways and elevator shafts and each level was equipped with
high-speed conveyor-corridors. In addition, the levels had boat bays that could easily be reached intime
of an emergency and whose size and whose number of escape boats werein ratio to the dimensions of



the deck. Artificia gravity was congtantly maintained by intra-deck attractor-coils and the ship's power
unit was located on Deck No. 1 where no one, except the Ambassadress's maintenance men, ever
ventured.

The Council of War Chamber was part of the executive unit and overlooked the Green. D'Arcy
stood at one of the open casements, looking wistfully down at trees and grass and golden puddles of
artificid sunshine. There were flowers growing in hydroponic parterres and hidden tapes supplied a
nostal gic background of melodic birdsong. He tried to distinguish the various calls and warbles, but the
voicesin the room behind him made the task impossible. Presently he redlized that one of the voiceswas
directed toward him. "Over here, D'Arcy—O'Riordan’'s on hisway down."

D'Arcy gpproached the long council table and took the seat that the council-co-ordinator had
indicated. Therewas aglass of water in front of him, and he drank some of it. Histhroat till felt dry. He
was uncomfortably aware of the row of important faces across the table; his own face struck a
discordant notein asimilar row on his own side of the table. There was the sound of a door opening and
clogng. It wasfollowed by athunder-clap of sllence. "All rise!" the council co-ordinator commanded. All
did.

D'Arcy had seen O'Riordan on telecasts, but he had never seen him in person. Hewasasmal
dynamic man with aflat face and bright brown eyes. He did not look his sixty-odd years. Hisface was
ruddy, with hardly awrinkle showing, if you discounted the intense crows feet at the corners of hiseyes.
His hair was sandy and faintly flecked with gray. Even in the gorgeous blue and gold trappings of a
supreme commander, he gtill managed to look like what he was—a one-time pauper who, by dint of
peasant shrewdness and determination, had become a political prince.

Flanked by flint-faced bodyguards, he entered the room and seated himself at the head of the council
table. "All st!" the council co-ordinator cried. All did.

O'Riordan puffed acigar to life and looked up and down the two rows of faces. His eyesflickered
faintly when they met D'Arcy's, dighted findly on the sharp-featured visage of the Chief of Intelligence.
"All right, Smith-K olgoz—Iet's hear what you've found out."

Smith-Kolgoz stood up. "1 think it will be best, your Magnificence, if we hear the report directly from
the man who prepared it—L eopold McGrawski, Director of Field Operations.”

A burly man in mufti got to hisfeet. Smith-Kolgoz sat down. MCGRAWSKI: "We were successful
intracing the girl your Magnificence, and | assigned three experienced ship-to-ground agentsto
investigate the case. They subsequently discovered that her nameis Jeanne Marie Vacouris and that she
livesdl doneinacavein Le Bois Feerique. Le Bois Feerique is asizable woods located near abucolic
village named Bauddaire, which lies on the Provencal Plateau somefifty kilometersto the north of Fleur
du Sud. Sheisknown toitsinhabitants as la Pucelle du Bois Feerique, and had it not been for your
Magnificence's decision to suspend hodtilities temporarily, thereby making it impossiblefor her toput in
an gppearance on other battlefields, the cognomen by now would have attained planet-wide circulation,
and she would be firmly entrenched in the minds of her countrymen as an anti-denationalization
Psycho-Phenomendist heroine. As matters stand, the religio-patriotic zedl which she might have
awakened gill dumbers.

"Likemog Ciel Bleu villages, Bauddaireis backward and bucolic and stubbornly adheresto the
anti-progressive spirit of the French colonists who took over the planet three centuries ago. Jeanne Marie
Vacouris mother died while giving birth to her and her father died nine years|ater, at which time Jeanne
Marie was consigned to asmall Provenca-subsidized orphanage on the outskirts of the village. Up until
the age of twelve she behaved normally enough and then, unaccountably, she ran away and hid hersdf in
Le Bois Feerique. The orphanage officidsfinaly located he—shewasliving in anaturd cave and
appeared to be in excellent health —but when they tried to take her back to the orphanage, she did
something that frightened them so thoroughly that they fled from the forest and never bothered her again.
Exactly what she did, we were unable to ascertain, but it ssemsthat even prior to the Battle of Fleur du
ud the inhabitants of Baudelaire regarded her as an evil witch. Since the battle they have atered their
viewpoint and now regard her asagood witch, but they are hardly lessreluctant to enter Le Bois
Feerique.



"There gppearsto be consderable judtification for their attitude. A number of them claim to have
overheard her talking to trees and flowers, and the severa who were bold enough to question her claim
that shetold them that it wasn't trees and flowers she was talking to but ‘voicesin her head.' They—"

"Voices?' O'Riordan interrupted.

"Y es, your Magnificence. Obvioudy sheis suffering from audio-visua hdlucinations of the type
generaly associated with acute malnutrition. We know that she was brought up agtrict
Psycho-Phenomendigt, and | think we may safely conclude that sheisafanatic, and fastsfor weeksat a
time. Under circumstances such asthat, it would be strangeif she didn't hear voices and seevisons.”

"But the bow," O'Riordan said. "Where did she get the bow?"

MCGRAWSKI: "I'm sorry to say that we were unable to find out, your Magnificence. She carriesit
with her wherever she goes and there is aways aquiverful of arrows on her shoulder. Assuming that a
weapon capable of precipitating an isolated cloudburst would be capable of any number of things, |
instructed the ship-to-ground agents not to let her see them except when absolutely necessary and not to
provoke her in any way. Perhapsif they could have entered her cave when she was absent fromiit, they
might have been ableto learn more, but—"

ORIORDAN: "But why couldn't they enter it? What was there to stop them?”

SMITH-KOLGOZ (hastily getting to hisfeet): "I ordered them not to, your Magnificence. After they
located her, | devised aplan for abducting her that would entail aminimum of risk, and | didn't want to
take a chance of tipping our hand ahead of time. Moreover, to carry out the plan successfully, | knew |
would need to know as much about the girl's persondlity as possible, so | ordered the agentsto
concentrate on the villagers who knew her before she ran away from the orphanage and to question them
exhaugtively about her likes and her didikes, her habits, and her attitude toward life. Y ou do want her
abducted, don't you, your Magnificence?'

O'RIORDAN: "Of coursel do."

SMITH-KOLGOZ: "Good. Here then, your Magnificence, iswhat I've done thusfar. Firg, | fed the
data which the agents brought back into the Ambassadress's computer, together with the following
command: 'Describe the sort of male which afemale of thistype would be most susceptible
to—physicdly, emotionaly, and intellectudly.' Next, | correlated the computer's subsequent description
with the dossers of dl the men in the fleest—atask of no mean magnitude, | can assure you, your
Magnificence, but well worth the trouble. Naturally | couldn't narrow my choice down to one man on the
data d one—the human anima smply isn't that varied. But on the basis of other quaifications, | wasable
to pinpoint the onewho was most likely to succeed in carrying out the abduction. In my judgment he has
an optimum chance of ingpiring affection in this girl; then love, then trust. And once he has accomplished
this, it will be child's play for him to obtain possession of her bow, and even possible for him to talk her
into accompanying him voluntarily back to the Ambassadress. And if heisunableto talk her into
accompanying him voluntarily, he can aways resort to force.

Smith-Kolgoz paused. He made D'Arcy think of apuppy that had just retrieved a stick thrown by his
master and expected to be patted on the head for his prowess. But O'Riordan remained unmoved. "And
just whoisthisirresistible member of the male species?’ he asked coldly, eyeing D'Arcy with open
contempt.

"D'Arcy, stand up,” Smith-Kolgoz said.

Diffidently, D'Arcy did so.

"Raymond D'Arcy, Decoder 2nd class, GGS Watchdog, your Magnificence," Smith-Kolgoz went
on. "Not only does he possess the essential qualities | mentioned before, but he is the descendant of Cidl
Bleu immigrants and has an excdlent idiomatic command of the language. If we provide himwith a
believable sory, give him the necessary directionsto find the cave, and night-ded himinto Le Bois
Ferique, | am certain that in two weeks time, hell be able to deliver both Jeanne Marie Vdcouris and
her bow and arrowsinto our hands.”

O'Riordan shook his head. "Oh, no, Smith-Kolgoz—the girl, yes; but not the weapon. The weapon,
we don't want. Because you see, Smith-Kolgoz, thiswhole caper may have been designed for no other
reason than to trick usinto taking the bow and arrows on board the Ambassadress, and ether or both



could be aforce that, once it was set in motion, could reduce usto astate of paralysisor turn usinto a
bunch of mindless puppets. Surely you've heard of the Trojan Horse, Smith-Kolgoz, and surdly | don't
need to point out to you that while the Ambassadress isn't Troy, its fal' would mean the end of the
Gdaxi-Government, for the smple reason that to al intents and purposes, it is the Galaxi-Government.”

Smith-Kolgoz's sharp-featured face had reddened. "The —the analogy failed to occur to me, your
Magnificence," he said lamely. And then, "But what should we do with the bow and arrows, sir?"

"Bury them where they won't be found. After Ciel Bleu surrenders, I'll have them dug up and
andyzed"

All thiswhile O'Riordan hadn't once taken hiseyesfrom D'Arcy'sface. Now he said, "Doesn't it
grike you, Smith-Kolgoz, that you're sending aboy on aman's misson?'

Smith-Kolgoz smiled ingratiatingly. "I must confess, your Magnificence, that &t first it gave me pause.
And then | realized that it wasn't aman's mission after al, but aboy's, and that essentialy | was deding
with anew variation of an age-old love-story plot. Boy meets girl; boy makes girl; boy takesgirl."

D'Arcy was a black-belt karate champion. He could clean and jerk over twice his own weight. He
could chin himsdf ten timesin succession with ether hand. He had been decorated three times with the
Barred Spird for bravery above and beyond the call of duty. The margins of his pamswere ashard as
boards, and he could ddliver ajudo chop with the force of a sixteen-pound dedge. He felt hisface grow
hot, but he said nothing.

At length, ORiordan said, "Do you think you can bring her back, boy?

D'Arcy nodded. He did not trust himsalf to spesk.

O'Riordan's eyes traversed the two rows of faces. "'l think we should put the plan in operation.
Anyone disagree?’

Heads shook in ludicrous unison. There was a chorus of sycophantic "No, sird" O'Riordan grunted
and stood up. "All rise!™ the council co-ordinator cried. All did.

To Smith-Kolgoz, O'Riordan said, "I want him in those woods before the passage of the next dawn
bet." To D'Arcy, hesad, "I'll giveyou ten days. If you haven't radioed to be picked up by then, I'll come
down and do the job mysdf." He turned his back on the council table. "Well see about those voices of
hers" he muttered. "And if she wantsto be Joan of Arc so bad, welll let her be Joan of Arc.” He
stomped out of the room.

When she heard the voices for the first time, Jeanne Marie Vacouris was twelve years old.

There were two of them, and after awhile, they told her whose voices they were. The gentle one was
St. Rachd de Feu's, the authoritative one, Joseph Eleemosynary the amsgiver's. Joseph Eleemaosynary
was the founder of the Psycho-Phenomenalist Church and had been dead for one hundred and twenty
years. Rachd de Feu wasthefirst Psycho-Phenomendlist saint. She had been dead for seventy-six
years.

In the beginning the voices were disembodied, but it wasn't long before they acquired faces. As
Jeanne Marie had never seen apicture of either Rachel or Joseph, it isnot surprising that neither visage
bore the dightest resemblance to the origind. As Jeanne Marie "saw" it, Rachd's face was round and
swest, with gentle blue eyes and lips that loved to smile. Joseph's face was young and
handsome—dashing in aboyish sort of way. He had curly black hair and disturbing dark eyes. His
complexion was dightly swarthy but very very clear. Sometimesit was hard for Jeanne Marieto tell
which face she liked best.

Gointo Le Bois Ferique, Joseph "said" when they became better acquainted, and Rachel de Feu
and | will find acavefor youto livein and help you fix it up like alittle house and show you how to do all
sorts of wonderful things.

Jeanne Marie didn't even hesitate. She didn't likeit at the orphanage. She never had. She missed her
father too much and kept thinking about him all the time and couldn't keep up with her lessons. So she
went into the woods and Joseph and Rachel found a cave for her and showed her how to turnit into a
regular little house by thinking through her hands. They caled the process "psychotdluricism,” but she
thought of it as"think-making." It was an ability that the inner hierarchs had devel oped shortly before
O'Riordan the Reorganizer had seized power from the Psycho-Phenomenalist Church and massacred



them with radiation guns, Rachel de Feu explained. O'Riordan, when he heard about the process, had
scoffed at it, saying that he didn't believe anyone could create solid objects by intellectua power doneto
say nothing of semi-solid objects that could affect a person's emotions; but just the same, Rachel added,
Jeanne Marie must be sure not to tell anyone that she had the ahility.

After they showed her how to think-make the cave-house, they showed her how to think-make
thingsto put in it —chairs, tables, dressers, rugs, drapes, lamps, ateleradio set, an escritoire, a
sdf-regulating stove for the kitchen, afireplace-furnace for the living room, awasher-drier for the utility
room—and, most important of al, how to think-make thingsto egt. Oh, it was the most marvelous
experience she had ever had! It was as though her fingers had little minds of their own and as though her
hands were little factories that could produce anything under the sun. Rachel de Feu said that that wasn't
the way it worked at dl—that it was the energy she and Joseph Eleemosynary furnished her with that did
thetrick. This psychic energy, Rachel said, drew the necessary ements out of the ground and the air,
combined them, and turned them into whatever Jeanne Marie wanted to make.

When the officids of the orphanage cameinto Le Bois Feerique and tried to get Jeanne Marie to
return with them to the orphanage, Rachd and Joseph helped her to make gouts of smoke of the most
horrendous shapes imaginable gppear out of thin air and caused sparks to shoot from her fingers and fire
to come out of her ears. The officias were so startled they nearly jumped out of their shoes and Jeanne
Marie had never seen anyonerun so fast in dl her born days. After that, they |eft her done, and people
began cdling her awitch. She didn't mind being called awitch, and if what she was, was awitch, shewas
glad of it. She had never had so much funin her life.

When she was fifteen, Rachel and Joseph put her to work making abow and arrows. The bow
turned out to be the most beautiful thing imaginable. It was like a shaft of sunlight that someone had bent
and strung with abowstring made of morning mist. The arrows were scarcely |ess beautiful—and agood
deal more remarkable. They were silver in hue, and so tenuous you had to ook hard just to see them.
She must take the bow with her everywhere she went, Joseph told her, and the arrows too. She made a
little quiver out of daylight, darkness, sand, dust, time, hopes, dreams, wood, metal and a dozen other
things and kept it dung over her shoulder except when she dept at night; then she kept it hanging on the
bedpost next to her head, beside the golden bow.

When she was sixteen, Rachel and Joseph set her to work on an even more fascinating project—the
manufacturing of adoll. Jeanne Marie was enchanted; she had never had adoll before, and wanted one
more than anything elsein the world. Day by day the doll grew—not rapidly, but very very dowly, for it
was an extremely complicated piece of work. Jeanne Marie had had no ideaiit was so difficult to make a
doll, not even such abig one, or that so many different thingswent into’ one. Thelist of eements—even
the few she could identify—made her head swim. But such adoll it turned out to be! No girl had ever
had adoll that could remotely compareto it. Its very uniqueness was probably the reason that Rachel de
Feu told her to enlarge the cave and set aside a specia secret placefor it. Jeanne Marie did better than
that: she made aregular little room and furnished it with abed, two chairs, avanity, adresser, and alittle
throwrug. By the time the project was completed, she was eighteen years old and had amost, but not
quite, outgrown her need for dolls.

Her next project was asuit of armor, and compared to the doll-project was arelatively smple one.
The purpose of the suit, Joseph "said,” was twofold: to protect her from harm and to exert a
psychologica influence on the enemy. She madeit out of stardust and meta and ahundred other things
and when it was finished, shetried it on. It was as bright as the sun and as weightless as a cloud.

And now, Joseph and Rachd "said" in unison, the time has dmost come, and you must go into the
village of Baudelaire and take with you one of the golden combs you made for your hair and trade it for
the most beautiful black horse you can find. And Jeanne Marie did, and she named the horse after St.
Hermann O'Shaughnessy, the second Psycho-Phenomenalist saint. Then she thought-made a stable for
him in the side of the hill next door to her own cave, and everyday, except when it rained, she went riding
in the woods.

And now, Joseph Eleemosynary "said" one day, the time has come; and Jeanne Marie, knowing full
well what he meant, had donned the shining suit of armor, mounted &t. Hermann O'Shaughnessy, and



ridden proudly over the Provenca Plateau and entered the city of Fleur du Sud. Up and down the
dreets she rodein the morning light, crying, " Come and follow me, and | will lead you to victory over the
forces of O'Riordan that thresten from the south. Come and help me save the Church of the
Psycho-Phenomenalists from the powers of darkness.” And St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy pranced and
danced, and the people came out into the streets and cheered and when she set out toward Le Fleuve
d'Abondance, they formed aragged vanguard for her; and when the time came, she rode through the
vanguard and launched ashining arrow into the sky, and the rain had come down in grest torrents and
washed the enemy away. And Jeanne Marie had returned to her cavein Le Bois Feerique to await her
next Cal.

One expected woods to be lovely in spring, but not aslovely as these woods were. D'Arcy, clad in
Cid Bleu peasant garb, il shivering from the pre-dawn dampness, rejoiced.

Leaving the clearing in which the pilot of the ship-to-ground ded had deposited him just before the
passage of the dawn belt, he set forth into pleasant shadows and warm shafts of sunlight. Some of the
treeswere like fathers and some were like mothers and some werelikelittle boys and girls. All lived
together in abig happy family, green amsintertwined or green fingertips touching. Dawn dew was
scattered like diamonds on the forest floor, and in the branches, real birds sang.

He proceeded on astraight coursetill he came to a brook; then he turned right and began walking
upstream. The brook came from the hills, and it wasin the hills, overlooking the little stream, that Jeanne
Mari€e's cave was. The three ship-to-ground agents who had made the reconnai ssance had briefed him
before he departed and told him everything he needed to know.

About theterrain, that is.

Oh, they had told him about Jeanne Marie Valcouris, too, but he suspected that there were many
things they hadn't told him about her because there were bound to be many things they hadn't found out
about her.

Sheliked to walk, they had said, and she liked to run and play. She loved to go horseback riding
through the woods. Asayoung girl she had been an avid reader. Her marks at the orphanage school had
been about average and probably would have been higher if she had taken an interest in her studies. She
liked to wear bright-colored clothes, and she loved brushes and combs and was forever combing her
hair. She was very rdligious, and during her years at the orphanage, she had said her mystics morning,
noon, and night.

D'Arcy was a alossto understand why these things should make her physically, emotiondly, and
intellectually susceptible to him, but who was he to argue with the Ambassadress's computer?

The matter drifted from his mind, unable to compete with the distractions afforded by his
surroundings. Pastel-col ored flowers grew dong the bank, ephemerally outlining the footsteps of aplayful
morning breeze. The brook sang asit purled over chalk-white pebbles, and now and then the shiny
shards of fish could be seen, darting thisway and that in the pellucid water. Foliage filtered sunlight lay
upon the ground like scattered pirate's treasure.

A kilometer lay behind him. Hafway through another, he heard hoofbesats. They grew rapidly louder,
overflowing the aides and the bowers and the shady byways. Presently the brook broke out into alarge
clearing, and D'Arcy stepped into bright sunlight. Smultaneoudy, on the opposite Side of the clearing, a
horse and rider appeared.

He paused, but made no attempt to conceal himself. The horse was a black stalion and the rider was
agirl wearing ablue skirt and ared blouse with white stripes. A golden bow hung on her right shoulder
and the tufts of arrows showed above her |eft. She was both barefoot and hatless, and her light-brown
hair was caught back from her face with ared ribbon. Her face made him think of aflower that had just
opened its petals to the sun.

Sheroderight up to him and said, "Bonjour, monsieur."

"Bonjour, mademoiselle,”" he said back. "Y ou must be La Pucelle du Bois Feerique.”

She amiled, and little lights danced in her eyes. They were the same shade of brown her hair was, and
therewasadimplein her left cheek. Shewasjust beginning to lose the ripe fullness of adolescence and
was on the verge of becoming awoman. "My nameis Jeanne Marie Vdcouris," shesad, "and | ana



witch."

"SoI'veheard," hesaid.

"And you are not afraid?’

He grinned. "Why should | be afraid of agood witch? | can understand why | should be afraid of a
bad one—yes. She could turn meinto anewt or atoad, but a good witch could only turn meinto
something better than what | am, and | would be better, instead of worse, off."

Jeanne Marie laughed. Then she grew slent, and the attentive expression on her face indicated that
she waslistening, although what she was listening to he could not imagine. At length she said, "The voices
likeyou. I'm glad, because | like you too."

"The'voices?'

"Joseph Eleemaosynary and Rachel de Feu.” Jeanne Marie did down from the black horse, landing
lightly on her barefeet. "And thisis St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy. | think he likes you too."

S. Hermann O'Shaughnessy nickered. D'Arcy ran hisfingers through the animal’s black mane. "It's
niceto know I've got so many friends,” he said.

Remembering what McGrawski had said about mal nutrition-produced hallucinations, he took a good
look at the girl'sface. Like her body, it bespoke awell-fed healthy femae who, if she had ever fasted at
all, hadn't done so for at least amonth. Another explanation would have to be found for the voices.

But it wasn't up to D'Arcy to find it. His province was to abduct Jeanne Marie, not to find out what
made her tick. "My nameis Raymond D'Arcy, and I'm logt," he went on, somehow managing to make
the second part of the statement sound astruthful asthefirst. "But evenif | weren't logt, it wouldn't make
much difference, because | couldn't go anywhere anyway. Last night while | waswaiting for the
ar-diligenceto Moliere, | was hit over the head and robbed, and when | cameto, | found mysdf lyingin
aclearing in these woods."

The falsehood had been supplied by Smith-Kolgoz, who had insisted that a peasant girl like Jeanne
Marie would be less gpt to question a cliche than she would an origind lie. Apparently he wasright, for
she made no attempt to check the story out by examining the bump on the side of the head which D'Arcy
had had the pilot of the ship-to-ground ded administer to him. On the other hand, she seemed
inordinately interested in D'Arcy's face and incgpable of taking her eyesfrom it. He had no way of
knowing that it bore a startling resemblance to Joseph Eleemosynary's—Jeanne Maries verson, that
is—nor that a that very moment Rachel de Feu was saying, "He certainly seems like a nice enough young
man, child—why don't you hep him?"

Jeanne Marie needed no second invitation. "Come, Raymond," shesaid, "and | will fix you something
to eat a my house. It'sonly alittle waysfrom here."

She st off dong the brook, leading St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy. Guiltily, D'Arcy waked dong
besdeher. "I have avery lovely house," she said, "wait'll you see. Some people would cal it acave, but
they would be surprised. Of course" she added, "I've never invited anyone inside before.”

He took advantage of their proximity and got agood look at the bow. Aside from discovering that it
hed been formed from an dloy which he couldn't identify and which | eft painful afterimages on hisreting,
he ended up no wiser than he had been before. A scrutiny of the arrows netted him even less. All he
could see of them were notched ends and their Slvery tufts, and somehow he got the impression that he
wasn't seeing even that much of them.

He wanted to question her about the unusua weapon. But decided to defer doing so till alater date.

For some time now, the ground on either side of the brook, excluding the flower-pied terraces that
bordered the water, had been rising. Soon, tree-clad successions of hills appeared, and the hillsides grew
more and more abrupt. When at length the girl, D'Arcy, and St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy came opposite
the cave, D'Arcy didn't even know it wasthere. The trees by thistime had given way to vinelike growths
and it wasn't till Jeanne Marie parted a curtain of these vinesthat he saw the opening. She parted another
curtain, and he saw St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy's cave-stable. The floor waslined with hay, and there
was amanger for him to eat out of and onefor him to drink out of. He even had alight to see by—a
self-perpetuating pinup lamp with apink shade.

She left Hermann on the terrace to graze—he was such a stay-at-home, she said, that she didn't even



bother to tether him except at night—and escorted D'Arcy into her cave-house. He was astonished when
he saw theinterior. There were four rooms and a closet—at least he assumed that the door in the
bedroom gave access to a closst—and each room was completely furnished. Walls and cellings were
composed of fine-grained natural wood; the floors weretile, and strewn with throwrugs. The lightswere
of the sdlf-perpetuating type, and each of the gppliances had its own sdlf-perpetuating motor. Running
water was provided by subterranean pressure-pipes leading up from the brook.

Jeanne Marie seated him at the kitchen table and got eggs and bacon out of alittle refrigerator that
looked for dl the world like ahope chest, and while the bacon was Szzling on the stove, she made
coffee. She had a cup with him after he finished eating, and when he asked her how in the world adip of
agirl like her had been able to transform an ordinary cave into ahousefit for aprincess, she smiled. "l
canttdl you," shesad, "becauseit'sasecret.” And then, astonishingly, "Would you liketo live here with
me?"

Hetried not to stare at her, but he wasn't altogether successful. Surely, he thought, she can't be that
naive. It ssemed almost a shame to take advantage of her. "What do your voicesthink of theidea?' he
countered.

"Oh, they aredl for it. | can fix aplace for you to deep on the sofa. It's quite large, and I'm certain
you'll be quite comfortable. Also, I'll think—I'll make you some pgjamas, and some trousers and shirts.
Would you like another cup of coffee?

"Thanks," said D'Arcy weskly.

Livingin Le Bois Feerique with Jeanne Marie Val couris, he discovered presently, was alittle like
being achild dl over again and living—redly living, that is—in one of the make believe worlds your nine-
or ten-year-old mind had devised.

Long before his coming Jeanne Marie had invented dl sorts of gamesto amuse herself, and now she
made the necessary changesin the rulesto permit two peopleto play. Three, if you counted St. Hermann
O'Shaughnessy, for he was an indispensable part of many of them. In addition to the games, there were
picnicsinidyllic dearings and long and leisurely waks back into the wooded hills. Morning was invariably
at seven and the hillsdes were just asinvariably dew-pearled; and in Jeanne Mari€'s heaven, at least, all
was right with the world.

Evenings, they spent Sitting at the base of the vine curtain that covered the cave-house mouth, looking
at the stars and commenting now and then on the various happenings of the day. Some of the Starsthey
looked at were planets—Ciel Bleu had €leven sisters—and some of them were the ships of O'Riordan's
fleet. The latter were easly distinguishable from the others, not only because of their perceptible
movement but because they followed a perfect equatoria path. They looked like an attenuated diamond
necklace held together by an invisible string. The flagship was the pendant, and was distinguishable from
the other diamonds by its size and its orange hue. It reminded D'Arcy of amoon sometimes, and in away
it was amoon—an artificial moon with aman in it who wanted to conquer the cosmos.

Jeanne Mariewould look at the flagship again and again from the moment it rose in the northeast to
the moment it set in the northwest. But when he commented on her interest she said that it wasn't she
who wasinterested but Joseph and Rachel. "They see and hear through me," she explained. "So
whenever they areinterested in something, | et them look or listen to their hearts content.”

He gazed into her eyes, searching them for some sign of guile, but he saw nothing except tiny
sars—stars no lesslovely than the ones that swam high above her head. It embarrassed him that he
himsalf had brought them into being. Y es, shewasin love with him aready, Jeanne Mariewas. The
computer had been right. But ironicaly hefdt nothing for her except a brotherly affection. It was better
that way, he supposed—it made what he had to do alot easier.

Wherever shewent, her bow and quiver of arrows went too. One day he asked her why they were
such an inseparable part of her, pointing out that she never tried to bring down any of the small game that
frequented the region, and she answered him, saying that Joseph and Rachel had instructed her to keep
them with her at al times, asthey had many magic properties, any one of which would protect her from
harm.

D'Arcy had asudden hunch. "Did Rachel and Joseph help you make the bow and the arrows?" he



asked.

She nodded reluctantly. "Yes."

Hedidn't for one minute believe her, but it was perfectly possible that she believed herself. "And the
cave house and the furniture?"

Anather reluctant nod.

He grinned. "What would happen if | touched the bow?" he asked. "Would | turninto a
grasshopper?'

"Of course not,” she laughed. "But if | shot an arrow &t you, theré's no telling what might become of
you. Not," she added hurriedly, "that I'd dream of doing such athing."

One afternoon when they were walking in the woods, they became separated and D'Arcy was
unable to find her. Reasoning that she would probably head back to the cave, he set out in that direction.
But athough he walked fast, he saw no sign of her. By the time he reached the cave, he was half
convinced that something had happened to her.

Hewent insde and caled her name. No answer. Was she hiding on him, perhaps? Frequently she
did such things, indeed, hiding on each other was one of the games they played. He looked under the
sofa. He went out into the kitchen and peered behind the stove. He searched the utility room. Findlly he
entered the bedroom and looked under her bed. There was nothing there except one of the pairs of
shoes she disdained to wear.

Straightening, he found himself staring at the door to her closet. He snapped hisfingers. HEd bet any
money she was hiding behind it, concealed, probably, among multicolored dresses, blouses, and skirts.
Grinning, he seized the knob, intending to turn it quickly and throw the door wide open. But the knob
refused to turn. Looking at it closely, he saw that it was equipped with afingerprint-lock and that the lock
had been depressed.

Frowning, he left the room. None of Jeanne Mari€'s other doors was equipped with a
print-lock—why, then, had she chosen to make a single exception? Was it because she kept her suit of
armor in the closet and didn't want him to seeit? Now that he cameto think of it, she had never
mentioned her rolein the Battle of Fleur du Sud. Maybe she was ashamed of what she had done.

He wasinclined to doubt it, which meant he would have to look el sewhere for an answer. Then,
emerging from the cave, he saw Jeanne Marie coming out of the woods, and he was so relieved to see
her and to know shewas dl right that heforgot al about the incident.

On another occasion when he was walking in the woods —alone, thistime—he wandered into a
deep, gloomy hollow and came upon two skeletons. They were stretched out Side by side beneath a
granite overhang and one of them—judging from its more delicate bones—was that of awoman. There
were severd rotted wisps of clothing in evidence, and near the man lay asmall brassdisk. D'Arcy picked
it up. It wasthickly corroded, but after scraping away the verdigris with his pocket knife, he saw that it
was a Psycho-Phenomendist identification tag. According to it, the man's name had been Alexander
Kane. The namerang abell in D'Arcy'smind, but for the life of him, he couldn’t remember where he had
run acrossit before.

It dso struck anote of incongruity. On Cidl Bleu, as on dl nationaist planets, the inhabitants bore
names gtrictly in kegping with their common ancestry, and whatever eseit might be, " Alexander Kane'
wasn't French.

Before leaving the hollow, D'Arcy pocketed the disk, and when he got back to the cave, he showed
it to Jeanne Marie and told her about the skeletons. "I have seen them,” she said. "They have been there
for many years. But | never go near them.”

"Areyou afrad of them?"

She shook her head. "'I—I don't think so. But Rachel and Joseph have expressly forbidden meto
vigt that part of theforest unless| absolutely haveto."

Why? D'Arcy wondered. But he didn't ask the question aoud. For one thing, he doubted very much
whether Jeanne Marie knew the answer herself, and for another, he still refused to take the voices
serioudy and was reluctant to give them credence by discussing them. They were Smith-Kolgoz's
problem anyway not his. And if not Smith-Kolgozs—O' Riordan's.



But the problem wouldn't leave him aone, especialy this new aspect of it. Why, he kept wondering
over and over, should two voicesin Jeanne Marie's mind—assuming there redlly were two voicesin her
mind—Dbe afraid of two harmless sets of bones?

That night as helay deeping on the sofa, alow voice avakened him. It was ORiordan'sand its
source—or at least its apparent source—was the miniature recelver-transmitter conceded in D'Arcy's
wristwatch. "Two more daysto go, D'Arcy. Just thought I'd remind you.”

D'Arcy wasincredulous, not only because O'Riordan had deigned to radio him personally but
because he had logt al track of time. In one way, it seemed as though he had only beenin Le Bois
Feerique for afew days; in another, it seemed as though he had been there dl hislife.

"Y ou there, D'Arcy?' O'Riordan demanded.

"Yes—yes, Sr.”

"Well, I'm glad to heer it," said the man in the moon. " Everything going according to schedule?

"Yes gr."

"Good. I'll expect to hear from you within the next forty-eight hoursthen. If | don't, you can expect to
hear from me. And remember—before you leave, bury that bow and those arrows. Degp—and where
nobody will find them."

The man in the moon signed off.

That wasthe end of D'Arcy'sdeep for that night. When dawn came, he was il battling with his
conscience, but he had it pretty well under control. In away, he would be doing Jeanne Marie afavor by
abducting her. Idyllic or not, aforest was no place for ayoung lady to livein. Charming or not, acave
was not afitting habitat for ayoung girl. O'Riordan's arbiters were six sycophants clad in long black
robes that made them look like bears and when O'Riordan said "Dancel" the bears danced; but
according to the rules agreed upon at the Deimos Convention, Jeanne Marie could not betried asawar
crimind, and while O'Riordan would definitely try her for something, her sentence should be dight. And
when Ciel Bleu was conquered—asit would be within amonth—she would be turned over to an
appropriate department of the new government, which would re-educate her, rehabilitate her, and find a
suitable place for her in the new society.

That afternoon, he radioed the Ambassadress, gave the coordinates of the cave, and arranged to be
picked up two hours before the next dawn belt passed over Le Bois Feerique. He and Jeanne Marie
spent the day rambling through the woods, dternately riding St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy or walking
aong side by side, with St. Hermann bringing up the rear. She had packed a picnic lunch, and they atein
awoodland glen severd kilometersfrom the cave. Curious from the beginning asto how and where she
obtained her food supply, D'Arcy findly got around to asking her point-blank. He expected her to smile
and say it was a secret, and that was precisely what she did.

If it hadn't been for two considerations, he would have sworn that she was capable of
psycho-teluricism. But, like O'Riordan, he believed psycho-teluricism to be nothing more than amy th
that the Psycho-Phenomenalist hierarchy had invented in order to frighten the enemies of the Church; and
even if he had believed it to be something more than amyth, he still wouldn't have deemed Jeanne Marie
capable of it, becauseitsfirst prerequisite was agenius-leve 1Q and its second, the availability of a
"parasynthetic mind" of amilar 1Q leve with which "ided rapprochement” could be both attained and
maintained.

Darkness was beginning to gather when they got back to the cave. After putting St. Hermann
O'Shaughnessy to bed, they sat down on the hillside and watched the stars come out. The "moon” rose
above the horizon right on schedule. On its next pass, a moonbeam would come diding down the dark
and awesome dope of space and take D'Arcy and Jeanne Marie away.

D'Arcy tried not to think abouit it, only to discover that he had no volition in the maiter. That night,
before going to bed, he set his mentd alarm-clock for two hours after midnight. Arising, hedressed in
darkness, then he crept into the bedroom where Jeanne Marie lay lost in deep in the pale radiance of the
nightlight that hung above her bed. Deftly, he lifted the bow and the quiver of arrows from the bedpost.
Ashedid so, she tirred and turned on her sde, facing in hisdirection. He stood there tensealy, not daring
to move, expecting her to open her eyes at any moment. But her eyes remained closed, and presently she



sghed softly, asthough still deep in deep. Relieved, hetiptoed from the room, through the living room,
and out into the night.

He buried the bow and arrows in the hollow where the two skeletons lay, reasonably certain that no
one ever camethere. By the time he got back to the cave, the Ambassadress wasrising above the
horizon again. He sat down in front of the vine-curtain to await the arriva of the moonbeam.

Hesaw it presently. It waslike afdling star. Down, down, it fell, drifting toward Le Bois Feerique
now; now homing in on the co-ordinates he had supplied. At length the little craft settled down on the
flower-pied terrace that bordered the brook.

The transparent nacelle opened and the pilot climbed out. Spotting D'Arcy, he came over and asked
himif he needed any help. "No," D'Arcy said, and got up and went into St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy's
stable and untied him. "Good bye, old buddy," he said, patting the animal on the croup. "Jeanne Marie
and | are going away, and I'm afraid we won't be back."

Leaving the stable, he entered the cave-house. As he stepped into the bedroom, he thought he heard
amuffled sob, but he must have been mistaken because Jeanne Marie appeared to be fast adeep. He
shook her gently by the shoulder, marveling at the cool smoothness of her skin. "Get up and get dressed,
Jeanne Marie," he said when she opened her eyes.

"Is something wrong, Raymond?' she asked. And then, "Where is my bow? Where are my arrows?"

"Y ou mustn't ask questions, Jeanne Marie. Y ou must trust meand do as| say. Y ou do trust me,
don't you?'

Her face wasinscrutable in the dim radiance of the night-light. "'Y es, Raymond, | trust you
completely.”

Hating himself, he waited while she dressed; then he led her out of the cave. It wasn't until she saw
the ship-to-ground ded that she appeared to guessthe truth, but he had afirm grip on her arm and when
shetried to break away, she got nowhere. He forced her into the ded and sat down beside her. "I'm
sorry, Jeanne Marie," he said. "1 hope someday you'll try to forgive me.”

Shedid not look at him, nor did she say aword. The pilot got behind the controls and closed the
nacelle, and the little craft rose above Le Bois Feerique and became a moonbeam once again.

NOW HEAR THISNOW HEAR THISNOW HEAR THIS GGS AMBASSADRESS:

10 9/MONTH, 2353

SUBJECT: TRIAL AND SENTENCING OF ONE JEANNE MARIE VALCOURIS,
CHARGED WITH INVOKING THE FORCES OF NATURE AND USING THEM TO
SUPPLEMENT THE LEGALIZED WEAPONS OF CIVILIZED WARFARE.

FINDINGS: 1) THAT THE FORCES OF NATURE, WHEN USED AGAINST MAN,
CONSTITUTE AN ACT OF GOD, AND THAT SUCH AN ACT IN THE TIME OF WAR IS
CONTRARY TO THE RULESLAID DOWN BY THE DEIMOS CONVENTION; 2) THAT A
CRIME OF THISMAGNITUDE CANNOT BE ATONED FOR THROUGH ORDINARY
PUNITIVE PROCEDURE; 3) THAT JEANNE MARIE VALCOURIS DID KNOWINGLY
COMMIT THISCRIME AND ISLIABLE FORIT; AND 4) THAT THE VOICESWHICH
JEANNE MARIE VALCOURIS CLAIMSTO HEAR ARE AUDIO-VISUALIZATIONS SIMILAR
TO THOSE DESCRIBED BY FRANCIS GALTON, CIRCA A.D. 1883, AND HAVE NO
BEARING ON HER CRIME.

SENTENCE: JEANNE MARIE VALCOURIS, HAVING STEADFASTLY REFUSED TO
REVEAL TO THISCOURT THE TRUE NATURE OF THE WEAPON WHICH SHE EMPLOYED
AGAINST THE 97TH INFANTRY UNIT OF DROP XVI AND THE IDENTITY OF THE
PERSON OR PERSONS WHO SUPPLIED IT, SHALL, AT 0945 HOURS ON THE MORNING
OF 11 9/MONTH, 2353, BE ESCORTED FROM THE AMBASSADRESSSBRIG TO THE
GREEN AND THERE BE SECURED TO A WOODEN STAKE, WHICH SHALL IN THE
MEANTIME HAVE BEEN ERECTED ON THE PLAZA, AND BE BURNED ALIVE BEFORE A
BATTERY OF RADIO-TELEVISION TRANSMITTERS WHICH WILL CARRY HER IMAGE
AND HER SCREAMSINTO EVERY LIVING ROOM ON CIEL BLEU.

ALL OFF-DUTY PERSONNEL ARE REQUESTED TO ATTEND.



D'Arcy was horrified.

Four hours had € apsed since he had turned Jeanne Marie over to Smith-Kolgoz and he had spent
them wandering about the Green, waiting for someone to remember his presence and arrange for his
return to the Watchdog. When the incredible announcement had appeared on the plazas tel etype screen,
he had been stting under anearby tree, thinking of Le Bois Feerique.

Hisfirg impulse was to sorm O'Riordan's heavily guarded suite and kill the man with his bare hands.
He had badly underestimated the Reorganizer's ruthlessness and his resourcefulness and he had forgotten
that the laws of war, like al laws, could be manipulated to fit any and al Stuations and to effect whatever
result the manipulator desired to bring about. Jeanne Marie had provided O'Riordan with an ideal means
of bringing theinhabitantsof Ciel Bleu to their knees, and he had intended to burn her at the stake al
along, whether she reveded the secret of the bow and arrowsto him or not.

But D'Arcy did not act on the impulse. To have done so would have resulted not in O'Riordan's
death but his own, and Jeanne Marie would have been no better off than she had been before. Hisonly
logica course of action wasto concentrate his energies on rescuing her, and this he proceeded to do.

Hewas dready in theright place. All he had to do wasto conced himsdf and wait till theright
moment. Night and day were drictly differentiated on the Ambassadress, and every evening at 1800
hoursthe artificia sunshine that bathed the Green during the day automaticaly diminished itself toapae
glow that resembled starlight, and every evening at the same time, the taped birdsong that provided the
sonic background for the daylight hours automaticaly gave way to the taped pipings and stridulations of
insects. He waited till after the metamorphosis took place; then he found a secluded bower and settled
down for the night, praying that his presence on board the Ambassadress would go unremembered for a
least another sixteen hours.

Hedid not try to deep, but sat in stony silence, wondering why it had taken him so long to see
O'Riordan for what heredlly was. D'Arcy’'s myopiawas inexcusable, for he had read history, and history
was full of O'Riordans. Some of them had worn deerskins and some of them had worn tunics and some
of them had worn oriental raiment and some of them had worn uniforms and some of them had worn hair
shirts and some of them had worn Brooks Brothers suits; but every one of them had been a member of
the same fraternity and al of them had placed power on a pedestd, and the ruthless methods they had
employed to acquire it were comparable only to the ruthless methods they had employed to keep it.

Toward "dawn™" D'Arcy chose astrategically located tree, climbed into its branches, and ensconced
himsdf on aleafy limb that arched over the path down which the brig wardens would lead Jeanne Marie
some three hours and forty-five minutes hence. It was his plan to wrest the girl from them, head for the
nearest boat bay, board one of the escape boats, plummet to the surface of Ciel Bleu, andlandin Le
Bois Feerique. There hewould dig up the bow and arrows and employ them in Jeanne Marie's defense.
It was an ambitious undertaking to say the least, but it was the only chance he had.

At 0700 hours the ship's carpenters showed up and began erecting awooden stake on the plaza.
Around it, they piled synthetic fagots that would burn with ten times the intensity of ordinary wood. After
they |eft, the radio-television techs came around and set up their transmitting equipment. Findly, the
mai ntenance crew appeared, cut avent in the "sky" directly above the stake, ingtalled a powerful suction
fan, and ran two hundred feet of intra-deck ventilation-tubing to the nearest exhaust lock. All wasnow in
readinessfor the auto-da-fe.

Toward 0900 hours the Green began to fill with O'Riordan's advisors, his arbiters, his bodyguards,
hisMinigters of War, his Chiefs of Staff, his Secret Police, his Civilian-Control employees, his
Reorganization employees, his Intelligence agents, his persond cuisine, and his mistresses, vaets,
manicurigts, barbers, physicians, and the off-duty members of the Ambassadress's crew. The
atmosphere should have been one of horror. It was nothing of the sort. There was laughter and there was
levity; there were dirty jokes and there were dirty digs. A male member of the reorgani zation corps
pinched afemae member of the civilian-control corps; abarber stole akissfrom amanicurist behind a
weeping willow tree; ahomosexua physician struck up a conversation with ahomosexua chief of saff.
An intelligence agent broke out afifth of Scotch. Blessed are the sycophants and the civil-service
seekers, D'Arcy thought, for they shdl inherit the cosmos.



Hewas hungry and he wastired, and hisarms and legs were cramped from clinging to the limb. But
he was hardly aware of any of these things. He knew only hatred and disgust.

A little after 0900 hours O'Riordan himsalf appeared, flanked as aways by his bodyguards. Two of
the guards carried a brocaded armchair, and after the party made its way through the crowd to the edge
of the plaze, the two guards set the chair on the ground and O'Riordan seated himself. He was wearing a
snow-white uniform with epaul ettes the color of blood and he was smoking along cigar.

D'Arcy's hands had flattened of their own accord and turned themselves into deadly weapons. He
forced themto relax; forced himsdlf to go on clinging to the limb. Hisone remaining missonin lifewasto
rescue Jeanne Marie, not to nate O'Riordan.

At length a slence swept the Green, and looking up the path he saw her approaching. Her
light-brown hair fell in disarray about her winsome face; her gaudy peasant garb made avivid splash of
color upon the verdant background. As dways, she was barefoot.

Accompanying her were three burly brig wardens armed with numbguns. D'Arcy raised himsdlf to his
hands and knees and when the quartet was directly beneath him, he sprang.

Alighting on the shoulders of the warden who was bringing up the rear, he dispatched the man with a
powerful chop to the side of the neck. He was upon the second warden before the fellow had achance
to turn dl theway around. He sent him crashing to the path with adedge-hammer rabbit punch.

By thistime, warden no. 3 wasin the process of drawing his numbgun. D'Arcy brought a board-like
hand down on the man'sforearm, shattering the bone, and the numbgun went flying. Catching it with one
hand, D'Arcy seized Jeanne Mari€swrist with the other. "Come on,” he said, "weéll haveto run for it!"

To hisamazement, she held back. "Why are you still here?' she gasped. "Why weren't you returned
to your own ship?'

He wondered vaguely, way in the back of his mind, how she had found out that he didn't belong on
thisone. But he did not pursue the mystery. "Never mind,” he said. "Come on!"

"No, no—you don't understand!"

Angrily, he picked her up and dung her over his shoulder. Shewas surprisingly heavy for so dight a
girl, but it wasn't her weight that hampered him—it was her frenzied attemptsto free hersdlf. "For
heaven's sake, Jeanne Marie," he cried, "do you want them to burn you?'

"Yes, yes!" Abruptly she ceased struggling and went limp. "But you don't understand and | can't
make you in so short atime. Oh, it's hopeless!”

He was running now. Behind him and to hisleft and to hisright, people were shouting and screaming.
Secret police popped onto the path to bar hisway, but he numbgunned them down before they had a
chance to bring their own wegpons into play. The trees thinned out, and he came to the esplanade that
bordered the administrative sector. Turning right, he pounded toward the red-lit entrance of the boat-bay
corridor. After he passed through it, he and his burden were borne swiftly to their destination. Arrivingin
the bay, he closed the heavy emergency doors and sedled them. Until such time asthey could be burned
through, he and Jeanne Marie were safe.

The bay contained el ghteen escape boats atogether. They stood side by side on an automatic
launcher and the first one was aready in position before the self-operating locks. He carried Jeanne
Marie over to it and lowered her into the cockpit; then he climbed in after her and closed the nacelle. He
leaned forward to ingpect the controls. He glimpsed the descending wrench out of the corner of hiseye.
Where she had obtained it, he did not know. Probably she had found it on the seat. He had a hunch even
before hetried to dodge that he wastoo late, and he was right. The stars that presently swam before his
eyes burned dmost as brightly asthe starsthat lay upon the face of night, and the darkness that followed
them was dmost as black as space.

D'Arcy had been knocked out before; consequently, when he regained consciousness a subjective
second later, he suspected that objectively he had been out for afar longer period of time.

A brief survey of his surroundings more than confirmed it.

The escape boat hung like atiny ornament on the vast Christmas tree of space. Behind it—perhapsa
hundred kilometers distant—hung the larger ornament of the Ambassadress, and backgrounding the
flagship wasthe largest—and by far the |lovelies—ornament of dl: Ciel Bleu.



It wasn't difficult to figure out what had happened. After striking him with the wrench, Jeanne Marie
had programmed a course on the a.p., climbed out of the escape boat, and launched the craft into
space.

Buy why? And how had asmple peasant girl managed to carry out such a sophisticated operation?

His head ached fiercely and his thoughts kept tripping over one another's feet; nevertheless, he found
an answer to thefirst question. Jeanne Marie had wanted to get him out of the way so that she could
allow hersdlf to be recaptured ... and burned.

He now had another "why" to contend with—arather large and horrible one.

Like al escape boats, the one in which he had been jettisoned was equi pped with aradio-televison
unit. The receiver was dready tuned to the Ambassadress's channd; it remained but for himto activate
the screen. With trembling fingers he did so.

He recoiled. The burning was aready in progress.

Frenziedly he hadted the headlong flight of the escape boat and turned the craft around, dl the while
aware that he was acting out of blind instinct and that Jeanne Marie was beyond earthly aid.

Abruptly the screen went blank.

He fumbled with the tuning mechanism, not because he wanted to bring the hideous scene back to
life, but because he felt somehow that he had to. But the screen refused to co-operate and he picked up
nothing but snow.

Presently he became aware of astrange brightness. It was al around him in the cockpit, but the
cockpit was not its source. Raising his eyes, he looked through the transparent nacelle ... and turned his
gaze quickly away.

Where the Ambassadress had been, anovawasin the process of being born.

Shocked, he changed the escape boat's course. The shock had a cleansing effect on hismind, and
after it passed, he found himsalf possessed of a clarity of thought he had never known before. He took
the two skeletons he had stumbled upon in Le Bois Ferrique and tied them in with the voices Jeanne
Maries mind. Then, for the sake of deduction, he assumed not only that the Psycho-Phenomendlist
hierarchs had redlly devel oped psycho-telluricism but that they had used it as a stepping stone to yet
another mental milestone: the ability to concentrate awareness and will in the intellect and achieve a sort
of transcendant existence, or ens; and to separate the ensfrom the flesh.

It was common knowledge that when O'Riordan had overthrown the terrestridl
Psycho-Phenomendist Church, he had employed radiation gunsto destroy its hierarchs. It was dso
common knowledge that afew of the hierarchs, although fatally burned, had managed to escapeto the
outlying planets of the pre-reorganization empire where Psycho-Phenomenalism had obtained afirmif
primitive, foothold. O'Riordan had never pursued them for the smple reason that to dl intentsand
purposes, they were aready dead.

Having proceeded thusfar, it was now asimple matter for D'Arcy to remember who Alexander
Kane was—or rather, who he had been. He was one of the hierarchs who had escaped—and hiswife,
Priscilla Kane, had escaped with him.

It was now possible to piece together what must have happened. Arriving on Ciel Bleu, Alexander
and Priscillahad known that they had but afew daysto live and that consequently their only means of
thwarting O'Riordan and bringing about his eventua defeat was through their entia. This meant that they
would haveto find ahost, because their entiawere capable of moving only alimited distance through
space, and even though capable of telepathy, incapable of functioning effectively without eyes and ears.
Either Alexander or Priscillahad remembered the Joan of Arc legend, and the plan had been born.
Jeanne Marie had represented an ided host and after transforming themsalves into entia, Alexander and
Priscilla had abandoned their decaying bodiesin Le Bois Feerique and taken up residence in her mind.
Masquerading as her protectors, they put their plan into action. The bow and arrows they had helped
Jeanne Marie make had been a decoy designed to distract O'Riordan's attention from the real Trojan
Horse—Jeanne Marie—and once on board the Ambassadress, Alexander and Priscillahad waited till
the psychologicd moment, transformed their entiainto pure energy, and blown the Ambassadress—and
themsalves and Jeanne Marie—to Kingdom Come.



D'Arcy leaned forward and rested his head on the control panel. He remained in that position for a
long time. At sporadic intervals, shudder after shudder racked hisbody. When at |ast the reaction
passed, he straightened, and punched out the co-ordinates of Le Bois Feerique ontheap. Findly he
deflected the lever marked "Full Speed.”

Why did D'Arcy return to Le Bois Feerique?

Who can say? Perhaps because he was still curious about the bow and arrows and not altogether
certain that " Joseph Eleemosynary” and "Rachel de Feu" had caused the cloudburst that had washed the
97th into Le Fleuve d' Abondance. Perhaps because he wanted to visit Jeanne Marie's cave-house and
put her thingsin order.

Hewould have had to return to Ciel Bleu in any event, for mere moments after the destruction of the
Ambassadress, the remainder of the demoralized fleet had departed for Earth.

He put up the bow and the arrows firgt. Then, leaving the escape boat in the little clearing where he
had brought it down, he walked through the woods to the cave-house. Before going insde, he glanced
into St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy's stable. 1t was empty.

The cave-house was empty too. He had expected it to be, of course, but just the same he
experienced atightnessin his chest as he waked through the quaint little rooms.

He stepped softly into the bedroom. He looked at the empty bed. "Forgive me, Jeanne Marie," he
whispered.

Suddenly he noticed that the door he had tried in vain to open aweek ago was no longer closed. But
it did not lead to a closet. It led to another room.

Wonderingly, he stepped through the doorway. The room was dmost identical to the one he had just
left. There was abed, avanity, achest of drawers; alittle throwrug upon thefloor ... Had Jeanne Marie
had atwin sister perhaps?

No, not atwin sister ...

D'Arcy dready knew the truth when he stepped out of the cave-house into the morning sunlight and
saw the girl on horseback emerging from the woods on the opposite side of the brook. When she got her
eyeson him, her facelit up like alittle sun, and she sent the black stallion plunging through the stream and
did from his back the moment he reached the bank. St. Hermann O'Shaughnessy nickered a happy hello
and Jeanne Marie cried, "Raymond, you came back! Be—before Joseph and Rachel went away with
you, they said you probably would, but | was afraid you might not, and oh, Raymond, I'm so glad to see
you agan!"

D'Arcy's voice wasn't quite as steady as he would have liked it to be. "Then you're not mad a me
for—for—"

"For stedling my doll? Of course I'm not. Joseph and Rachel said that it was all part of the plan—that
waswhy they had me put it in my bed that night and hide in the other room. I didn’t know then what the
doll redly was, or what they were going to do. Will—will they be back, do you think?"

D'Arcy shook his head. "No, Jeanne Marie."

Tearstrembled in the corners of her eyes and one of them escaped and twinkled down her cheek. "I
am sorry. They werevery nice.”

"Yes" D'Arcy sad, "and very brave."

Brave, yes—but not quite as omnipotent as he had thought. The doll that they had brought to life had
been the bomb—not they themselves. They had merely been the detonator.

"Beforethey left my mind," Jeanne Marie said, "they made me promise them something.” She
selected an arrow from the quiver and placed it in D'Arcy'sright hand "They told methat if you came
back, | should have you shoot thisarrow into the air. They said that that was part of the plan, too, only
they didn't say 'plan’ then—they said ‘plot.”

"All right," D'Arcy sad, "l will."

And hedid. The arrow went up and up and up ... and then it turned around and came streaking
straight back toward him. He legped to one side, but it merely made the necessary adjustmentsin its
course to reach its predetermined target. He felt nothing asit entered his chest and penetrated his heart.
Nothing he could put hisfinger on, anyway.



Abruptly the bow disintegrated and disappeared. So did the arrow transfixed in his heart. So did the
rest of the arrows.

When next D'Arcy looked at Jeanne Marie, he saw a beautiful woman instead of a pretty girl—the
very woman for whom he had been searching al hislife and had never been able to find. Before he knew
what had happened, shewasin hisarms and hewaskissing her.

"Joseph Eleemosynary” and "Rachd de Feu" had believed in happy endings.

On the River

f
Jardl was beginning to think that he had the River dl to himself when he saw the girl. He had been

traveling downstream for nearly two days now—River days, that is. He had no way of knowing for
certain, but he was convinced that River time had very little to do with red time. There were daysand
nights here, yes, and twenty-four hours elapsed between each dawn. But there was a subtle difference
between time as he had known it once and time as he knew it now.

Thegirl was standing &t the water's edge, waving adiminutive handkerchief. It was obviousthat she
wanted him to pole over to the bank. He did so, forcing the raft out of the duggish current and into the
shallows. Severd yards from shoreit nudged bottom, and he leaned on the pole, holding theraft in
position and looking questioningly at the girl. It surprised him to discover that she was young and
dtractive, dthough it shouldn't have, he supposed. Assuming that he had created her, it was only logica
that he would have made her pleasing to the eye; and assuming that he had not, it wasillogica to
conclude that merely because he had reached the age of thirty, it was necessary for someone elseto
reach the age of thirty in order not to want to go on living. Her hair was only a shade less bright than the
gplash of afternoon sunlight in which she stood, and shewore it very short. A scattering of freckleslightly
dappled the bridge of her ddlicate nose and the immediate areas on either side. She was willowy, and
rather tall, and she had blue eyes.

"I'd like to share your raft," she said acrossthe several yards of water that separated her from him.
"My own broke loose during the night and drifted downstream, and I've been waking ever since dawn."

Her yellow dress wastorn in adozen places, Farrdll noticed, and the dender dippersthat encased
her feet had aready reached the point of no return. "Sure," he said. "Y ou'll have to wade to get on board,
though. Thisisasfar inas| can get."

"l dont mind."

The water came to her knees. He helped her up beside him; then, with astrong thrust of the pole, he
sent the raft back into the current. The girl shook her head as though her hair had once been long and she
had forgotten that it had been cut, and wanted the wind to blow it. "I'm Jill Nichols" she said. "Not that it
meatters very much."

"Clifford," Farrdl sad. "Clifford Farrell."

She sat down on the raft and removed her shoes and stockings. After laying the pole aside, he sat
down afew feet from her. "'l was beginning to think | was the only one making the journey,” he said.

The wind was moderate but brisk and was blowing upstream, and she faced into it asthough
expecting it to send her hair streaming behind her. Thewind did its best, but succeeded only in ruffling the
amogt-curlsthat fringed her pale forehead. "I thought | wasdl done, too.”

"Theway | had it figured,” Farrell said, "the River was the product of my imagination. Now | see that
it can't be—unless you're aproduct of my imagination aso."

She smiled a him sdeways. "Don't say that. | thought you were a product of mine."

He smiled back at her. It wasthe firgt time he had smiled in ages. "Maybe the River'san dlegorica
product of both our imaginations. Maybe thisis the way you thought it would be, too. Drifting down a
dark-brown stream, | mean, with trees on either hand and the blue sky above. Did you?"



"Yes," shesad. "I've dways thought that when the time came, it would belikethis.”

A thought struck him. "I took it for granted that because I'm here voluntarily, you are too. Are you?"

"y es"

"Maybe," he went on, "two people visudizing an abstract idea by means of the same allegory can
make that alegory cometo life. Maybe, down through the years and without our being aware of it, we
brought the River into existence.”

"And then, when the time came, cast oursalves adrift on it? But where isthe River? Surely, we can't
gill beon earth.”

He shrugged. "Who knows? Reality probably has a thousand phases mankind knows nothing aboui.
Maybe werein one of them ... How long have you been on the River?'

"A little over two days. | lost time today because | had to go on foot.”

"I've been on it dmost two days," Farrdll said.

"I must have been the first to com—the first to cast mysdlf adrift then." Shewrung out her stockings
and spread them on the raft to dry. She placed her bedraggled dippers beside them. She stared at the
articlesfor sometime. "Funny theway we do such things at atimelikethis," she said. "Why should it
make any difference to me now whether my shoes and stockings are wet or dry?"

"| guesswe're creatures of habit,” he said. "Right up to the very end. Last evening, at theinn wherel
stayed the night, | shaved. True, there was an dectric razor available; but why did | go to the trouble?

Sheamiled wryly. "Last evening, at theinn where| stayed the night, | took abath. | was going to put
up my hair, but I caught mysdlf just intime. It looksit, doesn't it?"

It did, but he didn't say so. Nor did he gdlantly deny the fact. Somehow, small talk seemed out of
place. Theraft was drifting past asmall idand now. There were many such idandsin the River—blegk
little expanses of sand and gravel for the most part, dthough al of them had at least one tree. He glanced
at thegirl. Was she seeing the idand, too? Her eyestold him that shewas.

Still he was not convinced. It was hard to believe that two people—two people who did not even
know each other, in fact—could have transformed the process of dying into an dlegoricd illuson so
gtrong that it wasindistinguishable from ordinary redity. And it was harder yet to believe that those same
two people could have entered into that illusion and have met each other for thefirst time.

It wasdl so strange. Hefdlt redl. He breathed, he saw; he experienced pleasure and pain. And yet dll
the while he breathed and saw and experienced, he knew that he wasn't actually on the River. He
couldn't be on the River, for the smple reason that in another phase of redity—the real phase—hewas
gtting in hiscar, in hisgarage, with the motor running and the garage doors closed.

And yet somehow, in away that he could not fathom, he was on the River; drifting down the River
on astrange raft that he had never built or bought and had never even known existed until he had found
himsdlf sitting on it nearly two days ago. Or wasit two hours ago? Or two minutes? Or two seconds?

Hedid not know. All he knew was that, subjectively at least, dmost forty-eight hours had passed
snce he had firgt found himsdlf on the River. Half of those hours he had spent on the River itsdf, and the
other half he had spent in two deserted inns, one of which he had found on the River bank at the close of
the first afternoon and the other of which he had found on the River bank at the close of the second.

That was another strange thing about the River. It wasimpossibleto travel onit at night. Not because
of the darkness (although the darkness did impose a hazard), but be cause of an insurmountable
reluctance on his own part—are uctance compounded of dread and of anirresstible desire to interrupt
hisineluctable journey long enough to rest. Long enough to find peace. But why peace? he wondered.
Wasn' it peace toward which the River was bearing him? Wasn't the only real peace the peace of
oblivion? Surely by thistime he should have accepted atruism asbasic asthat.

"It'sbeginning to get dark,” Jill said. "There should be an inn soon.” Her shoes and stockings had
dried, and she put them back on.

"Well watch for it. Y ou keep an eye on the right bank, and I'll keep an eye on the left.”

Theinnwas on the right bank, built amost flush with the water's edge. A low pier protruded a dozen
feet into the stream, and after securing the raft to it with the mooring line, Farrdll stepped onto the heavy
planking and helped JlI up beside him. So far as he could see, the inn—on the outside, at |east—was not



particularly different from the two he had already stayed overnight in. It was three-storied and square,
and itstiers of windows made warm golden rectanglesin the gathering dusk. The interior proved to be
virtualy identica too, give or take afew modifications—Jll'swork, no doubt, Snce she must have
collaborated on the creation. Therewasasmall lobby, abar, and alarge dining room; agleaming maple
staircase curved upward to the second and third floors, and eectric lights burned everywhere in the guise
of counterfeit candles and imitation hurricane-lamps.

Farrdll glanced around the dining room. "It looks as though you and | are davesto American
Colonid tradition," hesaid.

Jll Taughed. "We do seem to have alot in common, don't we?"

He pointed to aglittering juke box in the far corner of the room. "One of us, though, wasalittle
mixed up. A juke box doesn't belong in an American Colonia setting.”

"I'm afraid I'm the guilty party. Therewas ajuke box just like that onein theinn where| stayed last
night and in theinn where | stayed the night before.”

"Apparently our inns vanish the minute were out of sight. At any rate, | saw no sign of yours.... | ill
can't help wondering whether we're the only force that holds this whol e thing together. Maybe, the
moment were de—the moment we're gone—the whole businesswill disappear. Assuming of course that
it has objective existence and can disappear.”

She pointed to one of the dining-room tables. It was covered with an immaculate linen tablecloth and
was set for two. Beside each place, ared candle—redl, that is, to whatever extent it was possible for
objectsto bered in this strange land—burned in asilver candlestick. "1 can't help wondering what were
going to havefor dinner.”

"The particular dish we happen to be hungry for mogt, | imagine. Last night | had ayen for
southern-fried chicken, and southern-fried chicken waswhat | found waiting for mewhen | sat down."

"Funny, how we can take such miraclesin our stride," she said. And then, "'l think I'll freshenup a
bit."

"I think I will too."

They chose rooms across the hal from each other. Farrell got back downstairsfirst and waited for
Jll inthe dining room. During their absence, two large covered trays and asilver coffee set gppeared on
the linen tablecloth. How this had been brought about, he could not fathom; nor did hetry very hard. A
hot shower had relaxed him, and he was permeated with a dream-like fedling of well-being. He even had
an gppetite, although he suspected that it was no more real than the food with which he would presently
satisfy it would be. No matter. Stepping into the adjoining bar, he drew himsalf ashort beer and drank it
gppreciatively. It was cold and tangy, and hit the spot. Returning to the dining room, he saw that Jil had
come back downstairs and was waiting for him in the lobby doorway. She had repaired her torn dressas
best she could and had cleaned her shoes, and there was atrace of lipstick on her lips and atouch of
rouge on her cheeks. It dawned on him dl of asudden that she was positively stunning.

When they sat down at the table, the lights dimmed, and the juke box began to play. In addition to
the two covered trays and the silver coffee set, the magic tablecloth had dso materidized a
mouth-watering antipasto. They nibbled radishes by candldight, ate carrots Julienne. JiIl poured steaming
coffeeinto delicate blue cups, added sugar and cream. She had "ordered” sweet potatoes and baked
Virginiaham, he had "ordered" steak and French fries. Asthey dined, the juke box pulsed softly in the
ghostly room and the candle flamesflickered in drafts that came through invisible crevicesin thewalls.
When they finished eating, Farrell went into the bar and brought back a bottle of champagne and two
glasses. After filling both glasses, he touched histo hers. "To thefirst day we met,” he said, and they
drank.

Afterward, they danced on the empty dancefloor. Jill was asummer wind in hisarms. "Areyou a
professiona dancer?' he asked.

"l wes"

Hewas sllent. The music was dream-like, unredl. The big room was a place of soft lightsand pae
shadows. "l wasan artist,” he went on presently. "One of the kind whose paintings no one buys and who
keep themsalves going on scraps of hopes and crusts of dreams. When | first began to paint, | thought



that what | was doing was somehow noble and worthwhile; but a schoolboy conviction can't last forever,
and findly | recognized and accepted the fact that nothing | would ever paint would justify my having
gone without even so much as a single hel ping of mashed potatoes. But that's not why I'm on the River.”

"I danced in night clubs," Jill said. "Not nice dances, but | was not a stripper.”

"Wereyou married?'

"No. Wereyou?'

"Only to my work, and my work and | have been divorced for some time now. Ever sincel took a
job designing greeting cards."

"It'sfunny,” shesaid, "I never thought it would belike this. Dying, | mean. Whenever | pictured
mysdlf onthe River, | pictured mysdlf onit done"

"Sodidl," Farrdl said. And then, "Wheredid you live, JlI?'

"In Rgpids City."

"Why, that'swhere | lived too. Maybe that has something to do with our meeting each other in this
grangeland. I—I wish | had known you before.”

"Y ou know me now. And | know you."

"Y es. It's better than never having gotten to know each other at all.”

They danced in silence for awhile. Theinn dreamed around them. Outside, beneeth stars that had no
right to be, the River flowed, dark-brown and brooding in the night. At length, when the waltz to which
they were dancing cameto an end, Jill said, "I think we should cdll it aday, don't you?'

"Yes," Farrdl said, looking down into her eyes, "1 suppose we should.” And then, "I'll wake at
dawn—I know | will. Will you?"

She nodded. "That's part of it, too—waking at dawn. That, and listening for the fals.”

He kissed her. She stood immobile for amoment, then drew away. "Good night,” she said, and
hurried from the room.

"Good night," he called after her.

He stood in the suddenly empty room for sometime. Now that she had gone, the juke box played no
more and the lights had brightened and taken on acold cast. He could hear the River, hear it whispering
athousand and one sad thoughts. Some of the thoughts were his, and some of them were Jill's.

At last heleft the room and climbed the stairs. He paused in front of Jill's door. He raised his hand,
knuckles turned toward the panedl. He could hear her in the room beyond, hear per bare feet padding on
thefloor and the rustle of her dress as she dipped out of it for the night. Presently he heard the faint
whisper of sheets and the muffled cresk of springs. And al the while he heard these sounds, he heard the
soft, sad susurrus of the River.

At length his hand fell to his Sde, and he turned and stepped acrossthe hall and let himself into his
own room. He closed the door firmly. Love and death might go together, but |ove-making and dying did
not.

The sound of the River grew louder while he dept, and in the morning it was asteady murmur in his
ears. Breakfast was eggs and bacon and toast and coffee served by ghosts, and gray words spokenin
the gray light of dawn. With therising of the sun he and JlI cast off, and soon the inn was far behind
them.

A little mist midday, they heard the roar of thefdlls.

It wasagentleroar a first, but it grew louder, decibel by decibel, and the river narrowed and began
flowing between blesk gray cliffs. JIl moved closer to Farrell, and Farrell took her hand. Rapids danced
around them, drenching them at sporadic intervalswith ice-cold spray. Theraft lurched beneath them,
turned firgt thisway and that a the whim of the River. But it did not capsize, nor would it, for it wasthe
falsthat stood for death—not the rapids.

Farrdll kept glancing at the girl. She was staring straight ahead of her as though the rapids did not
exig, asthough nothing existed except hersalf, Farrell, and the raft. He had not expected desth to come
s0 soon. He had thought that life, now that he had met Jill, would linger on. But apparently this strange
country which they had somehow brought into being had no function save to destroy them.

Well, destruction was what he wanted, wasn't it? A strange encounter in astrange land could not



have changed that, any more than it could have changed it for Jill. A thought struck him, and, raising his
voice above the gurgling of the rapids and the roar of thefdls, he asked, "What did you use, JlI?' "Gas"
she answered. "And you?'

"Carbon monoxide."

They said no more.

Latein the afternoon, the River widened again, and the dliffs gradually gave way to gently oping
banks. Beyond the banks vague hills showed, and the sky seemed to have taken on abluer cast. The
roar of thefalswas deafening now, but apparently the falls themsealves were still a considerable distance
downstream. Maybe this wasn't the last day after all.

It wasn't. Farrell knew it the minute he saw theinn. It was on the left bank, and it appeared alittle
while before the sun was about to set. The current was swift now, and very strong, and it required the
combined efforts of both him and the girl to pole the raft in to the small pier. Breathing hard, and soaked
to the skin, they clung to each other till they caught their bresths. Then they went ingde.

Warmth rose up to meet them, and they regjoiced in it. They chose rooms on the second floor, dried
their clothes, made themsalves presentable, and joined each other in the dining room for the evening
medl. Jill had aroast-beef dinner and Farrell had scall oped potatoes and pork chops. He had never
tasted anything so deliciousin dl hislife, and he savored every mouthful. Lord, but it was good to be
divel

Astonished at the thought, he stared at his empty plate. Good to be dive? Then why was he sttingin
his car with the motor running and the garage doors closed, waiting to die? What was he doing on the
River? Heraised hiseyesto Jll's, saw from the bewilderment in them that the face of dl the world had
changed for her, too, and knew that as surely as she was responsible for his new outlook, he was
responsible for hers.

"Why did you doit, JI1?" he asked. "Why?'

Shelooked away. "As| told you, | used to dancein night clubs. Not nice dances, but | wasn't a
sripper either—not in the strict sense of the word. But even though my act could have been far worsg, it
was still bad enough to awaken something in methat | didn't know existed. Anyway, one night | ran
away, and not long after thet | joined aconvent.”

Shewasdlent for awhile, and so was he. Then she said, looking at him now, "It's funny about a
person's hair—wheat it can cometo stand for, | mean. | wore my hair very long, and it was the most
essentia part of my act. The only decent part, because it covered my nakedness. Without my knowing
what was happening, it came to symbolize for me the only redlly decent quality | possessed. But | didn't
tumbleto the truth until it wastoo late. With my hair, | had been able to live with mysdlf. Without it, | felt
unfit to live. I—I ran away again—to Rapids City thistime—and | got ajob in a department store and
rented asmall apartment. But a decent job wasn't enough—I needed something more. Winter arrived,
and | came down with the flu. Y ou know how it weakens you sometimes, how depressed you can fed
afterwards. [—I—"

She looked down at her hands. They lay on the table before her, and they were dender and very
white. The sad susurrus of the River filled the room, muting the throb of the juke box. Backgrounding
both sounds was the roar of the falls.

Farrell looked down at hisown hands. "l guess| was sick, t0o," hesaid. "I must have been. | felt
empty. Bored. Do you know what true boredom is? It's a vast, gnawing nothingness that settles around
you and accompanies you wherever you go. It comes over you in great gray waves and inundates you. It
suffocates you. | said that my giving up the kind of work | wanted to do wasn't responsible for my being
on the River, and it wasn't—not directly. But my boredom was areaction, just the same. Everything lost
meaning for me. It waslikewaiting al your lifefor Christmas to come, and then getting up Chrissmas
morning and finding an empty stocking. If 1 could have found something in the stocking—anything at all
—I might have been dl right. But | found nothing init, absolutely nothing. | know now that it was my
fault. That the only way anyone can expect to find something in his Christmas stocking isby placing
something in it the night before, and that the nothingness | saw around me was merdly areflection of
mysdf. But | didn't know these things then." He raised his head and met her eyes acrossthetable. "Why



did we haveto diein order to meet each other and want to live? Why couldn't we have met like other
people— in asummer park or on aquiet street? Why did we have to meet on the River, JilI? Why?!

She stood up, crying. "Let'sdance,” shesad. "Let'sdanceal night.”

They drifted onto the empty dance floor and the music rose around them and took themin its
arms—the sad and the gay and the poignant songs that first one of them and then the other remembered
from the lifetimesthey had cast asde. "That oné's from the Senior Prom,” she said once. "The one we're
dancing to now," he said a short while afterward, "dates from the dayswhen | was ill akid and thought
| wasinlove." "And wereyou in love?' she asked, eyes gentle upon hisface. "No," he answered, "not
then. Not ever—until now." "I love you, too," she said, and the tune took on a softer note and for along
whiletime ceased to be.

Toward dawn, shesaid, "I hear the River calling. Do you heer it, too?"

"Yes" hesad, "l hearit."

Hetried to fight the call, and so did she. But it wasn't any use. They Ieft the ghosts of themselves
dancing in the dawn-light and went down to the pier and boarded the raft and cast off. The current seized
them greedily and the roar of the falstook on atriumphant tone. Ahead, in the wan rays of the risng sun,
mist was risng high above the gorge.

They sat close together on the raft, in each other'sarms. The roar was a part of the air they breathed
now, and the mist was dl around them. Through the mist, avague shape showed. Another raft? Farrell
wondered. He peered into the ghostly vapor, saw the little trees, the sandy shore. Anidand ...

Suddenly he understood what the idandsin the River represented. Neither he nor Jill had truly
wanted to die, and as aresult the dlegory which they had jointly brought to life and entered into
contained loopholes. There might be away back after all.

Springing to hisfeet, he seized the pole and began poling. "Help me, JilI!" he cried. "It'sour last
chance.”

She, too, had seen theidand and divined its Significance. Shejoined him, and they poled together.
The current was omnipotent now, the rapids furious. Theraft lurched, heaved, walowed. Theidand
loomed larger through the mist. "Harder, Jill, harder!" he gasped. "Weve got to get back—weve got
to!"

He saw then that they weren't going to make it, that despite their combined efforts the current was
going to carry them past their last link with life. There was one chance, and only one. He kicked off his
shoes. "Keep paling, J1II" he shouted, and, after placing the end of the mooring line between histeeth and
biting into it, he legped into the rapids and struck out for theidand for al he was worth.

Behind him, the raft lurched wildly, tearing the pole from Jill's gragp and sending her sprawling on the
deck. He did not know this, however, till he reached the idand and |ooked over his shoulder. By then,
there was just enough dack remaining in the linefor him to belay it around asmall tree and secureitin
place. The tree shuddered when the line went taut, and the raft came to an abrupt stop severa feet from
the brink of thefalls. Jill was on her hands and knees now, trying desperately to keep hersalf from being
thrown from the deck. Gripping the line with both hands, hetried to pull theraft in to theidand, but so
strong was the current that he would have been equally as successful if he had tried to pull theidandinto
the raft.

Thelittle tree was being gradually uprooted. Sooner or later it would be torn out of the ground and
the raft would plunge over thefdls. There was only onething to do. "Y our apartment, JlI!" he shouted
across the whiteness of therapids. "Whereisit?'

Her voice was barely audible. "229 Locust Avenue. Number 301."

He was stunned. 229 Locust Avenue was the gpartment building next to the one where he lived.
Probably they had dmost run into each other adozen times. Maybe they had run into each other, and
forgotten. In the city, thingslike that happened every day.

But not onthe River.

"Hold on, JII' hecdled. "I'm going the long way around!"

Totrave from the idand to the garage required but the merest flick of athought. He cametoin his
car, head throbbing with misted pain. Turning off the ignition, he got out, threw open the garage doors,



and staggered out into the shockingly cold winter's night. He remembered belatedly that his hat and coat
werein the back of the car.

No matter. He crammed hislungswith fresh air and rubbed snow on hisface. Then heran down the
street to the apartment building next door. Would he be in time? he wondered. He could not have beenin
the garage more than ten minutes at the most, which meant that time on the River moved at an even faster
pace than he had thought. Hours, then, had already passed since he had |eft the idand, and the raft could
very well have gone over thefals.

Or had thereredly been araft? A River? A girl with sun-bright hair? Maybe the whole thing had
been adream—a dream that his unconscious had manufactured in order to snap him back to life.

The thought was unendurable, and he banished it from his mind. Reaching the apartment building, he
ran insgde. Thelobby was deserted, and the elevator wasin use. He pounded up three flights of stairs and
paused before her door. It waslocked. "Jill!" he called, and broke it down.

Shewas lying on the living room sofa, her face waxen in the radiance of anearby floor lamp. She
was wearing the yellow dressthat he remembered so well, only now it was no longer torn. Nor were her
dender dippers bedraggled. Her hair, though, was just the way he remembered it—short, and trying to
curl. Her eyeswere closed.

Heturned off the gasin thefirdess circulating heater that stood against the wall, and he threw open
al of the windows. He picked her up and carried her over to the largest one and let the sweet-life-giving
ar embrace her. "JII"" hewhispered. " JlI"

Her eydids quivered, opened. Blue eyesfilled with terror gazed up into hisface. Sowly, theterror
faded away, and recognition took its place. He knew then that there would be no more Riversfor either
of them.

Neither Do I ey Reap
The Sheep

géelen was painting "Meadow a Arles’ when Dan got homefrom play. "That old thing again!" he

sad, taking off his hat and coat and handing them to the robutler. "Why don't you paint something
different for achange?

Helen deactivated the e ectronic paint-set and turned and faced him. "Because it's pretty, that'swhy,"
shesaid. "l liketo paint pretty things." She brushed back astrand of chestnut hair that had fallen over her
forehead, using the back of her wrist the way she had seen agirl artist do once on 3V. The effect,
however, was marred by the sulky expression that had settled on her face.

Dan came over and kissed her. "All right, soit's pretty. Y ou don't have to get mad.”

His cheeks were rosy from the March wind, and his boyish smile waswarm; the artificid dimpleon
his chin gave hisface a clean-cut masculine look. It was one thing to get mad at Dan and quite another to
stay mad a him; moreover, Dr. Cherub, the 3V marriage counselor, said that wives should show more
consderation for their husbands when they came home from ahard day at the office. Helen matched his
smilewith one of her own and kissed him back. "I'm not mad,” she said. "Why don't you play apiece on
the organ whilel fix supper?’

"All right,” Dan said. He went over to the organ and sat down in the operator's seet. "What are we
having?'

"Chicken yummy." Helen removed her artist's smock, wadded it up and threw it into the paper-ester,
and tied agay little gpron around her waist. Then she went out into the kitchen and gave Big Bridget her
order.

"Very wdl, madam," Big Bridget said, her banks of multicolored lights flashing on and off and her
neon blood coursing vividly through her glass-tube veins. " Two chicken yummies coming up.”



At the console, Dan punched out NOLA on the selector-pand, and when the opening keys it up,
placed hisfingersin the numbered positions. Presently there was alittle click, and he began to play.

He paid little attention to the music, concentrating on hisfingersingtead. It fascinated him the way
they flew over the keyboard in response to the eectronic stimuli. He had heard that along time ago
people used to play non-automatic organs, moving their fingers from one combination of notes to another
by following sequences of little black specks on a sheet of paper. But he didn't believe it for one minute.
Anybody with any sense could see that such an operation wasimpossible. It stood to reason that if you
were looking at the specks, you couldn't [ook at your fingers, and if you couldn't see your fingers, how in
the world could you move them to the right keys?

His fascination was short-lived: the organ, like dl the other pieces of entertainment equipment he and
Helen owned, was beginning to bore him. Hafway through Nola he turned it off and went out to the
kitchen to see how supper was coming. Just as he stepped through the doorway, two bowls brimful of
seaming yummy emerged from Big Bridget's culinary tract and cameto rest on her horizonta gpron.

He and Helen carried them into the living room and ate in front of thewall-size 3V screen. The
Catastrophe—cast had just come on, and abig strato-liner was plunging earthward, trailing a stream of
black smoke. They watched intently, spooning the chicken-flavored porridge into their mouths without
taking their eyesfrom the screen. Catastrophe—casts could be fun.

Presently the liner began glowing adull red. Little figures of passengers could be seen legping fromits
escape hatches and trailing in itsfiery wake like singed flies. The earth rose up as though eager for the
imminent impact. A mountain range came into view, aforest, agreen valey; adistant megaopoalis. For an
ecdatic moment it gppeared as though the liner would plunge into the mega opoalis, but such did not turn
out to be the case; it crashed into the valey instead. A monstrous flower bloomed, its black petals shot
with vivid streaks of red. The detonation filled the gpartment; the smell of smoke and roasted flesh
blended with the aroma.of chicken yummy. The announcer's voice followed, garnishing the incident with
the number of degaths, promising more spectacular incidents to come.

Dan spooned the last of his chicken yummy into his mouth, swalowed it. "How comethey never fal
into amegalopolis?' he said peevishly.

Helen yawned. "1 don't know," she said. Then, remembering Dr. Cherub's exhortations to the effect
that wives should take moreinterest in their husbands: "How were things at the office today, dear?"

Dan's reaction cast doubt on Dr. Cherub's omniscience. "Awful," he said. "Just plain awful!" He got
to his feet and began walking back and forth. "The same old thing, day after day," he went on. "We
haven't had any new entertainment egquipment come in for weeks now. All we've got to amuse ourselves
during break time isthat old Dodger—Y ankee game that came in over amonth ago!™

"But | thought you liked to play baseball.”

"I do, but not on that old field." He stopped pacing and stood before her. His lower lip protruded
dightly, ruining the effect of the dimple on his chin. "Mickey Mantle hasashort circuit and can't even hit a
home run any more, and this afternoon when | had the Y ankees, he missed a pop-up fly with the bases
loaded!" He shook his head despondently. " Sometimes | don't think the company loves us any more,
keeping such outdated equipment around!™

"Hush, you shouldn't say such things! Of coursethey loveyou.”

"Wl they certainly don't act it. When aman plays as hard as | do two days aweek, week in, week
out, he'sentitled to alittle congderation. The least they could do is get Mickey Mantle fixed." Dan began
pacing back and forth again, and alittle robotic terrier came out of alittle door in thewal and started
jumping around hislegs. "I get so bored sometimed™

"Y ou get bored!" Helen said. "What about me?' Dr. Cherub appeared in the recesses of her mind
and shook an admonishing finger a her, but she'd had just about enough of Dr. Cherub, and she turned
her back on him. "How do you think | fed sitting around this gpartment al day with nothing to do but
paint and play the organ!"

"But you can at least go to the Playpen.”

"Y ou know yourself that no new games have come into the Playpen for months. What would be the
sense of my going there? Why, last weekend you wouldn't go there yoursdlf.”



He couldn't deny it. "You'reright,” he said. "When it comesto getting us new games, the government
isjust as bad asthe company.” Thelittle terrier stood up onitshind legs and placed itsforepaws on his
knees. It barked with artificia ecstasy. Dan kicked it into the corner. "That's the whol e trouble with this
country,” hesaid. "No new games!"

"Let'swrite aletter to the presdent,” Helen said, standing up. "Hell do something about it."

Dan looked dubious. "I don't know. Weve dready written him twice, and he didn't do anything.” He
sghed. "Sometimes| don't think heloves us any more either!™

"Oh, but he must love us. Didn't he say so on hislast 3V chat? Why, he even said that maybe next
year we could have babies!”

"Oh, hedways saysthat,” Dan said, "but it never comestrue.” Thelittleterrier was crawling out of
the corner on its belly, and he drew back hisfoot for another kick.

Helen stopped him. "It'smy turn,” she said, catching the dog agood one on the side of the head. It
rolled over and over, yeping redigticaly. Shefelt better. "Sure, that's what well do,” shesad. "Well
write aletter to the president.”

"Wdl ... dl right," Dan agreed.

They gpproached the writing machine diffidently. For some reason it ways gave them afedling of
inferiority. Helen turned it on. "We—wed liketo write aletter,” she said.

The writing machine hummed. "To whom?"' it asked.

"To—to the president.”

"One moment, please.” There was abrief pause while the writing machine adjusted its wave-lengths
to the proper pattern, then: "Proceed, please.”

"Dear—dear Mr. President,” Helen said. "We—we haven't got anything to do. Could—could you
please think up some new games for usto play? Signed: Dan and Helen Smith.”

She turned triumphantly to Dan. "There, that ought to do it!" she said.

The Herdsmen

Haines released the phone and watched it crawl back into itslittle oubliette and close the door behind
it. Heraised his eyes from the table and traversed the faces of histhree assstants. hog-jowled
Morgangtein's, cold-eyed Repp's, downcheeked Trask's. "The old man,” he said. "Another spate of
letters. 'Please think up some new gamesfor usto play!" | wonder what they'd say if they knew we can't
think up any more.”

"Did it ever occur to you," said Trask, "that if we gave them the chance, they just might be ableto
think up some of their own?”'

"Yes, it did occur tome," Hainessaid, "and | filed the thought under Notions, Idiotic.” He spread his
elogquent hands on the tabletop. " For they sow not, Trask. Neither do they regp ... Morganstein?’

"If the birth quota could be re-established for just one more round—" he began.

Haines shook hishead. "One more round would finish us off for good. Even if we could feed them,
there would be too few deaths by the time they reached mating age for us to house them. Repp?"

Repp said, "Since weve run the gamut of games and seemingly can't come up with any new ones,
why not try diverting them by souping up the catastrophe-casts?

Haines shook his head again. "We can't soup them up any more. They're dready comprised of fifty
percent violence and fifty percent bloodshed.”

Repp'sthin smilewasacreviceon hisglacid face. "Therésaway," he said. He paused, looking at
Haines.

Hainesnodded. "Let's haveit."

"Previoudy," Repp began, "wevefollowed traditiontoa T in regding our chargesvia
communications media. That is, we've given them the age-old thrill of seeing someone eseget it inthe
neck, the while carefully avoiding any reference to the possibility that their own necks might bein danger.
Since both our events and our locales are fictitious, and Since we've dispensed with place-names—no
one ever redly paid much attention even in the old daysto locdlities: it wasthe event itsdlf that



counted—our adherenceto tradition has involved no strain either upon our consciences or our intellectua
resources. When we wish to inundate a section of a coast with atidal wave, for example, we need
merdly to make sure that the particular dwellings on our modd are of atype no onelivesin any morein
order to dlay whatever fears those of our audience who dwell in coasta areas may have concerning their
own skins. Or, when we wish to employ acyclone, we need merely confineit to asmal town in order to
eliminate any thought of persona danger from our viewers minds, because even though none of them is
awarethat small towns no longer exist, he till knowsthat he livesin amegaopolis, and consequently he
can St back, rlax and enjoy himsalf."

Repp paused, his cold eyesflicking from face to face. Presently: "1 propose,” he said, "that we
ingtruct the miniature-effects department that the next timethey create atida wave, they launch it upon a
miniature coast megaopalis, that the next time they create a cyclone, they send it through aminiature
inland mega opolis; and that the next time they create a strato-liner disaster, they bring the liner down, not
inavalley or aforest, but in amegalopolis street—ypreferably a crowded one.”

Trask was on hisfeet. "Why, that's horrible! The people will think—"

Haines motioned him down. "L et Repp finish what he hasto say.”

Again acrevice of asmile gppeared on Repp's cold countenance. "Trask has said it for me," he said.
" "The people will think—' They will think they arein danger—and that is precisely what we want them to
think. They will think that it istheir section of the megaopolisthat the strato-liner is about to crash into,
the cycloneinvade, the tiddl wave inundate. They're too jaded to obtain satisfaction from events that do
not involve them persondly. In order for them to be affected, they must experience fear and horror
directly instead of vicarioudy. And once they have experienced them afew times, they'll be more than
glad to go back to their games, outdated or not.”

Morganstein nodded, his chin sinking into hisfat jowls. "It might be worth atry,” he said.

Trask's boyish face was pae. Helooked wildly around the table. "It smacks of the punishment the
Tsar enacted upon agroup of socidigtsin nineteenth-century Russia," he said inashrill voice. "Areyou
familiar with theincident, gentlemen?If nat, I'll enlighten you. The Tsar sentenced the socidiststo degth,
had the desth sentence read to them, had the cross given them to kiss and had the dagger broken over
their heads. Thefirgt three were then lined up before the firing squad, but before the execution could take
place, retreat was sounded and the prisoners were informed that the Tsar had granted them amnesty.
Oneof them went insane.”

"But the othersdid not," Repp said drily. "And if | recall correctly, Dostoevski was one of the others.
Perhaps we can thank the incident for The Brothers Karamazov." Helooked a Haines. "What's your
resction?'

Haines rubbed a gray-specked temple, a gesture both Repp and M organstein had come to associate
with indecison on the part of their chief. He was silent for sometime. Then: "It'strue: emotiond crisesdo
create changes in men, and perhaps the Tsar was the involuntary patron saint of The Brothers. But we
have no Dostoevski'stoday. I'm thinking of the prisoner who went insane.”

Repp said, "The same sengitivity that was present in Dostoevski and made it possible for the
experience to degpen and broaden him was dso present in hisintellectually weaker fellow-prisoner, and
it wasthis quaity, forced to stand aone, that drove the latter insane. | submit that not only do we not
have any Dostoevski's today, we do not have any insane-prone 'fellow-prisoners ether.”

"And | submit," Trask said, "that while we may have no Dostoevski's or insane-prone
‘fellow-prisoners,’ we do have the Tsar who sentenced them, and | submit further that heis Sitting right
here with us now!"

Haineslooked a him alittle wearily. "Repp is sitting here for the same reason you are Sitting here,
Trask—to do ajob. If it happensto be ajob that rarely lendsitself to ideal solutions, the job, not he, is
to blame. | am inclined to agree with Morgangtein: 1, too, consider the suggestion worth atry.”

Trask was on hisfeet again. "I won't countenanceit! I'll go to the old man. I'll—"

"Sit down, Trask," Haines said. He said it quietly, but his unassailable authority honed hiswords and
made his gray eyes bleak. Trask sat down.

"Now," Haineswent on, "I'll fill in the background which the schools you attended apparently but



inadequately sketched for you. First of all, neither we, nor the generations of idea-men who preceded us,
created the society we adminigter to. It created itsdlf.

"It crested itsalf by repeatedly electing men into office who it knew would giveit what it wanted, and
by religioudy shunning al ideas that were contrary to its preconceived notion of what it wanted to be. Its
three basic goals were security, conformity and materiaistic comfort, and eventudly it achieved dl three.

"Thereisapricefor everything. The price Agamemnon paid for Troy was Clytemnestras treachery;
the price Napoleon paid for Moscow was Waterl 0o; the price Japan paid for Pearl Harbor was
Hiroshima; the price our society paid—and is paying—for itsthreeidedsis serility. | do not mean the
voluntary physica sterility which its own over-propagation of itself hasforced it to accept: | mean the
menta and spiritud sterility which rendersits membersincapable of creating anything for themsalves,
which forcesthem to rely on theincreasingly few of their number in whom the creative spark re-appears
in each generation. Granted, this has always been true; but never wasit true on such agrand scae. The
meass of men have dways stood around waiting for the creators to dream up new diversions, but
originally areasonable proportion existed between crestor and receiver. But now, thanksto the five-day
weekend and the concomitant atrophying of creetivity, it existssno longer. You and | and Morgangtein
and Repp are responsible for the morale of aimost abillion people; we are the only creatorsthis
generation has thusfar been able to provide. We must do their sowing for them, but the barrenness of
their mindsis such that no matter what we sow, the cropswill be stunted.

"Don't misunderstand me, Trask. Theoreticaly, leisureis a priceless commodity. But when you lack
the necessary background to employ it advantageoudly, when, even worse, you lack the desire to employ
it advantageoudy, it becomes amonster. Our job isto combat that monster to the best of our abilities. It
isabogy man at the nursery door, and we must keep the door secured with whatever means are at our
disposal, and we can't afford to be critica of those means smply because they fail to liveup to an
outdated inapplicableidedlism. | repeat: | consider Repp's suggestion worth aitry. Well take an official
vote. Morgangtein?

"For."

"Repp?’

"For."

"Trask?'

"Agang."

"For," Haines said. He spoke into the intercom: " Get me the miniature-effects department,” he said.

The Gray Pastures

Don Newcombe wound up dowly. Duke Snider backed alittle closer to the center field fence. It
was the bottom haf of the ninth and the score read New York 1, Brooklyn 2. The count was 3 and 2,
with two men down and the bases empty. Mickey Mantle was at bat.

Don Newcombe took histime. The miniature diamond gleamed in thelight of the miniature sun. The
pitch, when it finally came, was a curve that broke low over the outside corner of the plate. Mickey
Mantle swung furioudy but he missed by amile.

"Darn!" Dan said. "He never should have swung at that one. | can't understand why they don't get
him fixed!"

"You just picked the wrong team, that's dl,” Harry, who worked in the office next to him, said. "You
were outclassed. Anyway, it'sjust aswell he did strike out: we wouldn't have had time to go into extra
innings™

Dan'slower lip began to protrude. "He's got a short-circuit, | tell you. The Y ankees can best the
Dodgers any day!"

At this point the chimes signaling the end of the afternoon bresk sounded, and the two men |eft the
big recrestion hall and returned to their tiny offices. The other employees followed suit. In his office, Dan
sat down at his narrow desk and stared at the dot in the wall from which, one half hour hence, his card,
coded with the production figures of the subterranean automation sector to which he was assigned,



would emerge. While he waited, he doodled on his desk blotter. The blotter, he noticed, was dmost
completely covered with previous doodles, and he made amental memo to requisition anew one.

At length the Go-Home chimes sounded, and after saying hello and good-bye to the employee who
occupied the office during the second shift, he headed for the time clock. It was Tuesday, and when he
dropped his card into the "out”" dot, his paycheck emerged from the dot just benegth.

Hejoined the line of depositorsin the bank next door. Findly histurn came, and hefed his check
chearfully to the mechanica teller. Theteler took care of everything: mortgages, taxes, utilities, medica
expenses, groceries, insurance, clothing and games. Fifteen cents change tinkled in the return cup, and
Dan picked it up, pocketed it and walked out.

There must be asurplusin his games account by now, he thought bitterly. At least no new ones had
been ddlivered to the gpartment recently. He wondered if any had comeinto the Playpen. Probably not.
And here he was with awhole weekend to kill!

Frudtration fell into step with him on the speed-walk and accompanied him al the way to the
gpartment. It was till with him when he went into the living room and kissed Helen. She was watching a
documentary on 3V, and asit was alittle too early for supper, he joined her. The documentary dedlt with
one of the birth riots of the early twenty-first century. The Varbleu Case. Mrs. Varbleu had given birth to
quintuplets and she and her husband had been arrested: the documentary concerned itsdlf primarily with
the events that ensued their imprisonment in thelocd jail. Dan had seen it before, but he liked lynchings,
30 hedidn't mind watching it again. Some of his frustration departed as the big crowd gathered in front of
thejail, and by thetimethejail door had been burned through with an acetylene torch, he was dmost his
norma sdf again. The acetylene torch lent the double lynching aunique flavor. Ordinarily the mob just
strung the culprit or culprits up after asuperficid beating, but you could do alot of thingswith an
acetylene torch that you couldn't do with your fists and your fingernails. Along toward the end, Mr. and
Mrs. Varbleu were begging to be hanged—especidly Mrs. Varbleu. Dan didn't blame her much,
considering the job they'd done on her, but she should have thought of that before.

"What would you like for supper, dear?' Helen asked after Mrs. Varbleu's screams had died away.

Hesighed. "Any new dishes?'

She shook her head. "They never come out with anything new any more—you know that. How
about some Lamb's Ddlight?*

"l suppose,” hesad.

While shewas giving the order to Big Bridget, he played "Hight of the Bumble Bee' on the eectronic
fiddle. Usualy the rendition left him with afeding of accomplishment, but tonight he felt nothing but
dissatisfaction. Lately there had been an emptinessin him, and no matter what he did tofill it, it kept
growing bigger and bigger.

Asusual they atein front of the 3V screen in order to catch the Catastrophe-cast. 1t opened with a
grato-liner burgting into flames and plunging earthward. "What, another one?' Dan said disgustedly.

"Thesameold jazz dl thetime," Helen said. "They're even running out of new waysto kill people!™

The disaster followed the same lines as the smilar disaster of aweek ago had followed—till near the
end. There was the same red glow when the liner reached the atmosphere, the same fly-like wake of
snged passengers. The same—

No, not quite the same. The megaopoliswasn't in the distance thistime. It wasin the foreground. It
was S0 closg, in fact, that you could see the gpartment levels, the speed-walks, the Streets; the people
scurrying for cover— Dan leaned forward, a spoonful of lamb-flavored porridge halfway to his mouth.
"Say—" he began.

"Why—why it looks as though it's going to crash into a populated area for achange!™

"Darned if it doesn't!” Dan said.

And sure enough, it did. Apartment levels splintered. Flames shot up everywhere. People screamed.
Ambulanceswaliled. Black smoke, veined with red, roiled darkly heavenward. An acrid stench crept into
the room, lending theillusion that the crash had occurred less than ablock away, but neither Dan nor
Helen got up to look out the window. Asamatter of fact, they did not once take their eyesfrom the
screenttill the scene faded out, and then they did so only briefly because a cyclone scenetook its place.



Another megal opolis was involved—or perhaps the same one; there was no way of telling, asone
megalopolislooked pretty much like another. After the cyclone, atidal wave took over; then an
earthquake; finaly ahurricane.

Dan threw his cardboard bowl! and spoon into the disposal chute and stood up. He yawned. "What
arewe going to do tonight?" he asked. And then, remembering that the weekend was coming up: "And
tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow?" The thought weighed him down,
and when the little robotic terrier, sensing his mood, came out of thewall and ran toward him, he kicked
it heartily. "I suppose no new games camein at the Playpen.”

Helen shook her head. "Not asingle one.”

"Darn! And after we wrote to the president, too!"

"Maybe it takestime to manufacture them—"

"Inthis day and age? They could make them in aweek, easy."

"Y ou—you don't suppose, do you?—" Helen began.

" Suppose what?!

"Y ou don't suppose they can't think up any new ones, do you?"

Dan'sface went blank. When thelittle dog crept out of the corner and fawned at hisfeet, he didn't
even remember to kick it. He sat down instead. "But that can't be! 1'd sooner believe that the president
didn't get our letter.”

"All right," Helen said, "let'swrite him another. And send it Specid Delivery.”

"All right, let's™

They approached the writing machine together, the little terrier barking at their heels. Dan paused
long enough to turn around and kick it back into the corner, then he joined Helen at the machine.

Sheturned it on. "We—wed like to write aletter—" she began ...

The Wilderness

Hainesraised his eyes from thelittle trap door which the phone had just closed behind itsdlf. He met
Repp's questioning gaze. "The old man," he said bitterly. "Another spate of letters.”

Repp's disappointment was dmost tangible. "Still discontented, en?!

"They want new games and that'sit." Haines sighed. "WEll just have to come up with some, or were
done."

Trask was triumphant. "They're more senditive than you gave them credit for being. | knew it
wouldn't work."

Hainesregarded him sourly. "1 wish they were sengitive,” he said. "But the sad fact isthat they've
been coddled so long that they smply can't conceive of anything unpleasant happening to
themselves—and by extenson, to their own megaopolises.”

Morgangtein said, "Maybe it's too soon to expect results. Maybe we should give the new cagts alittle
longer to take effect.”

"Oh, wélll givethem achance," Hainessaid. "But the result isforegone. In afew daystimethey'll
have forgotten the casts they're viewing are any different from the ones they viewed before, and be more
bored than ever. Games are the only answer."

"How about acat to go with their dog,” Morganstein suggested. "When kicking the dog doesn't help,
they can kick the cat—or maybe step oniitstail.”

"Games," Haines repeated. "Nothing else will work. Weve got to keep them occupied—not smply
dleviatetheir frustrations.” Helooked around the table. "Any idess?"

No one spoke.

"All right,” he went on, "well try something different. Instead of trying to ideate en masse, well
adjourn and seeif we can't come up with something separately. Tomorrow morning well pool our
idess."

He lingered in the conference room after the others had gone. It was night, and through the enormous
window he could seethe lights of Megaopolis 6 glittering like agolden swarm of fireflies en routeto



nowhere.

He went over and stood before the window so that he could obtain a better view of them. He had
seen the lights countless times, and aways before they had depressed him; tonight, however, hisreaction
to them was somehow different. Presently he recognized the symptoms that invariably accompanied the
birth of an idea, and he gavefull rein to histhoughts.

Once, green land had flourished where the lights now gleamed; green land and trees. He saw part of
the land presently—alush green meadow—and he saw the trees pdisading it. A splendid buck stepped
into the meadow—a six-pointer—and paused and raised its head. Abruptly there was the sound of a
shot, and atenuous coil of smoke arose from a nearby thicket. The buck gave aleap, began to run. It
seemed to run right into the ground. Its magnificent head plowed afurrow in the earth; itslegs thrashed,
but it did not get up.

A hunter stepped from the thicket. He pumped another dug into the buck. The buck lay ill.

Today you gave them dogs to kick. It was a commendable substitute, but it wasn't like stalking and
bringing down adeer. The sense of satisfaction wasn't there; the sense of fulfillment. Y ou couldn't Strap
the dog on your fender and park your car outside atavern and go inside and drink and brag with the
proof of your braggadocio visiblefor al to see. For onething, you had no car, and for another, your
friends and acquaintances had spite-dogs the same as you did and knew aswell asyou did that it
required no particular prowessto kick them into insensibility.

True, you had dl the timein the world to hunt—but what was there to hunt? And if there were
anything to hunt, hunting would of necessity be banned for the simple reason that there would be too
many hunters, just as private ownership of vehicles had been banned for the smple reason that there
were too many drivers.

Intheend it al boiled down to three smple words. too many people.

Too many people and not enough work to keep them occupied. No work at al, redlly, except for the
pitiful Snecuresthey held, and caled "play”

If there were red jobsfor them to do, would they be satisfied then?

Haines shook his head. It was usdless even to contempl ate the question. Machines worked and
people played, and that was all therewasto it.

But suppose there were jobs, though. Suppose . . . suppose there were make-believe jobs!

Suppose there were a game called WORK. A board you moved pieces on. A square that said,
PUNCH THE CLOCK; one further on that said, YOU GET A RAISE, ADVANCE FIVE SQUARES;
another that said, THE BOSSWANTS TO SEE Y OU, GO BACK THREE SQUARES

Or better yet, suppose that every megal opolis sector had a make-bdlieve factory with make-believe
machinesin it where off-duty "office workers' could spend their weekends. Y ou'd need space for that,
though, and space was scarce. Thelittle of it that wasn't taken up by apartment buildings was
pre-empted by Playpens

Paypend

Haines thoughts legped ahead. Deliberately he brought them to ahalt. The problem till wasn't
solved. Sure, the Playpens would make excellent make-believe factories, and they could be converted in
lessthan aweek; but factories were for men. There were sill the women to be considered. He
concentrated. He went way back, back to the days before automation. He visualized a housewife getting
up, going into the kitchen and giving Big Bridget an order for—no, not giving Big Bridget an order, but
lighting the kitchen stove. He saw her after her husband had Ieft for "work™; she was dumping the
breakfast bowlsinto the disposal chute ... no, she was carrying them over to the kitchen sink. Shewas
going to wash them!—

Haines could contain himself no longer. Two giant strides took him over to the intercom. "Get me
Morgangtein, Repp and Trask!" he shouted. "Quickly!"

The Promised Land

The Playpen was dl lit up. In the foyer ahuge gleaming clock was attached to the wall with arack of



cardson either side of it. Dan found his number after some difficulty and shoved hiscard into the dot just
benegth the clock face. Therewas athrilling tling, and when he pulled it out, the numeras 0700 were
stamped on it. He placed it under his number on the other rack and went into the plant proper. Hundreds
of men were dready there, working at the plastic machinesthat stood at angles dong either wall. It gave
Dan aproud fedling to know that soon he would be smilarly engaged.

Presently the foreman came up to him and escorted him over to abig plastic turret lathe. He showed
Dan how to turn it on and how to rotate the turret. Dan set his brand new lunch pail on an adjacent bench
and listened attentively. "Now herestheidea,” the foreman said. "Were making parts for strato-jet
engines, and werein production. The part you're machining isthe dripple.” Hetook acylindrica plastic
object out of anearby box and held it up for Dan to see. Then: "Y ou takeit like this, see, and put it inthe
chuck and tighteniit. Y ou boreit firgt, then you honeit, then you reamiit, and finaly you chamfer it. After
you go through those four operations, you take it out, set it on the bench, and mark down "1’ on this
production chart here. Get it?"

Dan nodded.

"Of course thereésno such thing asared dripple,” the foreman went on, "and even if there was, it
couldn't be machined on aplagtic turret lathe. But it's going to make aswell game, don't you think?'

"I'll say," Dan said, taking another dripple out of the box and securing it in the chuck. He bored,
honed, reamed, chamfered, and took it out again. The foreman handed him the production chart and he
marked down "1." "Say, you catch onfast,”" the foreman said.

Dan beamed.

Hewas till beaming when he punched out eight hours later and went home. Helen was beaming, too.
"Waitll you see, waitll you seel” she said, pulling him into the kitchen.

Therewas aplagtic stove, aplastic sink with running water, a plastic washing machine, aplastic
ironing board and a plagtic iron. The stove was placed in such away that its backless oven was flush with
Big Bridget's gpron. "1 want to show you something,” Helen said, reaching into the oven and withdrawing
two bowls of chicken yummy. "Seewhat | cooked for supper!"

"Say, thisisgoing to be aswell weekend!" Dan said. "Meworking at the plant and you housekeeping
and cooking my meds."

Helen gave an ecdtatic sigh. "Just think," she said. "Five whole days and nothing to do but work!"

Jo Fell a Tree

And this delightful herb whose living green
Fledgesthe river'slip on which we lean-
Ah, lean upon it lightly! for who knows
Fromwhat once lovely lip it springs unseen!
—THE RUBAIYAT

The First Day

just before the treeman's lift began to rise, Strong swung it around so that his back would be

toward the trunk. The lesshe saw of the tree during the initial phase of his ascent, the better. But the lift
was little more than atriangular sted frame suspended vertically from athread-thin winch cable, and
before it had risen ahundred feet it swung back to its origina position. Whether he liked it or not, the tree
was going to be with him right from the sart.

The trunk was about fifteen feet away. What it made Strong think of most was acliff, aconvex, living
cliff, with bark-prominences eight to ten feet long and fissures three to four feet deep—an arboredl



precipice risng into agreen and mgestic cloud of foliage.

He hadn't intended to look up, but his eyes had followed the sweep of the trunk of their own volition.
Abruptly he lowered them. To reassure himsdlf, he looked down into the shrinking village square at the
familiar figures of histhree companions.

Suhre and Blueskies were standing on one of the ancient burid mounds, smoking morning cigarettes.
Strong was too high to see the expressions on their faces, but he knew that Suhre's stolid features were
probably sat in stubborn resentment and that Blueskies was probably wearing his "buffao-look.” Wright
was about a hundred feet out from the base of the tree, operating the winch. Hisface would be
essentidly the same asit dwayswas, alittle pinched from worry, perhaps, but still embodying that
strange mixture of gentleness and determination, still unmistakably aleader'sface.

Strong raised his eyes to the houses surrounding the square. They were even more enchanting seen
from above than from below. Omicron Ceti's red-gold radiance lay colorfully on chameleon rooftops,
danced brightly on gingerbread facades. The nearer houses were empty now, of course—the village,
within athree hundred yard radius of the tree, had been vacated and roped off—but looking at them,
Strong got the fanciful impression that pixies had moved in during the night and were taking over the
household choreswhilethe villagers were away.

The thought amused him whileit lasted, but it did not last long. The convoy of huge timber-carriers
that moved into the square and parked in along waiting line sent it scurrying.

Once again he confronted the tree. He was higher now, and the trunk should have become smaller. It
had not—at least not perceptibly. It till resembled a convex cliff, and he felt more like amountain
climber than he did atreeman. Looking up, he saw thefirst limb. All he could think of was a horizonta
sequoiagrowing on the vertical dope of adendritic Everest.

Wright's crisp voice sounded over the tree-to-ground radio hookup, the receiver and minuscule
batteries of which were attached to Strong's | eft ear obe: " Seen any dryadsyet?”’

Strong tongued on the tiny transmitter attached to hislower lip. "Not yet."

"If you do, let me know."

"Like hell! That long blade of grass| drew gave me exclusive treerights, remember? Whatever | find
up hereisming!” Wright laughed. " Jugt trying to help out.”

"l don't need any help, thanks. What's my height?'

There was a pause. Strong watched the cigarette-size figure of Wright bend over the winch-control
pand. Presently: " One hundred and sixty-seven feet. Another hundred and twenty more and you'll be
evenwith thefirst limb . . . How do you fed ?"

"Not bad.”

"Good. Let meknow if anything goeswrong. The leest little thing.”

"Will do." Strong tongued off.

It was growing darker. No, not darker, Greener. Thelittle sunlight that filtered down through the
countless gtrata of foliage in apale, chlorophyllic glow degpened in huein ratio to his ascent. Tree-fright
touched him, but he dispdlled it by applying an antidote he'd learned in treeschool. The antidote was
smple concentrate on something, anything at all. He took inventory of the equipment attached to the
basebar of thelift: tree-pegs, tree-rations, blankets; tree-tent, heating unit, peg-hammer; cable-caster,
cutter, first-aid pack; climbing belt, saddle-rope, limb line (only the ringed end of the limb linewas
attached to the bar—the lineitsdlf trailed down to adwindling coil at the tree's base), Timkin-unit,
tree-tongs, canteen ...

At length thelift drew him into the lower foliage. He had expected the leaves to be huge, but they
were small and ddlicate, reminiscent of the leaves of the lovely sugar maple that once had flourished on
Earth. Presently he came opposite thefirst limb, and aflock of scarlet hahaha birds derided hisarrival
with achorus of edritch laughter. They circled around him severd times, their little half-moons of eyes
regarding him with seeming cynicism, then they spiraled out of sight into the upper branches.

Thelimb waslike aridge that had torn itself free from amountain range to hover high abovethe
village. Its brancheswere treesin their own right, each capable, wereit to fal, of demolishing at least one
of the houses the colonists loved so dearly.



Why, Strong wondered for the dozenth time, had the origind inhabitants of Omicron Ceti 18's mgjor
continent built their villages around the bases of such arbored monsters? The Advance Team had stated
initsreport that the natives, despite their ability to build beautiful houses, had redlly been very primitive.
But even 0, they should have redlized the potentia threat such massive trees could pose during an
electricd storm; and mogt of dl they should have redized that excessive shade encouraged dampness and
that dampness was the forerunner of decay.

Clearly they had not. For, of dl the villages they had built, the present one was the only one that had
not rotted into noisome ruin, just as the present tree was the only one that had not contracted the
hypothetical blight that had caused the others to wither away and die.

It was the Advance Team's contention that the natives had built their villages close to the trees
because the trees were religious symbols. But, while the fact that they had migrated en masseto the
"death-caves’ in the northern barrens when the trees began to die certainly strengthened the contention,
Strong still found it difficult to accept. The architecture o the houses suggested apractical aswell asan
artigtic race of people, and apracticd race of people would hardly commit self-genocide just because
their religious symbols turned out to be susceptible to disease. Moreover, Strong had removed treeson a
good many newly-opened planets, and he had seen the Advance Team proved wrong on quite a number
of occasions.

Thefoliage was below him now, aswell as above and around him. Hewasin aworld gpart, ahazy,
greenish-gold world stippled with tree-flowers (the month was the Omicron Ceti 18 equivalent of June
and the tree was in blossom), inhabited only by himsalf and the hahaha birds, and the insects that
congtituted their diet. He could see an occasiond jigsaw-patch of the square through the intervening
leaves, but that was all. Wright was out of sight; so were Suhre and Blueskies.

About fifteen feet below the limb over which he had made his origina cable-cast, he told Wright to
halt the winch. Then he detached the cable-caster from the base-bar, fitted the buitt to his shoulder and
garted the lift swinging back and forth. He selected the highest limb he could see, one about eighty feet
up, and at the extremity of one of his swings on the winch side of the tree, he amed and squeezed the
trigger.

It waslike a spider spitting afilament of web. The gossamer cable drifted up and over the chosen
limb, and itsweighted end plummeted down through lesf and flower to dangle inchesfrom his
outstretched fingers. He caught it on the next swingback and, still swinging, pressed it againg the gpex of
thelift-triangletill its microscopic fibers rooted themsdvesin the stedl; then he snipped the "new" cable
free from the caster with his pocket-snips and returned the caster to the base-bar. Finally he increased
thearc of hisswing till he could grasp the origina cable, which danted down through the foliageto the
winch. He held on to it long enough to squeeze together the two cables—the "old" and the "new"—ill
they automaticaly interspliced, and to sever the bypassed section.

Thedack inthe"new" cable caused the lift to drop severa feet. He waited till the swing diminished
aufficiently, then told Wright to start the winch again. Theinfinitesmal Timkens coating the thread-thin
cable began rolling over the "new™ limb, and the lift resumed its upward journey. Strong leaned back in
his safety belt and lit acigarette.

That was when he saw the dryad.

Or thought he did.

Thetrouble was, the dryad talk had been abig joke. The kind of ajoke that springs up among men
whose relationships with real women are confined to the brief intervals between assgnments.

You didn't believeit, you told yoursdf; you knew damned well that no matter what tree you climbed
on whatever planet, no lovely lady df was going to come skipping down some leaf-trellised path and
throw hersdf into your yearning arms. And yet dl the while you weretdling yoursdlf that such athing was
never going to happen, you kept wondering in the dark outlands of your mind where common sense had
never dared set foot, whether some day it might happen.

All during the voyage in from Earth and al during the ride from the spaceport to the village, they had
tossed the joke back and forth. There was—if you took credence in Suhre's and Blueskies and Wright's
talk . .. and in hisown talk too —at least one dryad living in thelast giant tree on Omicron Ceti 18, and



what atime they were going to have catching her!

All right, Strong thought. Y ou saw her. Now let's see you catch her.

It had been the merest glimpse—no more than a suggestion of curves and color and fairy-face—and
astheimage faded from hisretina, his conviction faded too. By thetimethelift pulled him up into the
bower where he'd thought she'd been, he was positive she would not be there. She was not.

He noticed that his hands were trembling. With an effort he steadied them. It wasridiculous to
become upset over aprankish play of sunlight on leaf and limb, he told himself.

Then, at 475 feet, he thought he saw her again.

He had just checked his elevation with Wright when he happened to glance toward the trunk. She
appeared to be leaning against the bark, her long leg braced on the limb he had just come abreast of .
Tenuous of figure, pixyish of features, golden of hair. She couldn't have been over twenty feet away.

"Holdit," hetold Wright in alow voice. When the lift sopped rising, he unfastened his safety belt and
stepped out upon the limb. The dryad did not move.

He walked toward her dowly. Still she did not move. He rubbed his eyesto clear them, half-hoping
shewould not. She went on standing where she was, back propped against the trunk, long legs braced
on the limb; immobile, statuesque. She wore a short tunic woven of leaves, held in place by astrap
looped over her shoulder; delicate sandals, also woven of leaves, interlaced hafway to her calves. He
began to think shewas redl. Then, without warning, she twinkled out of sight.

There was no other phrase for it. She did not walk away or run away or fly away. Inthe strict sense
of the word, she did not even disappear. She was Smply there one second and not there the next
second.

Strong stood till. The exertion he had expended to gain the limb and walk along it had been
negligible, and yet he was sweating. He could fed swesat on his cheeks and forehead and neck; he could
fedl it on his chest and back, and he could fed the sweated dampness of histree-shirt.

He pulled out his handkerchief and wiped hisface. He took one step backward. Another. The dryad
did not reemateridize. Therewas a cluster of leaves where she had been, apatch of sunlight.

Wright's voice sounded in his eareceiver: "Everything dl right?”

Strong hesitated amoment. "Everything'sfing" he said presently. " Just doing alittle reconnaissance.”

"How's she look?'

"She—" Heredlized just in time that Wright was referring to the tree. He wiped hisface again,
wadded up the handkerchief and replaced it in his pocket. "She'sbig,” he said, when he could trust his
voice. "Red hig."

"Well take her al right. We've had big ones before.”

"Not thisbig we haven't."

"Weéll take her anyway.”

"I'll take her," Strong said.

Wright laughed. " Sure you will. But well be hereto help you, justin case ... Ready to 'climb’ again?’

"Inaminute

Strong hurried back to thelift. "Let her go," he said.

He had to cable-cast again at around 500 feet, and again at around 590. At about 650 the foliage
thinned out temporarily and he was able to make a cast of better than one hundred and fifty feet. He sat
back to enjoy theride.

In the neighborhood of 700 feet, he dropped off his tree-tent, blankets and hegting unit on awide
limb, and tied them down. The deeping was aways better in the big branches. As his height increased, he
caught occasiond glimpses of the village. Foliage below, but he could see the outermost ones, and
beyond them the chemically enriched fields that Stretched away to the horizon. Thefieldswere at low ebb
now—gol d-stubbled with the tiny shoots of recently sown wheat, an endemic variety unequaled
elsawherein the galaxy. But by mid-summer the tide would be full and the colonists would regp another
of thefabulous harveststhat were turning them into first-generation millionaires.

He could see the specks of housewives puttering in backyards, and gyro-cars crawling like beetles
through the streets. He could see children the apparent Size of tad-poles swimming in one of the artificia



lakesthat were afeature of each block. All that was missing from the scene was apainter painting a
house or aroofer repairing aroof. And for agood reason: these houses never ran down.

Or hadn't, up till now.

The wood and the carpentry that had gone into their construction was without pardld. Strong had
been insde only one building—the native church that the colonists had converted into a hoted—but the
owner, who was also mayor of the village, had assured him that the hotel, basically, was no morethan a
larger and more ornate counterpart of the other buildings. Strong had never seen such flawless
woodwork before, such perfect pandling. Everything wasin perfect balance, unified to adegree where it
wasimpossbleto tell where foundation and underpinning left off and floor and wall began.

Walls blended into windows and windows blended into walls. Stairways didn't smply descend: they
rippled down like wood-grained rgpids. Asfor artificia lighting, it emanated from the very wood itself.

The Advance Team, in classifying the natives as primitive, had based its conclusion largel y—and
perhaps supidly, Strong thought—on the fact that they had not learned how to use metastill latein their
ethnological tenure. But, the eagerness of the coloniststo preserve the one remaining village (which the
Department of Galactic Lands had permitted) indicated that the miracles the natives had been ableto
perform with wood more than compensated for the miracles they had been unable to perform with iron
and bronze.

He made three more cable-casts before abandoning the lift, then, standing on the limb beneeth the
one over which he had made the fina cast, he buckled on his climber's belt and attached the articles he
would need to its snap-locks. Finaly he transferred the end of the limbline from the base-bar to the
snap-lock nearest hisright hip.

His approximate height now was nine hundred and seventy feet, and the tree had tapered to the
proportions of the long extinct American em. He moved in on the limb to the trunk, fashioned a safety
belt out of his saddle-rope and snubbed himsalf into "walking" position. Then, leaning back at aforty-five
degree angle, he "walked" around the trunk till he could obtain aclear view of the overhead branches.

He chose acentraly located crotch, about seventeen feet up, for the limbline, then coiled the first nine
or ten feet of thelineinto alineman'sloop and pulled up about thirty feet of dack. He had to turn
sdeways on the trunk to make the throw, but he got it off perfectly, and the coil, which comprised the
nucleus of the loop, soared through the crotch and unwound down to where he could easily reach the
ringed end.

He returned to the limb, untied his safety belt, and climbed the double line to the crotch. Omicron
Ceti 18'slighter gravity had reduced his 180 pounds Earth-weight to a festhery 157 ¥z he did not even
draw a deep breath.

After notifying Wright, he settled himsdf comfortably, detached the V-shaped Timken-unit from his
belt and clamped it into place in the crotch. He opened the unit and laid the limb line over the
near-frictionless bearings, then closed the unit and locked it. Although he could not see what was taking
place on the ground, he knew that Wright was directing the relocating of the winch, the snking of new
winch-anchors, and the substitution of the limbline for the winch-cable. The winch-cable, unneeded for
the moment, would be secured to the base of the tree by means of atree-peg.

After testing the Timken-unit by pulling the limbline back and forth severd times, Strong attached the
tree-tongs to the line's ringed end. Then he looked around for a good saddle-crotch. He found one
presently. It was about fifteen feet above him and itslocation promised him excellent accessto the area
he was concerned with—the section ninety feet down from the top of the tree where the limbs began
exceeding the one hundred foot limit Wright had set as maximum crest-length.

After making the throw, he "snaked" the rope down till he could reach it, and tied hissaddle. The
ingruction manua they gave you at treeschool had alot to say about saddles: about the double bowline
tied on the shorter length that provided you with a seat, and the tautline hitch—tied round the longer
length with the dack from the bowline—that gave you maneuverability. The manua had alot to say about
saddle-technique, too: told you how to descend by putting your weight in the seat and exerting pressure
on the top of the hitch; warned you dways to feed the dack through the hitch after you climbed to a
higher level or when you werewalking in from atonging. If you used it right, the manual said, your saddle



was your best friend.

Strong didn't dip into the seet right away. He declared aten-minute break instead. Leaning back in
the limbline crotch, hetried to close his eyes; but the sun got in them, the sun and the leaves and the tree
flowers, and the bright blue patches of sky.

The saddle-rope hung down like asilvery lianafrom the lofty crotch of his choosing, swayed gently in
the morning breeze. The crotch was about twenty feet below the highest point of thetree, or over a
thousand feet above the ground.

The figure was hard to assmilate. He had climbed agood many tall trees, some of them had even run
as high asfive hundred feet. But this one made them seem ingignificant. This one was over athousand feet
high.

A thousand feset! ...

The swaying saddle-rope took on a new meaning. He reached over and touched its knurled surface.
He glanced up aong its double length. Almost before he knew it, he was climbing; hand over hand at
firg, then intertwining hisfeet in the rope and letting it glide between them as he raised his body,
"gstanding” in it while he obtained new hand-holds. Enthusiasm joined his exertion; his blood coursed
warmly through his body; his senses sang. He climbed leisurdly, confidently. When he reached the crotch,
he pulled himsdlf into it and looked upward.

Thetrunk roseinto afina bifurcation some ten feet above. He pressed the tiny studs that released the
stedl spurs contained in the insteps of his tree-boots and stood up. He placed his hands on the dark gray
bark. At this height the trunk was less than afoot in diameter and was as smooth as awoman's throat.
Heraised hisleft foot and brought it down on an angle. Hard. The spur sank deep into the wood. He put
hisweight on hisleft foot and raised hisright. He sank the second spur.

He began to climb.

Even if you closed your eyes, you could tell when you were nearing the top of atree. Any tree. The
crest swayed more and more as your height increased; the trunk grew smaller beneath your hands; the
warmth of the sun intensified as the foliage thinned out around you; your heart begt in ever faster cadence

When he reached the find crotch, Strong dipped one leg through it and looked down upon the
world.

The tree was a green cloud, seen from above now rather than from below—a vast green cloud that
obscured most of the village. Only the outlying houses were visible dong the lacy periphery. Beyond
them the "Great Wheat Sed'—as he had cometo cal it in hismind—rolled soundlessly away to the
horizon.

"Archipdago" would have been a better metgphor than "sea" For there were"idands' wherever you
looked. "Idands’ of rotted villages, sometimes surmounted by the gaunt gray lighthouse of a dead tree,
sometimes littered with the gray debris of afalen one. "Idands’ of storage bins built of durable sted-fail;
"idands’ of equipment sheds built of the same materid and filled with the sowing-copters and lightweight
combines the colonists had |eased from the Department of Gaactic Lands.

Nearer the village there were other, smadler "idands': the sewage disposd plant; the incinerator; the
crematory. Findly there was the brand new "idand" of the lumber mill, where the colonists hoped to
salvage the wood from thistree.

In away the tree would be aharvest in itsdlf, for wood was dear on Omicron Ceti 18—amost as
dear asit was on Earth. But they wouldn't be getting it for nothing, Strong thought; not if you figured the
goodly sum they were going to have to shell out to TreeKillers, Inc. for the tree'sremoval.

Helaughed. He had little sympathy for the colonists. He knew as well as Blueskies what they were
doing to the soil, what Omicron Ceti 18 would look like half acentury in the future. Sometimes he hated
them

But hefound it hard to hate them now. He found it difficult to hate at al, with the morning wind
fluttering histree-shirt and the morning sun fingering hisface and the vast blue sky spread out around his
shoulders and the whole world spread out beneath hisfet.

Helit and smoked a cigarette, and it tasted good on the top of theworld, in the wind and the dien



sun. He smoked it down ttill it stung hisfingers, then ground it out on the ingtep of his boot.

When heraised his hand, there was blood on his forefinger and thumb.

At firgt he thought he had cut himsdlf, but when he wiped the blood away there was no sign of a cut
or even ascratch. He frowned. Could he possibly have injured hisfoot? He leaned forward . . . and saw
the redness of hisinstep and the bloody, dripping spur. He leaned farther forward . . . and saw the
bloody trail his spurs had left on the smooth gray trunk. Finaly he redlized that it wasn't hisblood at all

It wasthetree's.

Thefoliage twinkled in the sun and the wind, and the trunk swayed lazily back and forth. And back
and forth and back and forth

Sap!

He had begun to think that the word would never assert itself, that its false synonym would pre-empt
hismind forever.

It didn't have to be transparent. If the right pigments were present, it could be any color—any color
under the sun. Purple. Green. Brown. Blue. Red—

Blood-red. . ..

There was no reason to assume that, sSmply because a certain characteristic was present in ordinary
trees, it necessarily had to be present in this one. There was no arbored law that said atre€'s juice had
to be colorless.

He began to fed better. Red sap, he thought. Wait'll | tell Wright!

But he didn't say aword about it to Wright when, amoment later, Wright contacted him.

"Almost ready?' Wright asked.

"Not—not quite. Doing alittle reconnaissance.”

"Quite afavorite occupation of yoursthismorning.”

"Inaway."

"Wadl, snceyou're going to keep the dryads dl to yoursdf, | won't try to musclein. Too high for a
middle-aged treeman like mysdlf to be climbing, anyway. Thereason | called wasto tdl you were
knocking off for chow. | suggest you do the same.”

"Will do," Strong said.

But he didn't. He had tree-rationsin his pocket, but he had no appetite to go with them. Instead, he
sat quietly in the crotch and smoked another cigarette, then he descended the trunk to the saddle-rope
crotch. Quite abit of the sap got on his hands and he had to wipe it off on his handkerchief.

He retracted his spurs, intertwined hisfeet in the middle-rope and " skinned" down to the
limbline-crotch. He paused there long enough to dip into his saddle, then he "burned" down to the end of
the limbline, and attached the tongs to his belt. The first one hundred-footer was about twenty feet below
him. He "burned" the rest of the way down toit, the limblinetrailing behind him, and started walking out.
Thelimb was quite large a itsjuncture with the trunk, but it tapered rapidly. When he judged he had
covered two thirds of itslength, he affixed the pointed tongs into the wood, adjusting them so that when
the limbline tightened, they would get afirm bite on thelimb.

The action had acalming effect, and when he tongued on his tranamitter, he was hisusua tree-sdif,
and automaticaly lapsed into the mock-forma mode of address he and Wright sometimes used in their
tree-to-ground exchanges:

"Ready when you are, Mr. Wright."

Therewas apause. Then: "Y ou don't believe in long noonings, do you, Mr. Strong?"

"Not when thereés atree the sSize of this one staring mein the face.”

"I'll turn on the winch. Sound off when the dack isout.”

"Will do, Mr. Wright."

Inits present position the limbline straggled back aong the limb to the trunk, then up the trunk to the
limbline-crotch. When the winch went into action, it rose into asagging arc ... aless pronounced arc ... a
graight line. The limb quivered, cresked—

"Hold it, Mr. Wright."



Hewalked back to the trunk, feeding his saddle-dack through the tautline hitch. At the trunk, he put
hisweight into the seat and "burned” down till he was even with the underside of the limb. Then he leaned
back in the saddle and drew his pistol-shaped cutter. He set the beam for ten feet and directed the
muzzle at the bottom of the limb. He was about to squeeze the trigger when he caught ahint of curves
and color on the periphery of hisvision. He glanced out to where the limb's | eaf-laden branches brushed
the noonday sky

And saw the dryad.

"We'rewaiting for the word, Mr. Strong."

Strong swallowed. Swesat had run down from hisforehead into his eyes. He wiped them on his
shirtdeeve. He till saw the dryad.

Shewas hdlf stting, half reclining, on abough too smal to support her weight, and her wispy garment
blended so flawlesdy with her leafy surroundingsthat if it had not been for her pixy-face and golden
limbs, and her gentle shock of yellow hair, he would have sworn he was not redlly seeing her at dl; and
even asit was, he dmost would have sworn, because her face could have been a newly-opened flower,
her limbs graceful patterns of golden wheat showing through the foliage, and her hair a handful of
unlight.

He wiped his eyes again. But she refused to disappear. He waved to her, feding like afool. She
made no movement. He waved to her again, feeling even morelike afool. He tongued off histransmitter.
"Get out of there!" he shouted. She paid no attention.

"What's the holdup, Strong?* Wright'simpatience was evident both in histone of voiceand in his
dropping of the mock-forma "Mr."

Listen, Strong said to himsdlf: Y ou've climbed hundreds of trees and there wasn't asingledryad in
any of them. Not one. There's no such thing asadryad. There never was such athing. There never will
be. Inthistree or any other tree. And there's no more dryad out there on that limb than there's
champagnein your canteen!

Heforced his eyes back to the underside of the limb towards which his cutter still pointed. He forced
himsalf to squeeze thetrigger. A dit appeared in the wood; he could amost fedl pain. He tongued on his
transmitter. "Up," he said. The limbline twanged asit tightened; the limb sighed. He degpened the
undercut. "Up," he said again. Thistime the limb rose perceptibly. "Now keep a steady strain, Mr.
Wright," he said, and brought the invisible beam of the cutter dowly up through the wood tissue, freezing
the molecular structure inch by inch. Thelimb rose up and back, separating from the stud. By thetime he
finished the cut, it was hanging parald to the trunk and was ready to be lowered.

"Take her down, Mr. Wright!"

"Will do, Mr. Strong!"

He remained where he was while the limb passed, severing the larger subsidiary branches so that
there would be less chance of its hanging up. When thefind section came opposite him, he scrutinized it
closdly. But he saw no sign of adryad.

He naticed that his hands were trembling again, and looking past them he saw something that made
them tremble more: the cutter-beam had temporarily frozen the stub, but the sun was shining full upon it
now, and blood was aready beginning to ooze from the wound

No, not blood. Sep. Red sap. My God, what was the matter with him? All the while he kept his eyes
on the limbline so that he could notify Wright in case the limb became hung up. But the limb proved to be
co-operdive: it dipped smoothly through the lower branches and after awhile, he heard Wright say,
"She'sdown, Mr. Strong. I'm raising the line again.” And then, in ashocked voice: "Did you cut yoursdlf,
Tom?'

"No," Strong said. "That's sap you're looking at.”

"Sap! I'll be damned!" Then: " Suhre saysit looks pink to him. Blueskies, though, saysit'sadeep
crimson. What doesit look like to you, Strong?"

"It lookslike blood," Strong said. He swung around to the other side of the trunk, out of sight of the
stub, and waited for the end of the line to come within reach. While he waited, he gave the next limb
down agood reconnaissance, but he saw no dryad lurking in any of its bowers. By the time hewas



set-up for the next cut, some of his confidence had returned and he had half forgotten about the "blood.”

And then the second limb began its downward journey, and he saw the new "blood" oozing from the
new wound, and hewas sick al over again. But not quite so sick thistime: he was becoming inured.

He severed and sent four more limbs down in quick succession. He was lucky on all of them: not a
single one became hung up. Y ou needed luck when you delimbed atree from the top down rather than
from the bottom up and for that reason the top-to-bottom method was never used except in rare cases
such asthe present one, where the nearest houses were so close that the utmost care had to be taken in
removing the lower, longer limbs. Asthe utmost care could not be taken if overhead growth interfered
with their being drawn straight back against the trunk, the easier bottom-to-top method was out for
Strong.

He was able to remove eight limbs before it became necessary to move the winch to the opposite
sde of thetree. After the winch-shift he removed eight more. An excellent afternoon'swork in any
treeman's book.

At quitting time Wright made the traditiona offer: "Want to come down for the night?’

Strong made the traditiona refusal: "Like hell!™

"The custom of staying in atreetill it'sfinished shouldn't apply to atree the Sze of thisone," Wright
sad.

"Just the same, it does," Strong said. "What's for chow?"

"The mayor's sending you over aspecid plate. I'll send it up inthelift. In the meantime, climbin, and
as soon as we change cables, you can ride down asfar as your tree-tent.”

"Will do."

"We're going to deep at the hotel. I'll keep my eareceiver on in case you need anything.”

The mayor didn't arrive for half an hour, but the plate he brought proved to be worth waiting for.
Strong had spent the time setting up histree-tent, and he ate, now, Sitting cross-legged beforeit. The sun
had set, and the hahaha birds were wearing scarlet patternsin the foliage and screaming araucous
farewell to the day.

Theair grew noticeably colder, and as soon as he finished egting, he got out his heating unit and
turned it on. The manufacturers of outdoor heating unitstook acamper's morale aswel as his physica
comfort into consderation. This one was shaped like asmall campfire and by adjusting adia you could
make its artificia sticks glow bright yellow, deep orange, or cherry-red. Strong chose cherry-red, and the
heat emanating so cheerfully from the tiny atomic batteries drove away some of hisloneliness.

After awhile the moons—Omicron Ceti 18 had three of them—began to rise, and their constantly
changing patterns on leaf and limb and flower had alulling effect. The treg, inits new mood, waslovely.
The hahaha birds had settled down for the night, and as there were no Singing insectsin the vicinity, the
quiet was absolute.

It grew rapidly colder. When it was so cold he could see his breath, he withdrew into histent and
pulled his"campfire" into the triangular doorway. He sat there cross-legged in cherry-red solitude. He
was very tired. Beyond the fire, the limb stretched out in Silver-patterned splendor, and silver-etched
leaves hung immobileinthewindlessnight ...

He saw her only in fragments at first: an argent length of leg, ashimmering softness of arm; the
darkness where her tunic covered her body; the silvery blur of her face. Findly the fragments drew
together, and shewastherein dl her thin paleloveliness. Shewalked out of the shadows and sat down
on the opposite side of thefire. Her face was much clearer now than it had been those other
times—enchanting in itsfairy-smallness of features and bluebird-brightness of eyes.

For along while she did not speak, nor did he, and they sat there silently on either sde of thefire, the
night all around them, silver and slent and black. And then he said:

You were out there on the limb, weren't you? . . . And you were in the bower, too, and leaning
against the trunk.

Inaway, shesad. Inaway | was.

And you live herein thetree

Inaway, shesaid again. Inaway | do. Andthen: Why do Earthmen kill trees?



Hethought amoment. For a variety of reasons, he said. If you're Blueskies, you kill them
because killing them permits you to display one of the few heritages your race bequeathed you
that the white man was unable to take away—your disdain for height. And yet all the while you're
killing them, your Amerind soul writhes in self-hatred, because what you're doing to other landsis
essentially the same as what the white man did to yours ... And if you're Suhre, you kill them
because you were born with the soul of an ape, and killing them fulfills you the way painting
fulfills an artist, the way creating fulfills a writer, the way composing fulfills a musician.

And if you're you?

He discovered that he could not lie: You kill them because you never grew up, hesaid. You kill
them because you like to have ordinary men worship you and pat you on the back and buy you
drinks. Because you like to have pretty girlsturn around and look at you on the street. You kill
them because shrewd oultfits like Tree Killers, Inc. know your immaturity and the immaturity of
the hundreds of others like you, and lure you by offering to provide you with a handsome green
uniform, by sending you to treeschool and steeping you in false tradition, by retaining primitive
methods of tree-removal because primitive methods make you seem almost like a demigod to
someone watching from the ground, and almost like a man to your self.

Take us the Earthmen, she said, the little Earthmen, that spoil the vineyard; for our vineyards
arein blossom.

You stole that from my mind, he said. But you said it wrong. It's 'foxes, not 'Earthmen.’

Foxes have no frustrations. | said it right.

... Yes, hesad, you said it right.

Now | must go. | must prepare for tomorrow. I'll be on every limb you cut. Every falling leaf
will be my hand, every dying flower my face.

I'msorry, hesaid.

| know, shesaid. But the part of you that's sorry lives only in the night. It dies with every
dawn.

I'mtired, hesaid. I'mterribly tired. I've got to Sleep.

Seep then, little Earthman. By your little toy fire, in your littletoy tent . . . Lie back, little
Earthman, and cuddle up in your warm snug bed

Seep. ..
The Second Day

The singing of hahaha birds awakened him, and when he crawled out of histent, he saw them winging
through arbored archways and green corridors; through leaf-laced skylights, and foliaged windows pink
with dawn.

He stood up on the limb, stretched hisarms and filled his chest with the chill morning air. He tongued
on histransmitter. "What'sfor breakfast, Mr. Wright?"

Wright's voice came back promptly: "Fapjacks, Mr. Strong. We're at table now, stashing them away
like mad. But don't worry: the mayor's wifeiswhipping up awhole batch just for you ... Sleep good?”

"Not bad."

"Glad to hear it. Y ou've got your work cut out for you today. Today you'll be getting some of the big
ones. Line up any good dryadsyet?"

"No. Forget the dryads and bring around the flapjacks, Mr. Wright."

"Will do, Mr. Strong.”

After breakfast he broke camp and returned tent, blankets and heating unit to the lift. Then herode
thelift up to where held | eft off the preceding day. He had to lower both the saddle-rope and the limbline;
the saddle rope because of its limited length, the limbline because its present crotch was, too high to
permit maximum leverage. When he finished, he started out on thefirst limb of the day.

He paced off ninety feet and knelt and affixed the tongs. Then he told Wright to take up the limbline
dack. Far below him he could see houses and backyards. At the edge of the square the timber-carriers



were drawn up in a long line, ready to transport the new day's harvest to the mill.

When the line was taut, he told Wright to ease off, then he walked back to the trunk and got into
delimbing position. He raised the cutter, pointed it. He touched the trigger.

I'll be on every limb

The dream rushed back around him and for awhile he could not free himself. He looked out to the
limb's end where the leaf-embroidered subsidiary branches twinkled in the sun and the wind. Thistime he
was surprised when he did not see adryad.

After along while he brought his eyes back to where they belonged, and re-aimed the cutter. For all
men kill the thing they love, he thought, and squeezed thetrigger. By all let this be heard. "Take her
up, Mr. Wright," he said.

When the limb was being lowered, he moved out of theway and severed the larger subsidiary
branches asit passed. Most of them would hang up in the foliage below, but eventually they would end
up on the ground as he worked hisway down the tree. The end branches were too small to bother with
and when they came opposite him, he turned away to inspect the next limb. Just before he did so, one of
the soft leaves brushed his cheek.

It was like the touch of awoman's hand. He recoiled. He wiped his cheek furioudly.

Hisfingers came away red.

It was some time before he redlized that there had been blood—no, not blood, sap—on hisfingers
before he had wiped his cheek; but he was so shaken by then that the redization did little good, and the
little good it did do was cancelled when he moved back to check the limbline and saw the "blood” welling
out of the new stub.

For an insane moment al he could think of was the sump of awoman'sarm.

Presently he became aware of avoicein hismind. "Tom," thevoice said. "Tom! Areyou dl right,
Tom?" It dawned on him that it was Wright's voice and that it wasn't in hismind at al, but emanating from
his eareceiver.

-

"l said, 'Areyou dl right? "

"Yes...I'mdlright.”

"It took you long enough to answer! | wanted to tell you that the lumber mill superintendent just sent
word that all the wood we've removed so far is hdf-rotten. He's afraid they won't be able to salvage any
of it. So watch your step, and make sure your limbline crotches are solid.”

"The tree looks hedlthy enough to me," Strong said.

"Maybe 0, but don't trust it any further than you have to. It doesn't add up in more ways than one. |
sent severa samples of the sgp to the village lab, and they say that in its crude state—that's before it goes
through the photosynthes s process—it contains an unusually high concentration of nutrients, and in its
elaborated stage—that's after it goes through the photosynthesis process—it consists of twice as many
carbohydrates and twice as much oxygen as even a healthy thousand-foot tree needsto sustain itself.
And not only that, they say that there's no pigment present that could possibly account for the sap's
unusud color. So maybe we just imagine we're seeing “blood'."

"Or maybe the tree induces us to imagine were seeing "blood," " Strong said.

Wright laughed. ™Y ou've been consorting with too many dryads, Mr. Strong. Watch yourself now."

"Will do," Strong said, tonguing off.

Hefdlt better. At least he wasn't the only one who was bothered by the "blood.” The next cut did not
bother him nearly so much, even though the stub "bled" profusely. He "burned” down to the next limb and
started out upon it. Suddenly he felt something soft beneath hisfoot. Glancing down, he saw that he had
stepped on aflower that had fallen either from the crest or from one of the limbs he had just removed. He
stooped over and picked it up. It was crushed and its stem was broken, but even dying, it somehow
managed to convey a poignant suggestion of awoman's face.

He attacked the tree, hoping that action would blunt his perceptions.

Heworked furioudy. Sgp got on his hands and stained his clothing, but he forced himsdlf to ignoreit.
Heforced himsdf to ignore the tree-flowers, too, and the leaves that sometimes caressed hisface. By



noon he had cut hisway down past the limb where he had spent the night, and above him nearly three
hundred feet of stubbed trunk roseinto the foliaged crest.

He made afew swift caculations: the crest represented about ninety feet; the distance from the
ground to the first limb was two hundred and e ghty-seven feet; he had de-limbed nearly three hundred
feet. Roughly, then, he had about three hundred and fifty feet to go.

After abrief lunch of tree-rations, he went back to work. The sun was blistering now, and he missed
the limbs and |eaves that had shaded him yesterday. He had to keep moving his saddle-ropeto lower
and lower stub-crotches, but the length of the lower limbs made moving the limbline unnecessary. Hewas
alittle awed, despite himsdlf, at their size. Even when you knew that the line you were using couldn't
break, it was unnerving to watch so thin a cable pull atwo- to three-hundred-foot limb from a horizontal
to avertica postion and then support if while it was being lowered to the ground.

Thetree "bled" more and more as his downward progress continued. The "blood" from the upper
stubs kept dripping down into the lower branches, smearing limbs and leaves and making hiswork a
nightmare of incarnadine fingers and red-splotched clothing. Severd times he came closeto giving up, but
each time he reminded himsdlf that if he did not finish the job, Suhre, who had drawn the second longest
blade of grass, would; and somehow the thought of Suhre'sinsengtive fingers manipulating the cutter
beam was even more unendurable than the "blood.” So he persisted, and when the day was done, he had
less than two hundred feet to go.

He pitched histent on the topmost lower limb, some five hundred feet down from the crest, and
asked Wright to send up water, soap and towels. When Wright complied, he stripped, soaped himself
thoroughly, and rinsed the sogp suds away. After drying himself, he washed out his clothesin the
remaining water and hung them over the campfire. He felt better. When Wright sent up his
supper—another specia plate prepared by the mayor's wife—he ate cross-legged before histent, a
blanket wrapped around his shoulders. By the time he finished, his clothes were dry, and he put them on.
The stars came out.

He opened the thermo-cup of coffee that had accompanied his meal and smoked a cigarette between
sps.

Hewondered if she would come tonight.

The night grew chill. At length thefirst moon rose, and before long her two silvery Ssters came too.
Their argent radiance transformed the tree. The limb on which he sat seemed part of ahuge configuration
of limbsthat formed the petds of amassive flower. And then he saw the stubbed and ugly trunk rising out
of theflower's center and the metaphorical illusion collgpsed.

But he did not turn his eyes away. He stood up instead and faced the trunk and looked up at the
crud caricature he had created. Up, up he looked, to where the crest showed dark and lustrous against
the sky, aslovely asawoman's hair ... There was aflower tucked in her hair, he noticed; alondly flower
glowing softly in the moonlight.

He rubbed his eyes and looked again. The flower was ill there. It was an unusua flower, quite
unlike the others: 1t bloomed just above the highest crotch—the crotch where he had first seen her
blood.

The moonlight grew brighter. He located the limbline-crotch up there, and followed the limbline down
with his eyesto where he had secured it after the day's operations. He reached out and touched it and it
felt good to hisfingers, and presently he began climbing in the moonlight.

Up, up hewent, his biceps knatting, hislaterds sivelling againgt his shirt. Up into moonlight, into
magic. The lower branches dwindled into a silvery mass beneath him. When he came to the saddle-rope
crotch, he pulled the rope free and coiled and dung it over his shoulder. He felt no tiredness, knew no
shortness of bresth. It wasn't until he reached the limb line-crotch that his arms became weary and his
breathing rapid. He coiled alineman'sloop and threw it through a stub-crotch some fifteen feet above his
head. Eight more throws brought him up to the original saddle-rope crotch. His chest wastight, and his
swollen muscles throbbed with pain. He released his spurs and started up the final section of the trunk.
When he reached the highest crotch, he saw her sitting on an overhead bough, and the flower was her
face.



She made room for him on the bough, and he sat down beside her, and far below them the tree
gpread out like ahuge upended umbrella, the lights of the village twinkling like colored raindrops dong its
|eaf-embroidered edges. She was thinner, he saw, and paer, and there was a sadnessin her eyes.

You tried to kill me, didn't you? he said, when his breath came back. You didn't think I could
make it up here.

| knew you could make it, shesaid. Tomorrow iswhen I'll kill you. Not tonight.

How?

|— don't know.

Why should you want to kill me? There are other trees—if not here, then in some other land.

For methereisonly one, shesad.

We always make jokes about dryads, he said. Myself and the others. It's funny though: it never
occurred to any of us that if there was such a thing as a dryad, we'd be the most logical peoplein
the galaxy for her to hate.

You don't understand, shesaid.

But | do understand. | know how I'd feel if | had a home of my own and somebody came
around and started tearing it down.

Itisn't really likethat at all, she said.

Why isn't it like that? The treeisyour home, isn't it? Do you livein it all alone?

... Yes, shesad. I'mall alone.

I'mall alone, too, he said.

Not now, shesaid. You're not alone now.

No. Not now.

Moonlight washed down through the foliage, spattering their shoulders with silver drops. The Great
Wheat Seawas silver now, instead of gold, and adead tree in the distance showed like the silver mast of
asunken ship, its dead branches empty booms where foliage sails had fluttered, in summer sunlight and
warm winds, on spring mornings when the first breeze came up, on autumn afternoons before the frosts

What did adryad do, he wondered, when her tree died? She dies, too, she answered, before he had
achanceto ask.

But why?

You wouldn't under stand.

Hewasslent. Then: Last night | thought | dreamed you. After | awoke this morning, | was sure
| dreamed you.

You had to think you dreamed me, she said. Tomorrow you'll think you dreamed me again.

No, hesad.

Yes, shesad. You'll think so because you have to think so. If you think otherwise, you won't be
ableto kill the tree. You won't be able to stand the sight of the 'blood." You won't be able to accept
yourself as sane.

Perhaps you'reright.

| know I'mright, shesaid. Horribly right. Tomorrow you'll ask yourself how there can possibly
be such a thing as a dryad, especially one that speaks English, especially one that quotes poetry
out of my mind; especially one that has the power to entice me into climbing over five hundred
feet, at the risk of my life, just so | can sit on a moonlit limb talking to her.

Come to think of it, how can there be? he sad.

There, you see? It isn't even morning yet, and already you're beginning not to believe. You're
beginning to think again that I'm nothing more than a play of light on leaves and limbs; that I'm
nothing more than a romantic image out of your loneliness.

There'saway to tell, he said, and reached out to touch her. But she euded his hand and moved
farther out on the bough. He followed, and felt the bough sag beneath him.

Please don't, she said. Please don't. She moved farther avay, so pale and thin now that he could
hardly see her against the starred darkness of the sky.



| knew you weren't real hesaid. You couldn't have been real.

Shedid not answer. He strained his eyes—and saw |eaf and shadow and moonlight, and nothing
more. He started moving back toward the trunk, and suddenly he felt the bough bend beneath him and
heard the sound of fibers parting. The bough did not break al at once. Instead it bent in toward the tree
and hewas able, just before it snapped free, to throw both his arms around the trunk and to cling there
long enough to sink hisspurs.

For along time he did not move. He listened to the diminishing swish of the bough's passage, heard
the prolonged whisper of itsjourney through the foliage far below, the faint thud asit hit the ground.

At last he started down. The descent was unreal, seemed endless.

He crawled into the tent and pulled the campfire in after him. Histirednessbuzzed in hisbrain likea
deepy swarm of bees. He wanted desperately to have done with the tree. To hell with tradition, he
thought. Hed finish the delimbing, then Suhre could take over.

But he knew hewas lying in histeeth; that held never let Suhre touch a cutter beam to so much asa
sngle branch. Felling this tree was no job for an ape. Felling this tree was ajob for aman.

Presently hefdl adeep, thinking of thelast limb.

The Third Day

It wasthe last limb that nearly got him.

Noon had arrived by the time he had severed the others, and he stopped to eat. He had hardly any
appetite. Thetree, limbless and graceful for the first two hundred and eighty-seven feet, stubbed and
grotesque for the next six hundred and forty-five, green and symmetrica for the remaining ninety, made
him sick just to look at it. Only the thought of Suhre climbing into those dying branches made it possible
for himto go on. If thething you loved had to be killed, then it were best for you yourself to do it; for if
mercy could be apart of murder, certainly alover was best quaified to bestow it.

Thefirg limb had findly become the last limb, and extended amost five hundred incongruous feet
over the square and the village. After hefinished eating, he started walking out on it. When he had paced
off three hundred and thirty feet, he affixed the tongs. They werethe largest pair the company owned,
and, while light, were extremely unwieldy. But he findly got them set up the way he wanted them, and he
paused a moment to rest.

The limb was narrow enough at this point for him to see over its edge. He had quite an audience:
Wright and Suhre and Blueskies of course, and the timber-carrier drivers; and in addition there were
hundreds of colonists, clustered in the streets beyond the roped off area, looking up with wondering
faces. Somehow their presencefailed to give him the gratifying thrill amateur audiences usudly gave him.
Instead he found himsalf wondering what they would do if he were to drop the limb straight down. It
would be good for at least a score of houses, and if he were to jJump-cut it, it would be good for half that
many more.

Abruptly he redlized his gpostasy and tongued on histranamitter: "Take her up, Mr. Wright."

The tightened limbline lent the effect of a suspension bridge supported by asingle cable. Hewaked
back to the trunk, and when he reached it, got into delimbing position. He drew and aimed his cutter. As
he squeezed the trigger, aflock of hahahabirds erupted from the foliage at the limb'send. "Take her up
some more, Mr. Wright."

The limb groaned, rose dightly. The hahaha birds flew three times around the trunk, then soared up
into the crest and out of sight. He cut again. It was the sunward side of the tree, and the sap began to
ooze out of the dit and trickle down the trunk. He shuddered, cut some more. "Keep a steady strain, Mr.
Wright." Thelimb rose, inch by inch, foot by foot. Awesomely, monstroudy. Some of the others had
been giants; this one dwarfed them. "A little faster, Mr. Wright. She'stwisting my way."

The limb steadied, rose back, back toward the trunk. He stole aglance below. Suhre and Blueskies
had finished cutting the last limb he had sent down into sections smdl enough for the carrier-winchesto
handle, and were watching him intently. Wright was standing by the tree-winch, his eyesfocused on the
risng limb. The square down there had areddish cast. So had the three men's clothing.



Strong wiped hisface on his stained shirtdeeve and returned his attention to the cut. Hetried to
concentrate on it. The limb was aimost perpendicular now, and the critica moment had arrived. He
wiped hisface again. Lord, the sun was hot! And there was no shade to protect him. No shade
whatsoever. Not avestige, not amote, not aniota of shade. . .

He wondered what price tree-shade would bring if there were an acute shortage of it throughout the
gaaxy. And how would you sdl it if you had someto sell? By the cubic foot? By the temperature? By the
qudlity?

Good morning, madam I'min the tree-shade business. | deal inrare tree-shades of all kinds: in
willow-shade, oak-shade, appletree-shade, maple-shade, to name just a few. Today I'm running a
special on a most unusual kind of tree-shade newly imported from Omicron Ceti 18. It's deep,
dark, cool and refreshing—ust the thing to relax you after a day in the sun—and it's positively the
last of its kind on the market. You may think you know your tree-shades, madam, but you have
never known a tree-shade like this one. Cool winds have blown through it, birds have sung in it,
dryads have frolicked in it the day long—

"Srong!"

He came out of it like aswimmer coming out of the depths of the sea. The limb was swinging darkly
towards him, twisting free from the stub aong the uneven line of hisundercut. He could hear the loud
ripping of wood tissue and the grinding sound of bark against bark. He saw the "blood.”

Hetried to legp out of the way, but hislegs had turned to lead and &l he could do was watch the
relentless approach and wait till those tons and tons of solid fiber broke completely free and descended
upon him and blended his blood with their own.

He closed hiseyes. Tomorrow iswhen I'll kill you, she had said. Not tonight. He heard the heavy
thungg asthelimbline tautened beneath the full weight of the limb, and he fdt the tree shudder. But he
knew no crushing impact, no scraping of smashed body against the trunk. He knew nothing but the
darkness of his closed eydids and the feding that time had ceased to pass.

"Strong! For God's sake get out of therel!™

He opened his eyesthen. Thelimb, at the last moment, had swung the opposite way. Now it was
swinging back. Life returned to hislegs, and he scrambled and clawed hisway around the trunk. The tree
was gtill shuddering and he was unable to brace himself in his saddle, but he managed to cling to the
bark-prominencestill the shock-waves died avay. Then he worked hisway back around the trunk to
where the limb was swinging gently back and forth on the end of the limb-line.

"All right, Strong. That'sal for you. I'm grounding you right now!"

Looking down, he saw Wright standing by the winch, hands on hips, gazing angrily up a him.
Blueskies had taken over the winch-controls, and Suhre was buckling on his climber'sbelt. The limb was
rapidly nearing the ground.

So I'm grounded, Strong thought.

Hewondered why he didn't fed relieved. He'd wanted to be grounded, hadn't he?

Helay back in his saddle and looked up at his handiwork: at the macabre stubs and the disembodied
crest. There was something beautiful about the crest, something unbearably beautiful. It was more gold
than green, more like awoman's hair than limbs and leaves

"Did you hear me, Strong? | said you were grounded!”

Suddenly he thought of Suhre climbing up into those lovely golden tresses, defiling them with his
brutal hands; raping them, destroying them. If it had been Blueskies he wouldn't have cared. But Suhre!

Helowered his eyesto the limbline-crotch. Thelast limb had reached the ground by now, and the
limbline was no longer in motion. His eyestraced its Slvery length down the trunk to whereit hung
severa feet away, and he reached out and grasped it and climbed it to the top of the stub he had just
created. He dipped out of his saddle, pulled the rope down, coiled and dung it over his shoulder

"I'mtdling you for the last time, Strong!"

"To hdl with you, Wright," Strong said. "Thisis my treg!™

He gtarted up the limbline. Wright cursed him steadily for the first hundred feet, changed to amore
conciliatory tone when he passed the halfway mark. Strong paid no attention. "All right, Tom," Wright



sadfindly, "finish it then. But don't try to climb dl the way to the crest. Usethelift.”

"Shovethelift,” Strong said.

He knew he was being unreasonable, but he didn't care. He wanted to climb; he wanted to use his
strength; he wanted to hurt his body; he wanted to know pain. He began to know it some two hundred
feet down from the limbline-crotch. By the time he reached the crotch he knew it well. But not aswell as
he wanted to know it, and, without pausing, he coiled alineman's loop, threw it through an overhead
stub-crotch, and continued his ascent. It took him three more throws to make the first crest-limb, and he
pulled himself gratefully into leafswveet coolness. His muscles screamed and hislungs burned and his
throat felt like caked mud.

When some of his strength returned, he drank sparingly from his canteen, then helay quietly inthe
coolness, not thinking, not moving, not feding. Vaguely he heard Wright's voice—"Y ou're adamned fool,
but you're agood treeman, Mr. Strong!" But he was too exhausted to answer.

Gradualy therest of his strength returned, and he stood up on the limb and smoked a cigarette. He
looked up into the foliage, located his origina saddle-rope crotch, and threw for it. From the crotch he
began a systematic scrutiny of the crest. He didn't really expect to find her; but before he made thefirst
topping he had to know that she wasn't there.

Hahahabirds eyed him with half-moon eyes. Tree-flowers bloomed in bowers. Sun-dappled leaves
quiveredin alittle breeze.

He wanted to cal out to her, but he didn't know her name. If she had aname. Funny held never
thought to ask her. He stared at unusud twists of limbs, at unique patterns of leaves. He looked long at
tree-flowers. If shewas not here, she was nowhere

Unless, during the night, she had |ft the tree and hidden herself in one of the vacated houses. But he
did not think she had. If shewasreal and not hisfancy, she would never leave her tree; and if she wasn't
rea and was hisfancy, she couldn't leave her tree.

Apparently she was neither: the crest was empty—empty of her flower-face, her leafy tunic, her
whesat-hued length of leg and arm; her sunny hair. He Sighed. He didn't know whether to be relieved or
disappointed. He had dreaded finding her because if she'd been in the crest, he wouldn't have known
what to do. But now he knew that he had dreaded not finding her, too.

"What are you doing up there, Mr. Strong? Saying good bye to your dryad?’

Startled, he looked down into the square. Wright and Suhre and Blueskieswere atrio of amost
indistinguishable specks. "Just looking her over, Mr. Wright," he said. "The crest, | mean. There's about
ninety feet of her, think you can handle that much al a once?'

"I'll take achance, Mr. Strong. But | want the rest in fifty-foot sections, aslong as the diameter of the
trunk permits.”

"Stand by then, Mr. Wright."

The crest, when it fell, seemed to bow goodbye to the sky. Hahaha birds erupted from it, streaked in
ascarlet haze toward the horizon. It floated down to the ground like a green cloud, and the swish of its
leaves was like the pattering of athousand summer raindrops.

The tree shook like the shoulders of awoman sobbing.

"Well done, Mr. Strong," Wright said presently. "Now as nearly as| can estimate, you can get about
eleven fifty-footers before the increasing diameter of the trunk rules them out. Then you'll haveto take
two one hundred-footers. If you drop them right, they shouldn't give usany trouble. That'll leave some
two hundred feet for the base-cut, and you'll haveto fdl it so that the |last fifty feet comes down in one of
the village streets; welll figure that out when you get down here. Soin dl, then, you've got fourteen more
cutsto make. Think you can finish up today?'

Strong looked at hiswatch. "1 doubt it, Mr. Wright."

"If you can, fine. If you can't, weve got al day tomorrow. Just don't take any chances, Mr. Strong."

Thefirst fifty-footer nosed into the black soil of the square, paused amoment, then toppled on its
sde. The second followed in itswake—

And the third and the fourth—

It was funny, Stirong thought, the way physical activity kept everything sane and in place. He found it



hard to believe now that less than haf an hour ago he had been looking for adryad. That lessthan
twenty-four hours ago he had been talking to one. . .

And thefifth and the Sxth—

On the seventh, his pace began to dow. He was nearing the half-way mark and the diameter of the
trunk had increased to nearly thirty feet. Snubbing himsdlf to it was no longer possible, to get into topping
position, he had to drive tree-pegs and run hisimprovised safety-belts through the dot in their end. But
the dower pace gave Suhre and Blueskies a chance to cut the increasingly larger sectionsinto suitable
dimensionsfor the carriers. They had falen behind; now they were beginning to catch up. The colonists,
according to Wright, had given up hope of salvaging the wood and were piling it in acleared areawdll
away from the mill, preparatory to burning it.

Earlier in the afternoon awind had sprung up. Now it began to die. The sun grew hotter; the tree
"bled" more and more. Strong kept glancing down into the square. With its red-tinted grass and
stub-gored sod, it had some of the aspects of acharnel house; but he was hungry for the fed of earth
beneath hisfeet, and even "blood"-stained ground looked good to him.

He squinted repeatedly at the sun. Hed been in the tree nearly three days now, and did not relish
gpending ancther night in its branches. Or rather, inits stubs. But he had to admit after he finished thefind
fifty-footer, that he was going to have to. By then the sun was dmost out of sight beyond the Great
Whesat Sea, and he knew he couldn't possibly drop even thefirst hundred-footer before darknessfell.

Thelowest stub upon which he now stood was roomy enough for twenty tree-tents. Wright
cable-cast over it (thelift had been lowered earlier in the afternoon, and the winch-cable reded in), and
sent up his supplies and supper. Supper turned out to be another of the mayor's specia plates. After
setting up histree-tent, Strong picked at the food indifferently; his appetite of yesterday was gone.

Hewas so tired that he didn't even wash-though Wright had sent up soap and water, too—and when
he finished egting, helay back on the coarse bark and watched the silver rising of the moons and the pale
whispering into life of the stars. Thistime when she came, she tiptoed up and sat down beside him and
gazed into hisface with her blue sad eyes. The whiteness of her skin shocked him, and the thinness of her
cheeks made him want to cry.

| looked for you this morning, hesaid. | couldn't find you. Where do you go when you
disappear?

Nowhere, shesad.

But you must go somewhere

You don't understand, shesaid.

No, hesaid. | guess| don't. | guess| never will.

Yes you will, shesaid. Tomorrow you'll understand. Tomorrow will be too late.

Tonight istoo late. Yesterday wastoo late. It was too late before you even climbed into the
tree.

Tell me, hesaid. Are you a member of the race that built the village?

In away, shesad.

How old are you?

| don't know, shesaid.

Did you help to build the village?

| built the village alone.

Now you'relying, hesaid.

| never lie, shesad.

What happened to the original race?

They grew up. They ceased to be simple. They became complex and sophisticated, civilized.
And as they became civilized, they began ridiculing the customs of the ancestors as being all
ignorance and superstition, and they set up new customs. They made things of iron and bronze,
and it took them less than one hundred years to destroy an ecological balance that not only had
hel ped to keep them alive but had supplied them with a reason to live—a reason so strong that it
was almost a life-force. When they discovered what they had done, they were horrified; but they



made the discovery too late.

And so they died?

You've seen their villages.

Yes, |'ve seen their villages, hesaid. And I've read in the Advance Team's report about the
death-caves in the northern barrens into which they crawled with their children to die. But what
about this village? They could have saved this one in the same way we are by removing the tree.

She shook her head. You still don't understand, she said. In order to receive, one must also give:
that was the law they broke. Some of them broke it sooner than others, but eventually all of them
broke it and had to pay the penalty.

You'reright, hesaid. | don't understand.

Tomorrow you will. Tomorrow everything will be clear.

Last night you tried to kill me, he said. Why?

| didn't try to kill you. You tried to kill yourself. Today waswhen | tried to kill you.

With the limb?

With the limb.

But how?

It doesn't matter. All that mattersis, | didn't. Couldn't.

Where will you go tomorrow?

Why should you care where | go?

| do.

You couldn't possibly bein love with me

How do you know | couldn't be?

Because- Because

Because | don't think you're real?

You don't, do you? she said.

| don't know what to think, he said. Sometimes | think you are, some times | think you aren't.

I'masreal asyou are, shesad. Though in a different way.

He reached up abruptly, and touched her face. Her skin was soft and cold. As cold as moonlight, as
soft asaflower. It wavered before his eyes; her whole body wavered. He sat up, turned towards her.
Shewas light and shadow, leaf and flower; the scent of summer, the breath of night. He heard her voice.
It was s0 faint he could hardly make out her words: You shouldn't have done that. You should have
accepted me for what | was. Now you've spoiled it. Now we must spend our last night together,
alone.

So you weren't real after all, hesaid. You were never real. No answer.

But if you weren't real, | must have imagined you, hesaid. And if | imagined you, how could
you tell methings| didn't know?

No answer.

Hesad: You make what I'm doing seem like a crime. But it isn't a crime. When a tree becomes
a menace to a community, it should be removed.

No answer.

Just the same, I'd give anything if it didn't have to be thisway, he said.

Slence.

Anything at all

The space beside him remained empty. He turned, finally, and crawled into histent and drew his
campfirein after him. Histiredness had turned him numb. He fumbled with his blankets with numb fingers,
wrapped them around his numb body. He drew up his numb knees and hugged them with his numb
ams.

"Anything a dl," hemurmured. "Anythinga dl . . ."

The Fourth Day



Sunlight seeping through the tent-wall awoke him. He kicked free of his blankets and crawled out
into the morning. He saw no scarlet winging of hahahabirds; he heard no morning birdsong. Thetreewas
dlent inthe sunlight. Empty. Dead.

No, not quite dead. A cluster of leaves and flowers grew green and white and lovely by the entrance
of the tent. He could not beet to ook at them.

He stood up on the stub and breathed deeply of the morning air. It was agentle morning. Mist was
risng from the Great Wheat Seaand a scattering of cirrus clouds hung in the bright blue sky like
new-washed laundry. He walked to the end of the stub and looked down. Wright was oiling the winch.
Suhre was cutting up the last fifty-footer. Blueskieswas nowherein sight.

"Why didn't you wake me, Mr. Wright?'

Wright looked up, located hisface. "Thought you could stand afew extrawinks, Mr. Strong."

"Y ou thought correctly ... Wheresthe Amerind?"

"The buffalo caught up to him again. He's drowning them at the hotel bar.”

A two-whedled gyro-car pulled into the square and a plump man carrying a basket got out. The
mayor, Strong thought. Breakfast. He waved, and the mayor waved back.

The contents of the basket proved to be ham and eggs and coffee. Strong ate hurriedly, then
collgpsed histent, folded it, and sent it down on the lift along with his blankets and campfire. He got
ready for the first cut. It would be considerably less than one hundred feet because the stub was centered
on the three hundred foot mark. 1t came off perfectly, and he "burned” down in his saddle for the second.
Thisonewould haveto go at least one hundred and twenty feet in order to leave the maximum of two
hundred for the base-cut. He estimated the distance carefully.

After notching the section on the side Wright wanted thefdll, he worked hisway around toward the
opposite side of the trunk, playing out his saddle-rope as he went. The bark-prominences and the
fissures made the operation relatively smple, and he even paused now and then to look down into the
sguare. The square was closer now than it had been for days, and it and the houses and the streets
looked strange from his new perspective, as did the hordes of colonists watching from beyond the
vacated area.

Wright informed him when he was directly opposite the center of the notch, and he drove atree-peg.
It took but amoment to transfer his saddle from the overhead stub-crotch to the peg-dot. He leaned
back in the seat, braced hisfeet against one of the bark-prominences, and began the cuit.

He began it gingerly. He was working with thousands of tons and the least miscalculation could bring
those thousands of tons down upon him. The trouble was, he had to cut above the tree-peg, and to do so
he had to hold the cutter at arm's length above his head, a the same time keeping the line of the beam at
right anglesto the trunk.

It was atricky operation and demanded good eyesight and excellent judgment. Ordinarily Strong
possessed both, but today he wastired. He didn't have any idea quite how tired till he heard Wright
shout.

It was the bark-prominences that had thrown him off. He redlized that ingtantly. Instead of using the
whole of thevisbletrunk in estimating his beam-angle, he had used only alimited areaand the
prominencesin that areaweren't true. However, the realization did him no good: the one hundred and
twenty foot section was adready toppling towards him, and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

It waslike clinging to the face of acliff and seeing the entire top section start falling outward in adow
but inevitable arc that would eventually enclose him between earthen jaws. The jawswerewood in this
case, but the analogy was basically accurate: the fate of a gnat squeezed between two handfuls of earth
differsbut little from the fate of agnat squeezed between two sticks.

Hefelt nothing; terror had not yet had time to take root. He watched wonderingly while thefaling
section blotted out the sun and turned the fissures between the bark-prominencesinto dark caves. He
listened wonderingly to avoice that he was sure was emanating from his own brain, but which could not
be emanating from his own brain because it was too sweet and poignant to have hismind asa
source-place.

Into the fissure. Hurry!



He could not see her; he wasn't even sure it was her voice. But his body responded, squeezing itsalf
into the nearest fissure, squirming back asfar asit could go. Another second and the effort would have
been wasted, for the moment his shoulder touched the backwall of the fissure, the upended buit of the
section came thundering down tearing his tree-peg out by the stedl roots; roaring, crashing, splintering,
findly passng from sght.

Thefissurefilled with sunlight. Except for himsdf, it wasempty.

Presently he heard the heavy thud as the section struck the ground. Another, more prolonged, thud
followed, and he knew that it had landed head-on and then fallen lengthwise into the square. He waited
amost hopefully for the sounds of splintering wood and breaking glass and the other sundry sounds
houses make when a heavy object drops upon them, but he heard nothing.

Thefissure had no floor. He was holding himsdlf in position by pressing hisknees against onewall
while pressing hisback againgt the other. Now he inched hisway to the mouth and peered down into the
square.

The section had landed on an angle, plowing ahuge furrow in the earth, gouging out ancient buria
artifacts and bits of human bones. Afterwards it had toppled back away from the nearer houses. Wright
and Suhre were running up and down itslength, looking for his mangled body. He heard himsdlf laughing.
He knew it was himsdlf; not because he recognized his voice, but because there was no oneelsein the
fissure. Helaughed till his chest hurt and he could barely bregthe, till there was no more hysterialeft in
him. Then, when his breath came back, he tongued on histransmitter and said: "Are you looking for me,
Mr. Wright?"

Wright went rigid. He turned, looked up. Suhre followed suit. For amoment no one said aword. At
last Wright raised hisarm and wiped hisface on hisshirtdeeve. "All | got to say, Mr. Strong,” he sad, "is
that you got agood dryad watching over you." And then: "Come down, man. Come down. | want to
shake your hand!"

It got through to Strong finally that he could go down; that his work, except for the base-cut, was
finished.

He pulled up his dangling tree-peg, re-droveit, and "burned" down the saddle-rope in fifty foot
spurts. He cut the last spurt short, dipped out of the seat, and leaped the final few feet to the ground.

The sunwas a meridian. He had been in the tree three and one half days.

Wright came up and shook his hand. So did Suhre. At length he became aware that he was shaking
hands with athird party. The mayor had returned, bringing specid plates for everybody thistime plusa
st of collgpsibletables and chairs.

"WEélII never forget you, my boy," hewas saying, his dew-lapped jawsjiggling. "Well never forget
you! | caled aspecial meeting of the board last night on your behalf, and we voted unanimoudly to erect
adtatue of you in the square after the ssump had been burned out. We're going to inscribe the words,
"The Man Who Saved Our Beloved Village at its base. Quite a heroic inscription, don't you think? But
it's no more than you deserve. However, today—tonight, | want to express my gratitude in amore
tangibleway. | want you—and your friends, too, of course—to be my guests at the hotel. Every thing will
be on the house."

Suhre said: "1've been waiting to hear those words!" Wright said: "WEell be there." Strong didn't say
anything. Finally the mayor released his hand, and the four of them sat down to dinner. Steaks brought al
the way from the southern hemisphere, mushrooms imported from Omicron Ceti 14, tossed sdad, green
pess, fresh bread, apricot pie, coffee.

Strong forced the food down. He had no appetite. What he realy wanted was adrink. Many drinks.
But it was too soon. He till had one more cut to go. Then he could drink. Then he could help Blueskies
drown the buffalo. On the house. "The Man Who Saved Our Beloved Village." Fill her up, bartender. Fill
her up again. | did not wear my scarlet cloak, bartender. For blood and wine are red, bartender. And
blood and wine were on my hands when they found me with the dead, the poor dead woman
whom | loved and murdered in her bed ...

The mayor had an excellent gppetite. His beloved village was safe now. Now he could St by hisfire
and count his creditsin peace. He wouldn't have to worry any more about the tree. Strong felt like the



little Dutch boy who had thrust his hand in the hole in the dike and saved the burghers houses from the
sea

He was glad when the meal was over, glad when Wright leaned back in his chair. "What do you say,
Mr. Strong?" "'l say let's get it over with, Mr. Wright."

They got up. The mayor took histable and chairs, climbed in his gyro-car and joined the other
colonists beyond the danger area. The village sparkled in the sunlight. The streets|ooked as though they
had just been scrubbed, and the houses with their elaborate decor, looked like gingerbread fresh from
the oven. Strong stopped fedling like the little Dutch boy and started to fed like Jack the Giant-Killer. It
was time to chop down the bean-stalk.

He took up his position at the base of the trunk and began the notch. Wright and Suhre stood just
behind him. He cut the notch carefully so that the trunk could not fail to fal in the direction Wright had
designated. He cut it deep and true, and when he finished, he knew the trunk would obey him. He
walked around to its opposite Sde, Wright and Suhre following. No one spoke. It felt strange to be
walking on solid ground. He kept expecting to fed the tug of the saddle-seet againgt his buttocks, the
drag of thelimb-line on hisbelt. Thetips of hisboots were red, he noticed. Red from the
"blood"-drenched grass.

Hetook up hisfinal position and raised his cutter. He squeezed the trigger. The coward does it with
a kiss, hethought, the treeman with a sword. A dit gppeared in the fissured trunk. Its edges began to
redden. The most modern of swords, manufactured in New America, Venus, and guaranteed never
to become dull—

Never to show mercy.

"Blood" ran down the bark, discoloring the grass. The invisible blade of the cutter svung back and
forth and back and forth. The two hundred foot stub that once had been atall proud tree shuddered.
Sowly it began its passage to the ground.

There was the prolonged swishing sound of the descent; the thick and thunderous sound of the
descent's end; the quick brief trembling of the earth ...

The surface of the massive ssump grew bright red in the sunlight. Strong let the cutter fall to the
ground. He circled the sump, stumbling now and then, till he cameto the building-high length of the fallen
stub. It had dropped just as he had wanted it to, its uppermost section landing neatly between two of the
rows of houses. But he did not care about the houses any more. He had never cared about them redlly.
He continued walking, gazing steedfadtly at the ground. He found her presently, near the edge of the
square. He had known hewould find her if he looked hard enough. She was sunlight and meadow
flower, atransent pattern of grass. He could not see al of her—only her waist and breasts and arms and
lovely dying face. Therest of her was crushed benegth the stub: her hips, her legs, her smdll,
|eaf-sandaed feet—"Forgive me," he said, and saw her smile and nod her head, and saw her die; and the
grass come back, and the meadow flower, and the sun.

Epilogue

The man who had saved the beloved village placed his elbows on the bar that had once been an
atar, inthe hotd that had once been a church. "Weve come to drown the buffalo, mayor,” he said.

The mayor, who in honor of the occasion had taken over the duties of bartender, frowned.

"He means," Wright said, "that wed like around of drinks."

The mayor beamed. "May | recommend,” he said, "our finest Martian bourbon, distilled from the
choicest maize of the Mare Erythraeum?”

"Bring it forth from your cob-webbed crypt and well try it," Strong said.

"It'san excdllent bourbon," Blueskies said, "but it won't drown buffalo. I've been oniit al afternoon.”

"Y ou and your damned buffalo!l" Suhre said.

The mayor set glasses before Wright and Strong and Suhre, and filled them from agolden bottle.
"My glassisempty as0," Blueskies said, and the mayor filled his, too.

Thetownfolk, out of deference, let the treemen have the bar to themsalves. However, dl the tables



were occupied, and every so often one of the colonists would stand up and propose atoast, to Strong in
particular, or to the treemen in generd, and dl of them—men and women adike—would stand up and
cheer and empty their glasses.

"l wish they'd go home," Strong said. "I wish they'd leave me done.”

"They can't leave you aone,” Wright said. "Y oure their new culture-god.”

"Another bourbon, Mr. Strong?* the mayor asked.

"Many more," Strong said. "'To drug the memory of thisinsolence—'

"Whét insolence, Mr. Strong?”

"Y oursfor one, you little earthman, you. Y ou fat contemptible little earthman!™

"Y ou could see them coming out of the horizon benegath the cloud of the dust their hoovesthrew up,”
Blueskies said, "and they were beautiful in their shaggy maesty and as dark and magnificent as death.”

"Take usthe earthmen,” Strong said, "thefat little earthmen, that poil the vineyard; for our vineyards
arein blossom—"

"Tom!" Wright said.

"May | take this opportunity to tender my resignation, Mr. Wright? | shall never murder another tree.
| am finished with your putrescent profession!”

"Why, Tom?"

Strong did not answer. He looked down at his hands. Some of his bourbon had spilled on the bar
and hisfingers were wet and sticky. He raised his eyesto the backbar. The backbar was the rear wall of
the reconverted native church and contained anumber of exquisitely carved nichesformerly used to
display religious articles. The niches contained bottles of wine and whiskey now—all save one. That one
contained alittle doll.

Strong felt athrobbing in histemples. He pointed to the niche. "What—what kind of adall isthat,
mayor?'

The mayor faced the backbar. "Oh, that. It's one of the carved figurineswhich the early natives used
to keep over their hearthsto protect their houses." He took the figurine out of the niche, carried it over to
where Strong was standing, and st it on the bar. "Remarkable workmanship, don't you think, Mr.
Strong?. . . Mr. Strong?"

Strong was staring at the figurine—at its graceful armsand long dim legs; at itssmall breastsand
dender throat; at its pixy-face and yellow hair; at the green garment of ddlicately carved leaves adorning
it.

"Thecorrect termis'fetish,' | believe," the mayor went on. "It was made in the image of their principa
goddess. From the little we know of them, it gppearsthat the early natives believed in her so fanaticaly
that some of them even clamed to have seen her."

"Inthetree?’

"Sometimes”

Strong reached out and touched the figurine. He picked it up tenderly. Its base was wet from the
liquor he had spilled on the bar. " Then—then she must have been the Goddess of the Tree.”

"Oh, no, Mr. Strong. She was the Goddess of the Hearth. The Home. The Advance Team was
wrong in assuming that the trees were religious symbols. We've lived here long enough to understand
how the nativesredly felt. It was their houses that they worshipped, not the trees.”

"Goddess of the Hearth?' Strong said. "The Home? ... Then what was she doing in the tree?”

"l beg your pardon, Mr. Strong?"

"Inthetree. | saw her inthetree”

"You'rejoking, Mr. Strong!"

"Thehdl I'mjoking! She was thetree!" Strong brought hisfist down on the bar as hard as he could.
"Shewas thetree, and | killed her!"

"Get hold of yoursdlf, Tom," Wright said. "Everybody's staring at you."

"I killed her inch by inch, foot by foot. | cut her down arm by arm, leg by leg. | murdered her!”
Strong paused. Something was wrong. Something that should have happened had failed to happen. Then
he saw the mayor staring at hisfist, and he redlized what the wrongness was.



When hisfist had struck the bar, he should have felt pain. He had not. He saw why: hisfist had not
rebounded from the wood—it had sunk into the wood. It was as though the wood were rotten.

Heraised hisfist dowly. A decayed smdll arose from the ragged dent it had made. The wood was
rotten.

Goddess of the Hearth. The Home. The Village.

He swung away from the bar and made hisway across the table-crowded floor to the street-wall. He
threw hisfist ashard as he could at the polished, exquisitely grained wood. Hisfist went through the
wall.

He gripped the lower edge of the hole he had made, and pulled. A whole section of thewall broke
free, fel to the floor. The stench of decay filled the room.

The colonists were watching with horrified eyes. Strong faced them. ™Y our whole hotdl isrotting
away," hesad. "Y our whole goddam village!"

He began to laugh. Wright came over and dapped hisface. "Snap out of it, Tom!"

Hislaughter died. He took adeep breath, expdled it. "But don't you seeit, Wright? Thetree? The
village? What does a species of tree capable of growing to that size need to perpetuate its growth and to
maintain itself after it has attained its growth? Nourishment. Tons and tons of nourishment. And what kind
of soil! Sail enriched by the wastes and the dead bodies, and irrigated by the artificia lakesand
reservoirsthat only alarge community of human beings can provide.

"So what does such species of tree do? Over aperiod of centuries, maybe even millenia, it learns
how to lure human beingsto its side. How? By growing houses. That's right. By growing houses right out
of itsroots, lovely housesthat human beings can't resist living in. Y ou see it now, don't you, Wright? 'Y ou
see now, don't you, why the crude sap carried more nutrients than the tree needed, why the elaborated
sap was S0 rich in oxygen and carbohydrates. The tree was trying to sustain more than just itsdlf; it was
trying to sustain the village, too. But it couldn't any longer—thanks to the eternd sdlfishnessand the
eterna supidity of man.”

Wright looked stunned. Strong took his arm and they walked back to the bar together. The faces of
the colonistswere like gray clay. The mayor was still staring at the ragged dent in the bar. "Aren't you
going to buy the man who saved your beloved village another drink?* Strong asked.

The mayor did not move.

Wright said: "The ancients must have known about the ecological balance—and converted their
knowledge to supergtition. And it was the supergtition, not the knowledge, that got handed down from
generation to generation. When the race matured, they did the same thing al races do when they grow up
too fadt: they completely disregarded superdtition. And when they eventualy learned how to use metals,
they built sewage disposal systems and incinerators and crematories. They spurned whatever systemsthe
trees had provided and they turned the ancient buria grounds at the trees bases into community squares.
They upset the ecologica baance.”

Strong said: "Without knowing it. And when they findly found out, it wastoo late to restoreit. The
trees had aready begun to die, and when thefirst tree did die and thefirst village Started to rot away,
they were appalled. Probably the love of their houses had been inbred in them so strongly that without
their housesthey werelost. And apparently they couldn't even bear to seetheir houses die. That'swhy
they migrated to the northern barrens. That'swhy they either starved or froze to death in the death-caves
or committed mass-suicide...."

Blueskies said: "Fifty million of them there were, the greet, shaggy, magnificent beasts, dwelling on the
fertile plains where now the Great North American Desert lies. And the grass that sustained them was
green, and they returned the grass to the earth in their dung, and the grass grew green again. Fifty million!
And when the white men finished the daughter, five hundred remained.”

Wright said: "This must have been one of the lagt villagesto go 'modern.’ Even so, the tree must have
been dying for years before the colonists came. That'swhy the villageisrotting away so fast now."

Strong said: "The tre€'s death accel erated the deterioration-process. There probably won't be a
house standing in another month . . . But the tree might have lived another hundred yearsif they hadn't
been so anxiousto preserve their damned red estate. It takesalong time for atree the size of that oneto



die... And the color of the sap—I think | understand that now, too. Our consciences provided the
pigment ... Inaway, though, | think she.... | think it wanted to die."

Wright said: "The colonigtiswill il exploit theland. But they'll haveto livein mud hutswhilethey're
doingit." Strong said: "Perhaps | performed an act of mercy—" Suhre said: "What're you two talking
about?'

Blueskies said: "Fifty million of them. Fifty Million!"

Wish Upaon a Star

... all our intuition is nothing but the representation of phenomena; .... the things which we
intuit are not in themsel ves the same as our representations of themin intuition, nor are their
relations in themsel ves so constituted as they appear to us; and . . . if we take away the subject, or
even only the subjective constitution of our sensesin general, then not only the nature and
relations of objects in space and time, but even space and time themsel ves disappear .. .

—Immanue Kant, CRITIQUE OF PURE REASON

«7 walked the lower city streets for hours, not knowing | walked &t all. It was late afternoon when |

reached the ghetto, and the November sky was beginning to lower when | came to the hut which Acktus
and | shared.

| couldn't, I wouldn't believe that the picture | had seen benegth the Strip Theatre marquee
represented the girl 1 had been dreaming about for over eight and ahdf years. | refused to bdieve that
my goddess of the void was redlly nothing more than an aristo-militarist's mistress, asordid bubble
walker exhibiting her body on the ramp for the ego-gratification of her owner.

Acktus seemed to sense my mood when | entered the hut. But his grotesque face remained
impassive, and he asked no questions. He merely got up from his chair by thetable, lit the lantern
suspended from the corrugated iron roof, and then sat down again. | removed my ragged coat and sat
down &t the other sde of the table.

| told him about the picture. The long walk had aggravated my bad leg and the new pain blended
with the agony of my thoughts. When | finished, Acktus showed no surprise. He showed no sympathy
ether. Hemerdly said: "Y ou should be happy now, Alan. Now you know that your 'Dream’ girl isred.”

| shook my head. "I saw her picture,” | said. "Not her. And it was a cheesecake poster, not a
photograph. | smply can't accept it as evidence of her redity."”

"Y ou can't because you don't want to. Y ou idedlized this girl; you endowed her with al the qudities
you want to find in awoman. And now that you think she hasfailed to live up to your idedlization of her,
now that you suspect that she cannot possibly possess any of the quaitiesthat you forced on her, you are
unable to accept her. But I'm afraid you're going to haveto, Alan. Logically she couldn't be anything else
than what sheis, and we should have guessed long ago that if she existed in thisredlity at dl, shehad to
exist asthe bubble walker-migtress of an ario-militarist.”

Theydlow light of the lantern illuminated only the prominent features of the face acrossthe table from
me. The eyes were shadowed by the tufted cornices of eyebrows, the cheeks eclipsed by the protruding
ledges of cheekbones. It was a Neanderthalic rather than anoble face just as the shoulders below it were
anthropoid rather than human; yet Acktus wasthe most brilliant metaphysician of his era—atwenty-first
century Kant, sans Koenigsberg and sans publisher.

Presently hesaid: "Tell methe Dream again, Alan.”

"At firg it waslittle more than a sensation of nothingness combined with an awareness of extreme
velocity,” | began. "That was over eight and ahdf yearsago ..."

| had repeated the words so many timesthat | knew them by heart. The enervated words, the silly
stick-words that collgpsed to the ground when you tried to build with them; words too lackadaisical to
convey the horror and the beauty and the poignancy of the reality | knew by night and tried to forget by



day.
| must have experienced theinitid phase of the Dream for amost ayear before | redized that my
eyes—in the dream-redlity—were closed. But even when | opened them, | had only partia vision. |

could see two vague human figures, one close beside me, the other some distance away and presumably
facingme. Then | found that by concentrating | could make out one of thefigures.

The process took weeks and innumerable Dreams, but at last | learned that my nearer companion
was abeautiful girl, clad in ablue coat and awhite dress, whom | had never seen before.

Her eyeswere closed and she did not open them for along time. When she did open them, she
stared at me for along time—Dream after Dream after Dream—and | guessed that she was
concentrating on metheway | had concentrated on her. When shefinadly saw me, she seemed puzzled,
and it was clear that she didn't know me any more than | knew her; that she had never seen me before.

All of us seemed to be adrift in agrayish nothingness. There was no light, no darkness. Except for the
distance separating our bodies, there was no space. Y et, despite the absence of light, | could see, and
despite the spacelessness, | had an awareness of motion, a conviction that | wastraveling at extreme
velocity from one point to another point.

It was nearly ayear after | first "opened my eyes' that | began to see the third figure. Its chest was
narrow, itslimbslong and straight. Its clothing was that of an aristo-militarist, and as more and more
details cameinto focus, | saw that the breast of the gray, form-fitting coat was spattered with blood.

The face appeared to me as areddish blur &t first, then resolved into a pulpy mass interspersed with
flecks of gray. Even then the full horror of the Situation did not occur to me, and it was not till | saw the
absence of forehead, eyes, nose, mouth and chinthat | redlized that thiswas not aface at dl, but what
had remained after the face had been torn away.

The girl seemed to redlize at about the sametime | did that our Dream companion had no face,
because her own face turned white, her body becamerigid, and her lips parted in a soundless scream.
Her eyes became glazed, and it was many Dreams |ater before they cleared again. When they did clear,
they focused on me, and neither of us had ever looked at our gridy companion again.

Although we had tried to communicate many times, the Dream was soundless and our
communication was limited to the reading of each other'slips. But | had never been ableto grasp
anything but the smplest of monosyllabic words, and the girl's receptivity seemed to be no better.

But thelack of sound was only aminor anomaly. The Dream differed from ordinary dreamsin much
more striking ways. It was continuous throughout deep—if | could trust my own judgment—and it
occurred every time| fell adeep, evenif | dropped off only for amoment. And whileit had continually
evolved asto detail, becoming more and more vivid through the years, its basic structure had never
altered.

Recently | had become aware of agrowing change in mysaf—my dream-sdlf. Perhgpsthis change
had begun long before; perhapsit had had its beginning in the first occurrence of the Dream. | did not
know. I only knew that in the Dream-redlity my bad leg was hedling, that it had amost become a normal
limb. And recently | had become aware of another change in mysalf—my red self. | had had an
increasing sense of turned around redlities, agrowing conviction that my existence in the Dream was my
true existence, and that my existence in the decadent world which the aristo-militarists had created was
the Dream .. .

The hut was unheated, but | could fedl cold sweat on my forehead, and | raised my hand and wiped
it away. Outsde, awind had sprung up in the ghetto streets, and | could hear the restless rustling sound
of scuttering leaves.

| looked acrossthe table at Acktus, hoping that my telling him the Dream for perhaps the hundredth
and one time had evoked the ingght he had been waiting for. If it had, his cliff-like face gave no sgn.

"You gill don't know, do you," | said.

A smiletouched hisugly lips. "l am alittlelikeyou, Alan," he said. ™Y ou know that the picture you
saw beneath the marquee this afternoon is unquestionably arepresentation of the girl you've been
dreaming about for al these years. But you do not want your 'Dream’ girl to be abubble walker,
therefore you reject the knowledge. And | know that your Dream isdirectly related to my work in



ontology, but I will not accept the knowledge because it conflicts with my preconceived theories. Instead
| rgectit, and | will go on rgecting it until the relationship becomes so evident that | can rgect it no
longer.”

"But what is the relationship?'

"For the moment it isn't necessary that you should know. It is more important, first, that you
assimilate your unwanted knowledge. When you have done o, return here and | will make an attempt to
assmilate mine. If both of us succeed, | will bein abetter position to impart the nature of the relationship,
and you will bein abetter position to receiveit.”

"In other words, you want meto go to the Strip Theatre and watch this girl go through her routine.”

Acktus nodded. "There's no other way for you to see her, and you've got to establish in your own
mind whether sheisor isnot thegirl inthe Dream.” Heraised hisarm, glanced at the ring-watch on his
hirsute forefinger. " 1930 hours," he said. "If you hurry you can catch the whole performance.”

It was late in November and the wind was raw, but the old civildave woman standing benegth the
marquee was sdlling violets just the same. However, they were paper violets, no more incongruousin the
lower city than the ratio of troopsto civildaves, or the popularity of an entertainment the essence of
which was frugtration.

| paused before the picture, reluctant to enter the theatre. The mixed crowd of the lower city flowed
round me like a polluted river. Above my head the lewd red | ettering on the marquee spelled out THE
GODDESS DIANE. The lettering was repeated, without benefit of neon, at the base of the picture.

It was alife-size picture, the thestre artist's three dimensiona conception of the featured bubble
walker—or gtrip goddess, to employ the more euphemistic term. Therewas ahint of poetry in the lithe
long legs and graceful hips, in the burgeoning of haf conceded breasts and the flowering of white
shoulders. And the face—

The emotion | had experienced that afternoon, when | had first seen the picture, returned. My chest
tightened and | heard the loud silent pounding of my heart. The face was hard and sophisticated, not soft
and compassionate the way | was used to seeing it in the Dream. But the hair was the same, a soft dark
brown, and the wide apart eyes were the same too, a June sky blue. And while the sensitive mouth was
shaped into abrazen smile, therewas ahint of tenderness till lingering on the lips, and an intimation of
girlish dimples till clung to the painted cheeks.

She had to be the same girl. It wasfutile to deny it any longer. And the Strip Theetre, as Acktus had
implied, wasthelogica placefor her to be. Like al beautiful women, she had been appropriated by an
arigo-militarist and now was being exhibited on the ramp for the ego-gratification of her owner. But, try
as| would, I ill couldn't accept the knowledge.

For yearsthe girl in the Dream had been ashining symbol of everything civilization had lost, my
solitary touchstone with | wanted her to remain that way.

| entered the theatre and found a seet in the pit. It was arear seat but quite close to the outermost
curve of the crystaline ramp. Above methe loges formed alofty semicircle, and glancing up | saw the
aigo-militarigts reclining in their anachronigtic chaise lounges, spping rare wine from thin-stemmed
glasses. Jeweled scabbards blazed in the radiance of antique chandeliers; tel escopic monocles twinkled.
Jaded faces were flushed with anticipation.

| knew thered reason for that anticipation. An arisomilitarist exhibiting his mistress before his men
might at first seem to be an exaggerated throwback to the pseudo-democracy of the Pre-Fallout army.
Actualy it was nothing of the sort. He exhibited his mistress solely for the benefit of hisego: hismen, and
the civildaves who shared the pit with his men, could see and desire her, but only he could have her.

Just before the theetre lights dimmed, | saw Destell, the Commanding Officer of the city. Hisloge
was amost directly above me, and | had to crane my neck to see his decadent face. | had dways made a
practice, whenever | glimpsed himin acrowd, to look into hiseyesand tell him aswell as| could,



without benefit of words, exactly what | thought of him and the system that had spawned him.

| had desecrated him with aglance many times. | desecrated him now. But if he was avare of my
exisence, his pale blue eyes did not betray the fact, and presently the lights dimmed and | turned my
attention to the stage.

The curtains parted, and a blue light-bubble formed upon the dark stage, revedling the chorus. When
thefirst srains of the Libido overture emanated from the loudspeskers, they began their mincing walk
around the ramp.

The light-bubble accompanied them, bathing their half-naked bodiesin indigo mist. They were
beautiful girls, the property of thelower ranking aristo-militarists, but carefully culled from the cities, the
collective farms and the ghettos. | could fed the soundless sigh that rippled through the pit asthe enlisted
men and the civildaves hopeesdy contemplated the unattainable.

After the bubble-walk of the chorus thefirst strip goddess appeared. She wore the usua sequence of
gossamer scarfs and each time she removed one, she tossed it contemptuoudly into the pit for the enlisted
men and civildavesto fight over. The procedure was timed o that the remova of thefina scarf coincided
with her return to the stage and the closing of the curtains.

But even before she left the stage, | knew that she wasn't the goddess Diane.

The next girl wasn't Diane either, or the next. The featured bubble walker usualy cameon ladt. | sat
through amonotonous series of colored lights and mincing walks, my bitterness mounting. | wanted to get
up and leave, | wanted to retain what little remained of my idealism, but | did not move from my sest. |
had to know, regardless of the disilius onment the knowledge might contain, whether the girl in the picture
wasredly thegirl in the Dream.

Presently there came a pause in the performance. Then a series of crashing eevenths ushered in the
fina movement of the Libido and the curtains parted, revealing agolden girl standing in amist of purest
golden light.

| knew then that the goddess Diane and the girl in the Dream were one and the same girl.

She started around the ramp. She waked dowly, not mincingly the way the others had walked, but
sedatdly and with grace. Sheremoved the first scarf and it floated from her fingerslike apale moth.

| watched her approach, drinking in the redity of her; the taste was not bitter as| had thought it
would be, but sweet and intoxicating, for there was adignity about her that raised her high above her
tawdry surroundings, that isolated her from the way of life that had been forced upon her.

When she reached the outermost curve of the ramp, she paused amoment, freed another gossamer
scarf and tossed it into the pit. Asshe did so, her eyestouched mine.

Thetheatre artist, | saw then, was responsible for the sophistication of the facein the picture.
Certainly there was no sophitication in the face swimming above mein the gold mist of the light-bubble.
Thisface was soft and compass onate theway | knew it in the Dream, with no brazen smile deforming
the tender lips or conflicting with the summer blue of the eyes.

Now, meeting mine, those eyes went wide, first with shock, then with disbdlief. Abruptly shelowered
them and a blush darkened the gold of her neck, rose like aflame to her cheeks. She turned then, and
resumed her walk. But the downess was gone from her gait, and athough the audience screamed for
new vistas of her flesh, she did not remove asingle scarf, and presently the curtains hid her from view.

Somehow | got out of the pit and into the Street. | lingered beneath the marquee. The performance
was over and enlisted men and civildavesjostled against me as they mushroomed out of the theetre. The
wind had turned colder and wild flakes of snow were sifting down through the lacy walks of the upper
city.

She recognized me, | thought. She knew me.

Theinference was staggering: she too was experiencing the Dream.

But why had she been ashamed? | thought | knew the answer: she didn't care what the faceless
crowd in the pit thought of her, or what the perverted creaturesin the loges thought of her; but she did
carewhat | thought of her because she wanted my respect.

It was even possible that my presence in the Dream was as reassuring to her as herswas to me, that
she needed me the way | desperately needed her.



Suddenly | knew | had to see her, that | had to touch her face, her hair; that | had to talk to her about
the Dream.

Shortly, | knew, she and the aristo-militarist who owned her would be departing from the theatre
roof. The chance of my contacting her there was remote, but it was the only chance | had.

| reentered the theatre and made my way aong the corridor bordering the pit. The cold had set my
bad leg to throbbing and | was limping when | cameto thelifts.

The lifts dated back to the time when the city was rebuilt into an architectural symbol of the army
cagte system. A degree of equality till existed between civilians and officers at that time, and civilians
were alowed the freedom of the upper or officer's city. However, when the military dictatorship reduced
the status of civiliansto theleve of enlisted men, that freedom was canceled and the liftsfell into disuse. |
hoped to find one that till functioned, for there was no other way for meto gain the roof.

| wasinluck. Thethird set of controlsthat | tried responded with aacrity, and amoment later |
stepped out into the snow-flecked wind of the upper city. | found a shadowed corner on the theatre roof,
and | sood in thewind, waiting.

Above mefliers hovered, their lights dimmed by the wet clinging snow. To my right werethe loge
lifts, and each time an aristo-militarist and his mistress emerged, one of the fliers descended and picked
them up. | kept hoping that Diane had not yet departed, even though | realized now that there would be
no chanceto contact her. But at least | could find out who her owner was, bitter though the knowledge
was sure to be; and the identity of her owner would give me some idea of whereto find her, hopeless
though the information was sureto be.

Abruptly the absurdity of my reasoning overcame me and | saw my position initstrue perspective. |,
anondescript civildave, aspiring to meet an aristo-militarist's mistressl Thewind laughed asit legped the
cornice behind me and made amockery of my ragged clothes, my atrophied leg throbbed with new pain.
At that very moment Diane emerged from the nearest lift on the arm of aresplendent officer.

Thee laughter of the wind climbed awild crescendo when | recognized her owner. | should have
known that the most beautiful woman on the ramp would belong to the highest ranking officer inthe
loges. | should have known that Diane could belong to no one but Destell.

They passed me very close as| stood there in the shadows, and aflier, larger and more luxurious
than the rest, came down to receive them. Destell's thin, pointed face was flushed with possessive pride,
and | could have murdered him happily with my bare hands. But the thought of the photon gunsin the
belts of the roof guards held me back, and | watched numbly while Diane, in mink and diamonds now,
climbed into the bright interior of theflier, followed by her lover, and then | watched theflier purr aoft
into the night until the danting snow and the indifferent darkness hid it from view.

After awhile | dipped back through the shadows to the lift that had brought me to the roof. Oncein
the lower city, | headed for the ghetto. The ghetto—and Acktus.

The world-wide radioactive fallouts of 1969 did more than prove that atomic war was impracticable:
they made warfare of any kind unnecessary. The Western dictatorship that followed in their wake
differed so little from the dictatorship of the East that nothing was lft to fight for.

The new dictatorship was amilitary one, an offspring of the martial law which was declared after the
fdlouts. When al danger from the falouts had passed, it established itsdf permanently by depositing a
thermo-nuclear bomb on Washington D.C. at atime when Congresswasin sesson and the President
wasin residence a the White House.

After two judicious assassnationsin their own ranks, the aristo-militarists, asthey now began cdling
themselves, stated that henceforth both the navy and the air force would be considered subsidiary
branches of the army. The draft was expanded into a gargantuan entity that devoured every physicaly fit
citizen past the age of 16. Industries were turned into military ingtitutions replete with private-laborers,
sergeant-foremen, and officer-superintendents. Physicaly unfit civilianswere put to work on collective



farms under the supervison of the nearest city C.O. or allowed to run smal businessesin the cities.

These small businesses, however, proved to be ligbilities when the aristo-militarists |lowered the
civilians statusto that of the endaved enlisted men. The average enlisted man's values had not improved
with the new scheme of things, and the civilians discovered that the price for their remaining in the cities
involved their self-respect, the rape of their daughters, and the destruction of their property. The outlying
collections of haphazard huts characteristic of al military metropolises were the result.

By 2030 there were gill afew schools and universitiesleft. Acktus was a doctor of metaphysicsin
one of thelatter. Then, with typica suddenness, the aristo-militarists decided they didn't like the idea of
educated cripples—by that time the hdls of ivy had no other occupants—and the military boot came
down with numbing force. All schools and universitieswere outlawed, and their personnel persecuted.

Thefirst timel saw Acktus, he waslying in aghetto gutter, |eft there for dead by Desteill'sM.P.'s. |
found the flutter of a pulsein the huge wrist and | managed to drag the prodigious body to my hut. It was
late at night, and | had to get the ghetto doctor out of bed. The neanderthalic head and the ape-like torso
were raw from the systematic besting inflicted by the M.P.'s, but after treating the wounds, the doctor
assured me that the man would live,

Acktus healed quickly. In ameatter of days strength flowed back into hislong arms and short thick
legs. By the end of aweek he was able to hobble about the three rooms of the hut without my assistance.
Hetold mewhat | had dready guessed; that he was one of the few descendants of the victims of the
fallouts—athird generation mutant—and that he had been on the staff of one of the last of the universities
to fed the brunt of the military boot.

Next he expounded histheory of ontology ...

Even though ghetto dwellers were forced to maim their children in order to keep them out of the
eternd draft, they continued to beget them because children, under amost any circumstances, supply not
only areason but ajudtification for living. Third generations mutants however, wereinvariably sterileand
had to find other waysto rationalize their lives. Philosophy was one such way, and it was anatural step
from philosophy to metaphysics; and if you were amutant desperately in need of a better world, your
next and final step brought you to ontology.

Ontology—the study of redlity itsdlf—was Acktus raison d'etre.

| found him waiting up for me. He was sitting at the table staring down at his hands. He took one
look at my face and said: "Wasit asbad asthat, Alan?"

"She's Desteil's migtress,” | said.

Hereturned hiseyesto his hands. A shudder shook hismassiveframe. "So," he sad. "Degtell.”

Abruptly he stood up. ™Y ou have assmilated your unwanted knowledge, Alan. Now it ismy turn.”
Hetook the lantern and motioning me to follow, moved ponderoudy into the adjoining room. It wasthe
room which he jokingly referred to as his"laboratory.” It was here that he carried on hiswork in
ontology, and the essence of ontology, according to his definition, wasits independence from mechanica
equipment. Consequently the only "gpparatus’ in the "laboratory” were bookshel ves spacious enough to
hold his voluminous notebooks, a couch sturdy enough to support hisweight, and asmal table.

There was anewly drawn star map spread out upon the table. It was donein full color and it was
flawlesdy executed. There was abinary congsting of amagnificent blue-white star and atiny white
dwarf. Spread out around them in various orbital positions were nineteen planets—hardly more than tiny
specks, but each painstakingly colored to signify its predominant flora or absence thereof.

Acktus st the lantern on anearby shelf, then leaned over the table like ahairy god contemplating his
latest creation; an gpe-god surveying his blueprint for anew redity.

Presently heraised hiseyesto mine. "'l will review my theory briefly,” he said.

"Themind creates subjective redlity in cooperation with other minds. No two individua subjective
redities are precisdy smilar because no two minds are precisely dike, but agenera conformity exists
except in cases where the circumstances of an individud's life have made it imperative for him to create
an additional subjective redity—a schizo-redlity, if you like. But the prefix 'schizo' betrays the inadequacy
of the redlity so created: it is not complete enough to supersede the redity from which the schizophrene
wishes to escape and consequently he can effect only partia escape and isforced to live in two redlities.



"We can compare subjective redlity to aforce field of ideas generated by the human race: a
mass-redlity or, to expand on the Berkel eyan conception, a mass-esse est percipi— to exist meansto be
perceived as an ided by the whole of humanity. " Although we cannot conceive of the objective universe,
we must nevertheless concede its existence, and admit that the redlity in which we are involved consists
not only of our subjective force field of ideas but of the underlying thing-in-itsdf aswell. We are unable to
perceive the true nature of the latter because of the a priori factor of our intuition. AsKant said, 'In
respect to the form of phenomena, much may be said a priori, while of thething-in-itself, which may lie
at the foundation of these phenomena, it isimpossibleto say anything.'

"Condder the table between us. Neither of us can conceive of it without locating it in space and
connecting it withamoment intime. Y et thetable, and dl other aspects of the thing-in-itsdlf, is both
spaceless and timeless. Our a priori factor imposes both elements.

"Conversdy, neither of us can concelve of space and time abstracted from objects or events. If you
doubt this, close your eyes and concentrate on pure space and puretime. Y ou will find that you cannot
visudize ether of them, and this done provesthat they are not apart of the thing-in-itsalf but mental
elements which we oursalves supply.

"It follows, then, that if we could free our minds even temporarily fromthis a priori factor, the
thing-in-itself would be reveded to us. And while we could not move from one point to another point by
employing ordinary methods, since both space and time would be absent, we might be able to move
from one point to ancther point by employing an entirely different method—by altering our individual
subjectiverealities.

"In other words, if we could create an individua subjective redlity strong enough to supersede the
meass force field of ideas, we could move from one subjective point to another subjective point; from one
subjective world to another subjective world, or from one subjective solar system to another subjective
solar system. And if we could make this new redlity powerful enough, we could take others—perhaps
the whole of humanity—with us.

"Specificdly, if | can freemy find fromthe a priori factor and at the same time concelve of a
subjective redity on Sirius 9 stronger than our present subjective redity on Earth, we will immediately
materidizein the new redity, thereby attaining instantaneous tel eportation without recourse to such naive
devices as matter transmitters or any of the other transmission machineswhich our militaristic scientists
have conceived of but have never been able to build.

"Y ou are about to raise the objection that perhaps thereis no ninth planet in the Sirius system, that for
al we know there may be no planetary system at al. May | remind you that we are dedling with
subjective redlity, and asfar as subjective redlity is concerned anything that scemsto bered isred.
Thereisno other criterion. For example, for dl we know thereis no third planet of the star Sol, or Sol
for that matter; yet for all practica purposes we are perfectly content to accept the redlity of the ground
on which we stand, the air we breathe, and the phenomenawe perceive.

"Actudly thereisonly one requirement in the crestion of an aternative subjective redity of thiskind: it
must seem to be more redl than the mass subjective redlity in which we are involved and which we want
to leave. It must be carefully and exhaugtively fabricated; it must be replete down to the smallest detall;
becauseif it islacking in any respect in which the massforcefield of ideasis not lacking, movement
through the thing-in-itsdf will beimpossible even with the a priori factor removed.

"The map here on the table roughly represents my conception of the Sirius system. It facilitates my
thinking, but it is by no meansindispensable.”

He indicated the notebook-laden shelves covering al four walls of the room. "Thereliesthe true
essence of my aternative redlity: the duplications and the variations of dl the phenomena, both past and
present, of the massforcefield of ideasin which we areimprisoned.”

Acktus returned his eyesto the map. "Of the nineteen planets, only one need concern us now—the
ninth. It isaprimitive planet replete with mountains and forests and lakes and sees. A river-veined
wilderness, a—"

"But why awilderness” | interrupted. "Why not at least asemblance of acivilization? A city or two;
towns—"



"Why not, indeed.” A smile lightened the line of the neanderthdic lipsand it was asthough aray of
sunlight had falen on the massive face. "Humanity needs another chance, Alan; it needsforests, not cities,
to livein—Waldens, not New Y orks. It needs blue skiesto walk benesth, and winding riversto follow
down to pleasant sess.”

"Humanity will never change,”" | said. "There have been blue skies since the time of Eoanthropus, and
Cromagnon had many awinding river to follow down to many apleasant sea.”

The smile softened. "' Cynicism does not become you, Alan. It does not become you because you are
not acynic. You are afrustrated idealist. Y ou have been hitter for years because your parents mutilated
your leg to keep you out of the draft, yet at the same time you admire them for their couragein
performing the act, and you despise the militaristic system for indirectly bringing about their deeth through
prolonged malnutrition. And you are bitter now because the girl in the Dream has turned out to be
Dedtell'smidtress, yet in your heart you gtill idedize her. But enough—"

The smile faded away and he returned his attention to the map. One huge hand moved out over the
two-dimensiona planets and poised high above the tabletop ecliptic. "The blue star is, as you probably
know, Sirius" he said. "The cindery speck you see some distance to the left is Sirius dwarf companion.
Asl| said, of the nineteen planets, only one need concern us now.” The hand descended like a grest but
gentle bird and aforefinger touched the green dot of Sirius 9. "Here, somewhere benegath the thousands
of square milesof my fingertip, isagreen hill. Blow the hill, inanidyllic valey, ablue river winds,
fledged by the new growth of trees. There are vineyards and orchards and meadows; flowers and green
grass. It isabeautiful valley, asbeautiful as| could makeit. Subjectively, it is gpproximately 8.65 light
years distant from the minute area of Earth we are inhabiting at this moment.

"Now | will concentrate, and afterwards | want you to tell me what you experienced.”

The eyebrow-cornices of the cliff-face seemed to lower; the sunken eyes darkened above the twin
ledges of the cheekbones. Lines, like fissures, rivened the gaunt precipice.

At first | experienced nothing. Thefamiliar room, with its notebook lined shelves, remained the same;
the tabletop planets moved imperceptibly on their little journeys around their tabletop binary; Acktus
good immobile, hisforefinger till touching the green dot of Sirius 9. And then, subtly, nothing became
nothingness, and the gray spacel ess lightless waste of the Dream closed in around me. Beside me, more
vividly beautiful than ever, Diane drifted, and hovering before us, more gridy than ever, wasthe
gpparition with blood and gray matter for aface...

| must havefalen, for suddenly | saw Acktus pae face swimming above me and felt the pressure of
his arm beneath my shoulders. "Quickly, Alan," hesaid, heping meto my feet. "Tel me!”

When | told him | saw the pain comeinto his eyes and the pain was so intense that | had to turn
away. "l cannot deny the relationship any longer." | heard him say. "The Dream and my experiment are
one and the samething. But | cannot explain yet. | must think. | must try to adjust mysdf to the unwanted
knowledge. | am an old man and | so much wanted to leave Earth . . .. "

Y

| went out into the somber November evening. The day, like al ghetto days, had been bitter and
depressing, and my stand in the market place had yielded itsusud pittance. At supper Acktus had
explained—reluctantly, it seemed—what | had to do in order to contact Diane. Then he had lapsed into a
gloomy slence.

Last night's snow was adamp memory on the lower city streets, but the wind was till running raw
and fierce. In the sky dark tatterdemalion clouds brushed the embroidery of the upper city walks. |
reached the Strip Theatre long before the line began to form and | waited shivering in thewind till the
doors opened. Then, following Acktus advice, | obtained asesat at the edge of the ramp in the vicinity of
the seat | had occupied the night before.

| sat there impatiently while the pit and the logesfilled. The aristo-militarists settled back in their
chaise lounges like perverted gods preparing for a psychopathic feast. Diamond-studded scabbards



danced in the light of chanddlier-suns; polished boots gleamed. Once again | glimpsed Destell in the loge
just above me, and thistime | could hardly contain my hatred. Everything | deplored seemed to be
epitomized in the tall wiry body and the thin hungry face; in the pitiless blue eyes. Thistime when | sought
those eyes they returned my gaze. There seemed to be mockery in them, and cold amusement, but |
could not be sure, for a that point the theatre lights dimmed. | turned my attention to the stage just asthe
firs srainsof the Libido sounded.

The bubble-walks pardlded those of the night before. | brooded through them, thinking over and
over of a Tennysonian passage which my memory had dredged up during the day

He will hold thee, when his passion shall have spent its novel force,

Something better than hisdog, a little dearer than his horse.

In my bitterness, both time and place faded, and | was startled when the elevenths climbed their
weird mountain of harmonious dissonance. Softly, lewdly, the strains of thefina Libido movement
sounded in the valey below—

And then my bitterness blew away. Once again Diane was moving dowly out upon the ramp, a Diane
al soft and golden; avivid living Satue of Grecian symmetry and grace. Thefirg scarf drifted paldy into
the pit. The second—

| could hardly bresthe when she neared the outermost curve of the ramp. Had Acktus beenright in
his reasoning? Would she do the one and only thing she could do in order to contact me? Closer and
closer she came, agoddess of pink-gold flesh, alovely Aurorawith sun mist in her hair.

She was standing just above me now. She had removed ablue scarf and shewas holding it in one
hand. There was atenseness about her, and her eyes were afraid. When they touched mine, rdlief filled
them, and she tossed the scarf straight into my waiting hands.

| fought my way free from the other hands around me, ducked and turned and twisted, and findly
gained the street. | stuffed the scarf into the inside pocket of my coat and hurried toward the nearest
enlisted men'scafe. Ingde, | carried my drink to a secluded booth, took out the scarf and examined it.

Atfirgt | could find nothing unusua about it. It seemed to be an ordinary bubble walker's scarf, thin
to the point of tranducence, but unremarkable otherwise. And then, in one of the corners, | noticed that a
tiny clock had been gtitched into the materid. It was an ancient clock, and its hands pointed to 12:00.
Abovethe numerd wasthetiny letter—

Midnight. That was when | was supposed to meet her. But where was | supposed to meet her?

| went over every square inch of the material searching for another symboal. | found nothing. Suddenly
| had the impression that someone was watching me and | glanced over at the semi-circular bar. One of
the enlisted men was standing at an angle that gave him agood view of theinterior of the booth wherel
was dtting. He was staring at the backbar now, but | knew that a moment ago he had been staring at
me.

| stuffed Diane's scarf into my inside pocket again. 1 finished my drink, then | got up and walked as
casudly as| could to the door. But the man did not even turn hishead, and | stepped unmolested into the
dreet.

| started walking. Thefirgt chrono-streetlight said 2247 hours. | had one hour and thirteen minutesto
figure out where | was supposed to meet Diane. Not even that if | deducted the time it would take meto
get to wherever | had to go.

| passed the PX didtrict, the enlisted men's and the enlisted women's barracks and the apartment
barracks for married personndl. When | came to the lower city military academy, | turned and retraced
my steps. The streets werefilled with troops returning from the cafes and it wasimpossible for meto tell
whether | was being followed or not.

| glanced at each chrono-streetlight | passed. 2310 hours. 2321 hours. 2340 hours. | jammed my
wind-numbed hands deeper into my coat pockets, desperately trying to think.

Angrily | wondered why she had been so cryptic. But my anger was unjustified. She had had to be
cryptic in the event that her message fdll into the wrong hands. The replica of an ancient clock would be
meaninglessto the mgority of enlisted men. They would take it for a senseless design which the
manufacturer had stitched into the materid. A civildave, however, would recognizeit for what it was, for



civildaves had intdlectud tieswith the past and anumber of them, myself included, il visted the
Pre-Falout museum where such archaic timepieces could still be found.
Theonly place where they could still be found—

Vv

| made my way through the jungle of the grounds, following the grass-ruptured walk. Presently the
dark mass of the building became visible against the cloud-torn sky. Just before me was the once ornate
entrance, now little more than a gaping hole flanked by crumbling pillars. | wondered how | would ever
find Dianein the dark empty corridors and the vast silent rooms, and then the ragged clouds parted and a
gibbous moon shone through; and | saw the silvery figure standing on the steps, and | heard the indrawn
breath.

The moonlight had betrayed metoo, and | walked numbly through the pale whiteness of it to the
steps, and up the steps to where she stood, a goddess no longer gold, but silver; no longer remote, but
near. | do not know how it happened, | only know that neither of us said aword; but suddenly | felt the
slver coldness of her cheek on mine, and her tal pliant body pressed againgt me; and then the cool-warm
moistness of her lips...

After an eternity. "1 looked for you so long,” she said. "I knew you had to bered. And then when |
did see you therein the pit, | was so ashamed—"

"It'sdl right," | said. "It'sdl right, darling."

"Degteil appropriated me amonth ago. | lived on one of the collective farms. My father kept me
hidden for years, and then there was that horrible afternoon when Desteil pulled an unexpected
ingpection. | wasin thefields, and | came walking into the community square not knowing, and suddenly
there he was—"

"Itsdl right," | said again. Her cheekswere wet and | kissed the silver tears away.

"When | saw you in the Dream, | knew that you were the only one, that there could never be anyone
else but you, and | wanted you to be the one who kissed me first, who—"

"l kissed you first," | said. "That'sthe only kissthat counts. What went before doesn't matter.”

"l—I don't even know your name.”

"Alan."

"Y ou know mine of course. Only it was Diannaorigindly, but Specia Service changed it to Diane.
They said 'Dian€ |ooked better on the marquee.”

"Diannaor Diang, | loveyou just the same.”

"I loveyou too, Alan. I'veloved you for years. It's so strange, loving someone before you even meet
them, dreaming of them before you even see them. Do you have the same Dream, Alan? The grayness
and the awful slence, the feding of movement. The man without aface.”

"Yes" | sad.

"Sometimes| think | can't tand it any longer, that | must belosing my mind. What's the reason for it,
Alan? Why do we dream the same Dream every night?"

"l don't know yet."

| told her about Acktus and hiswork in ontology and | described my experience of the night before
when Acktus had tried to project hisnew redlity.

The moonlight seemed to grow brighter around us and suddenly | noticed Diane's clothes—the
smple white dress, the cheap three quarter length coat. "Y our dress," | said. ™Y our coat—"

"They'remy own," shesaid proudly. "Desteil has nothing to do with them ... That'swhy | wore
them.”

"They're the same dress and coat you're wearing in the Dream.”

Sheraised her arm and stared at the blue deeve. She glanced down at the part of the dressvisible
benesth the hem of the coat. "Why yes" she said wonderingly. "They are the same." Shelooked a me, at
my ragged suit, my even more ragged coat. "And your clothes—they're the same too."



Shewasright. Suddenly | had the fedling that the answer to our double existence was very close.
"Comeon," | said. "I'm going to take you to Acktus."

"But Degtel. If I'm not back soon, hell missme. Hell dert thewhole city.”

"l can't let you go back to him no matter what he does. Would you want to go back?"

| felt the shudder that shook her dender body. "No. Never," she said.

We started down the steps. Therift in the clouds had narrowed, but the moonlight still stresmed
brightly through it, turning the long sodden grassto silver surf, making silver lacework out of treesand
bushes; glinting here and there in the darker places as though the tangled branches had shattered it into
shards...

Or swords—

| pulled Diane back up the steps and into the shadowed entrance. The dozen aristo-militaristswho
had been hiding in the shrubbery stepped into the clearing and ran toward us. One of them, taler than the
others, seemed familiar. The moonlight briefly illumined his pointed festures, and | recognized him as
Dedtil.

| guided Dianeinto theinterior of the museum and up the dusty sairsthat led to the mezzanine. All
thewhilel kept thinking of the enlisted man who had watched mein the cafe, of the other enlisted men
who must have watched me walk the streets and relayed my every movement to their C.O. In coming to
the museum | had taken every deviousroute | knew, and | had doubled back severa timesto check on
possible pursuit. But apparently | hadn't been careful enough.

Or perhaps Diane hadn't been careful enough. Perhaps Destell had followed her. We had
underestimated him badly. The amusement | had seen in his eyes should have told me that he had seen
Dianelook a me the previous night—Iook at me and blush, and then finish her walk without removing
another scarf.

Now he had cometo retrieve his mistress personaly, and to take care of her lover. But not out of
anger. He merdly wished to gratify his ego further by denying me something only he could have. Diane's
infidelity meant nothing to aman of hisvaues. She was nothing but a peasant girl whom he had
appropriated. He owned her, he did not love her.

Boots were resounding on the floor below and torches were crisscrossing the darkness with rapiers
of light. When Diane and | reached the mezzanine, | felt around for the ancient upright piano that had
graced the head of the airsfor more than a century. My fingers touched the dusty mahogany, and | put
my shoulder to the wood and pushed. Castors creaked, betraying our position, but the ponderous
instrument moved and | knew it could be moved further.

If the aristo-militarists had known the nature of the massive object their torches picked up beside
Diane and mysdlf, they never would have started up the sairs. | let them get halfway, then, with Diané's
help, sent the quarter ton upright on its downward journey.

The stairway was narrow, flanked by thewall on one sde and awrought iron railing on the other.
Therewas amedley of shouts and screams when the aristo-militarists saw the unanticipated wegpon
hurtling down upon them. The lights of their discarded torches danced wildly asthey vaulted therail and
dropped to the floor below.

The piano ended its career at the bottom of the stairs with acrash of broken chords. Dianeand |
were just behind it. We made our way to the entrance before the routed aristo-militarists could
reorganize, and hurried out into the night. Ragged clouds again obscured the moon and the grounds were
shrouded in utter darkness.

Both of us had come on foot to the museum, and | assumed that Desteil and his men had aso come
onfoot. But | had little doubt that there would be fliers on the scene before long, so the sooner we
reached the labyrinthine, frequently canopied streets of the ghetto, the safer we would be.

| led the way across the grounds to the city cemetery. We picked our way through the artificid hills
and daes of the enlisted men's acres, went around the high wall that enclosed the sacrosanct
ariso-militarist's acres, passed through the low-lying swampy areaset aside for civildave dead, and came
findly to the ghetto. There were no signsof pursuit, but till | did not dareto stop and ret. | hurried
Diane through the narrow streets, through the alleys and the courtyards, past the market place—



"Alan, yourelimping."

| sopped then. "Yes," | said.

"I didn't know you hurt yoursdlf. Why didn't you tell me?"

"It happened along time ago.” The old bitterness crept into my voice despite al my effortsto hold it
back.

"Oh, I'm sorry, Alan. Y ou don't haveto tell me about it.”

"But | do havetotdl you." | said. "I should havetold you before."

When | finished tdling her | felt her hand in mine. For along while neither of us spoke. Dead leaves
scuttered through the streets and the Novermber wind howled us the clouds hung lower among the
buildings. Behind than ever, some of them so low they seemed to touch the hut tops. Clouds ...

Or lightlessfliers—

| drew Diane back beneath the overhang of alow rooftop, straining my eyesin the darkness. She did
not notice my gpprehension. "Try not to be so bitter, darling,” she said. "The aristo-militarists are unhappy
too. Even Degtell isunhappy. If you ever heard him scream in the night you would pity instead of hate
him."

"Nothing could ever make me pity him," | said. | was quite certain now that the dark blurs over the
hut topswerefliers.

"I have wondered many times about his screams,” Diane went on. "They sound like the screams of a
man in terrible physical pain, in unbdievable physica pain. Now | think | know the answer.

"In the Dream the man without aface wears an aristo-militaristss uniform. The blood from hiswound
has obscured his collar insgnia, so | have been unable to make out hisrank. But heistall and thin, and
very familiar. Both of us have seen him before.”

| was gtaring at her now, the fliers momentarily forgotten. "Destell,” | said.

She nodded. "He isthe man without aface.”

VI

Acktussad: "It istime to anadyze the Dream.”

Diane and | had remained beneeth the overhang till the fliers had passed, then hurried through the
remaining streetsto the hut. | thought that Acktus would advise usto leave the city, but he paid little
attention to my account of Desteil's ambush, and when | told him about thefliers, he did not seem at all
perturbed. He merely nodded and asked Dianeto tell him her version of the Dream.

Now he stood stolidly before us, his anthropoid arms hanging low and motionless at hissdes, his
neanderthalic faceimpassive. Diane, after the shock of seeing him for thefirst time, had related her
verson—essentialy the same as mine—camly and smply, and now regarded him with dawning awe.

"Even though both of you—and the third party as well—have been experiencing the Dream for a
number of years, theincident that provoked it has not yet occurred.” Acktus raised hisgreat hand as|
garted to interrupt him. "Please let mefinish, Alan. Thereisvery little time, and when you arrive on Sirius
9, | want you to understand why your transition was instantaneous in one sense, yet required over eight
yearsin another."

The soft voiceissuing from the coarse lips was soothing. | could see Dianerdax in the lantern light,
and | felt my own tenson depart. In the presence of this fantastic man, no one could feel insecure.

"If weinclude the period of partial awareness which preceded your perception of each other, the
Dream began about eight years and eilght months ago. The fact that neither of you was ableto 'see' the
third party as anything more than a vague man-shapetill much later in the Dream suggests that the events
preceding the inception will be of so unpleasant anature asto cause both your psychesto throw up
blocks.

"Since both you, Alan, and you, Diane, are experiencing the Dream, we can tentatively conclude that
thethird party dso is experiencing it—though in quite a different way. But before we can understand the
nature of his experience, we must first get at the root of the Dream itself.”



Acktus paused amoment, his head tipped to one side as though he were listening. But there was no
sound except the whine of the wind and the sporadic rattling of the corrugated iron roof. Presently: "L ast
night | said that it might be possible to create an individud subjective redlity than the massforcefidd of
ideasin which we areimprisoned; | aso said that if | could temporarily free my mind from the a priori
factor, | might be able to move not only mysdlf but others aswell from one subjective point in the
thing-in-itsdf to another subjective point—without benefit of machines of any kind. My reasoning was
deficient on two counts. 1) trangition of this kind does reguire a machine—a human machine, and 2) since
the a priori factor would still be present in the minds of the other personswhom | teleported, it could not
fail to have some effect upon the tel eportation.

"Congder. The massforcefield of ideas is humanity's coopertive effort to perceive the
thing-in-itsdlf. If thisforce field has matured during the subjective tenure of mankind, becoming more and
more complicated, more and more replete with ideas, so too hasthe a priori factor which helped to
moldit.

"Eoanthropus merely had to separate trees and hills, days and nights. The starsin the sky were lights
to him, so subjectively closethat he could touch them if he climbed a high enough mountain. And the sun
was merdly acelestia bonfire, no farther away than the stars. Eoanthropus a priori factor was as
immeature and as primitive asthe force field of ideas to which he contributed.

"But now the force field of ideas has matured to a point where we have to separate continents and
sess, centuries and millenia; stars and idand universes. Space and time have run together, becoming one,
andthe a priori factor of modern man encompasses the limiting factor of the speed of light—"

Abruptly the sound of shouting came from the street. There was the crackle of a photon gun followed
by awoman's scream.

"Degtell!” | said. "He's searching the whole area. Weve got to get out of herel”

"No." The massive face seemed suddenly older in the ydlow lantern light. There werelines around
the mouth that had never been there before and the eyes were more sunken than ever.

Diane was standing closeto me, and | put my arm around her shoulders. "Don't be afraid,” | heard
Acktus say. "Thereis nothing for either of you to be afraid of. In ashort while you will bein paradise,

"The Dream which you have been experiencing for eight years and eight monthsis an unconscious a
priori rationdization of your ingtant trangition from hereto Sirius9.

"While it ssemsto be one Dream because of your Smilar versons, actualy it istwo separate
Dreams—three, if we count the third person'sversion. In your caseit seemsidentica because both of
you will besmilarly involved in theincident which will provokeit.

"The physica appearance which you ascribe to the other personsisvaid because you are
rationdizing thelr trangtion aswell as your own. However, while you seem to 'see’ them without theaid
of light, you are actudly 'remembering’ them asthey will be a the moment of trangtion.

"The actions and reactions which you ascribe to the other persons are fictitious. For instance, Alan,
when you said that Diane's face turned white, that her body went rigid, and that her lipspartedina
soundless scream when she redlized that the third person had no face, your cliches betrayed you. Y ou
assumed shewould react that way because the heroinesin the romantic fiction you have read invariably
react that way, and your unconscious mind visuaized the assumption.

"And when you tried to communicate with her by lip-reading, you got nowhere because you would
have had to supply the answersto your own questions. Y our unconscious mind did not have those
answers because they weren't essential to the a priori rationdization.

"Y our Dreams are spacel ess, except for the distance between your bodies, because even the a
priori factor cannot impose space where no objects exist. But the idea of spaceisthere.

"Y our Dreams are lightless because, while the a priori factor includes the speed of light, it does not
include light itsalf, and therefore cannot supply it. Y our sense of movement at extreme velocity from one
point to another point arisesfrom the a priori fact that if abody exchanges spatia co-ordinates, it must
move. But while your subjective velocity can equa the speed of light, it can never exceed the speed of
light—"

There was a pounding on the door.



For amoment none of us moved or spoke. Then Acktus said: "I meant to free the whole world, but |
could only free two people. But the massforce field of ideasis never permanent, and whileit shiftsfrom
one extreme to another, perhaps some day mass man will create his own utopia.”

The pounding was repeated, louder than before. Acktus walked dowly acrossthe room. " Causdlity
isamockery," he said, and threw open the door.

Desteil sood on the threshold. Behind him the faces of his officers showed pae and unred inthe
lantern light. He had drawn his sword. His eyes, surveying the room over Acktus tremendous shoulders,
wereaglacid blue. When they touched Diane, the bluenessintensified but the coldness did not go away.

Heraised hisfree arm in an attempt to shove Acktusto one side. He would have obtained more
perceptible results had he tried to move amountain. His eyesflickered. "Mutant!" he said. "Ape!" His
sword flashed as he drew it back.

Acktus caught the blade in his chest. He did not move from the doorway, but he turned sideways,
tearing the hilt from Degtell's grasp. | saw the sword jutting grotesquely from the anthropoid torso and the
room went red. Suddenly | was running toward Destell, oblivious to everything except his gray-collared
throat.

| amost reached him; my yearning fingertips brushed the gray collar. Then Acktus girder-like arm
came up, knocking my breath away and flinging me back across the room. Diane wasjust behind me and
when | collided with her both of ustumbled against the wall and did to thefloor.

| lay there half stunned, watching the scene before me. Destell till stood in the doorway. He was
trying to back through it now, but the pressure of his own men behind him was his own undoing. He
fumbled wildly for his photon gun but fright had turned hisfingersto clay.

Acktus was an immobile ape-god. Abruptly he seized the sword jutting from his chest and jerked it
free. He hurled it to the floor. Hisright arm rose dowly, relentlesdy; his massive hand opened. Detell's
scream ended in agurgling dlipsis when hisface wastorn away. He staggered into the room and
collapsed a Diane's feet, the gray breast of his coat scarlet with the first surge of blood.

Acktus couldn't have had more than a second before the first photon charge struck him. But that
second was enough. Lines of concentration fissured hisface; cornices and ledges stood out gaunt and
cold. The room dimmed, darkened, and through the darkness | heard hisfina words:

"Sirius9, Alan. Takeit and guard it well."

VII

Diane and | were standing on agreen hilltop in thewarm light of abrilliant blue-white sun. The hill
doped gently down into afertile valley of orchards and vineyards and green grass. In the distance a
winding river sparkled through the pale verdure of youthful trees.

Above us arched a bluer sky than we had ever known on Earth, and into it the sun was climbing, a
great and gentle god of blue-white light. Below the sun, near the horizon, was another sun, atiny diamond
point of brightness—a perfect morning star.

In that first sweet moment of the new reality we forgot that there had ever been aman without aface.
It was only when we lowered our eyes from the matchless sky that we saw the dead man on the dope
below us and knew that the Dream was forever over and gone.

| saw the bewilderment in Diane's eyes.

"Acktus didn't have achanceto elaborate on hisexplanation,” | said. "Y ou see, our ingtantaneous
movement from Earth to Sirius 9 violated a subjective fact. We unconscioudy rationdized that violation,
and the rationalization gppeared to usin the form of arepetitious dream.

"The disgtance from Earth to Sirius 9—in a subjective sense—is gpproximately 8.65 light years.
Subjectively, the speed of light cannot be exceeded, so it is subjectively impossible for abody, or bodies,
to travel 8.65 light yearsin lessthan eight years and eight months. Therefore, our instantaneous
movement, in order to make a priori sense, had to begin eight years and eight months before it actudly
started—unconscioudy, of course, and in the form of adream. Our ingstent sense of movement at



extreme vel ocity—the vel ocity of light—and our conviction that we were traveling from one spatia point
to another spatia point, bearsthis out.

"You and | had to rationdize not only our own instantaneous transition but that of the other persons
involved aswell. During the early phase of the Dream we weren't trying to 'see’ each other, aswe
thought. We were trying to 'remember' each other—from the future. Such a paradox is possible because
true redity—thething-in-itsdf—istimeess.

"And Destell?" Diane asked.

| took her hand and we walked down the hillsde to where the dead man lay. Diane turned away, but
| forced mysdlf to knedl down beside the inert body and forced my fingersto touch the limp wrist. It was
ill warm but it contained no vestige of life.

| stood up. "He couldn't have died before the trangition was completed,” | said, "so he must have
experienced the Dream. But not quite the same Dream we experienced. In effecting the teleportation
Acktus had to convey the information that our destination was the ninth planet of Sirius, and since Destell,
likedl arigo-militarists, was well-grounded in scientific knowledge, he must have known that Siriusis
8.65 light years distant from Sol.

"However, hisa priori rationdization did not need to include anyone beside himsdlf because he did
not know that you and | were also a part of the tel eportation. So probably his Dream consisted of a
gpacdess, lightless, timdess void unpeopled by anyone other than himself, but in addition to the feding of
movement which we experienced, he must have experienced something else. Pain.”

Diane shuddered. "How horrible!" she said.

We stood therein sllence for aWhile. A breeze sprang up in the valey, climbed the hill and kissed
our faces. There was the sound of the singing of birds, and the scent of meadow flowers.

Suddenly Diane knelt down and plucked a blade of grass. She held it up to the blue-white sunlight
and pinched it between her thumb and forefinger till her skin was stained with chlorophyll. She looked a
mequizzicdly.

"All you've proved,” | said, "isthat Acktuswas ableto create aworld physicdly identicd to the
world which mass man crested in another phase of the thing-in-itsef—Earth. Since he himsalf was unable
to take advantage of his own creation, we have to conclude that movement through the thing-in-itsdlf is
possible only through the mind of a non-participator intellectually powerful enough to transcend the a
priori factor."

"If feels redl," Diane said, staring at the blade of grass between her green fingers.

"Itisred. Subjectively red. And subjectiveredity isdl that need ever concern ussinceitisal we
can ever know. Srius9isasvdidas Sol 3is"

She gave anervouslittle laugh. "Perhaps more valid in one respect.”

| looked at her puzzledly. "In what respect?’

"We know therewasa God."

We buried Destell on the hillsde, then hand in hand we waked down into the valley toward the
blueness of theriver. | became aware of anew vitdity coursing through my body, and | felt the
wholeness of the new leg Acktus had given me. The air was sparkling, the sun warm. Meadow flowers
rose round our knees at the foot of the hill, and lush orchards marched to meet us. Thevalley wasa
gardenredly, aparadise; apoemin living things.

Diane paused beneath aluxuriant tree, reached up and plucked aripe red fruit. Suddenly |
remembered Acktus saying that an aternative subjective redity had to be exhaustively fabricated, had to
be complete down to the smallest detail: had to possess variations or duplications of al phenomena, both
past and present, of the massforcefield of idess.

That waswhen | saw the serpent coiled around the tree.

| knocked the fruit from Diane's hand before it could touch her lips. Homo sapiens |1 would probably
turn out to be atoolmaker like Homo sapiens|.

But at least he was going to begin life with aclear conscience!



The Fugitives

—and God said unto them, Be fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the earth.
—Genesis1:28

(ln the while he waswaiting in line to be checked out Warren felt eyes upon him, but he postponed

glancing over his shoulder till after he reached the check-out counter and turned his groceriesand his
ration card over to the electronic cashier. But none of the people lined up behind him seemed to be
aware of hisexistence; neither did the people waiting in the other check-out lines. He guessed the truth
then, and, raising his gaze, saw that the eyes belonged to the automart manager, who was peering down
at him through thelittle window of the gondola-like automart office.

Hisfearswere dlayed. It was part of the manager's job to keep an eye on the customers while they
were checking out. Electronic cashiers weren't easily duped and it was next to impossible to hold one up;
but such things had been done before and unquestionably would be attempted again. It only seemed to
Warren that the manager was watching him. Actudly, the man was watching everyone.

By the time he stepped into the parking lot he'd succeeded in laying hisfearsto rest. The parking lot
covered two acres and even at this early hour was nearly filled with Frolics, Skylarks, Schlottisches,
Jubilees, and Zests. There were no big jobsin evidence. Even in the country, where he and Dianne had
recently cometo live, it wasimpracticable to drive anything larger than a carette.

His own carette was a Schlott—Iow and deek and bucket-seated. It was an extravagance, yes—but
what quicker way was there to attract attention to yourself than by going carless? After walking the three
hundred yards to where held parked it, he set the groceriesin one of the bucket seats, climbed into the
other, and joined the line of caretteswaiting to leave the lot. Some five minuteslater, he drove onto the
intermega opolitan highway and headed for the gpartmotel where he and Dianne had set up
housekeeping.

Hewasddicioudy tired after working al night. He hadn't thought he'd like working nights, but when
he'd been offered the position of Nocturna Maintenance Engineer at the Bomar Bowling Academy, hed
taken it without hesitation, knowing from experience that the fewer people he cameinto contact with, the
lesslikelihood there would be of his being recognized. Hed dyed his hair long ago, of course, and hed
long ago said good-bye to the little mustache he'd once been so proud of; but being on TV had made his
face public property, and the tape of thelittle interview the newscasters had tricked him and Dianneinto
giving in the hospital hallway might be re-aired at any time. It had dready resulted in their being spotted
twice, despite their precautions, and both times only the availability of the police had made it possible for
them to escape with their lives and to move on to adifferent locale.

But inaway, perhaps, their having been forced at last to leave Megal opolis Nine behind them had
been agood thing. Heliked it herein Intramegaopolia. So did Dianne. Sometimes he wondered why he
hadn't made plansto live in the country while still a MIT-1V. There was so much more space here. Why,
sometimes you could drive for awhole hundred feet without passing asingle building! Not very often, but
often enough to give you a sense of freedom you never got to know in amegaopolis. He thought of
Wordsworth'slines

Great God! I'd rather be

A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn, --

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea,

Have glimpses that would make me lessforlorn . . . .

Y es, that wasthe way it was. Exactly the way it was. It was as though the lines had been written
today instead of nearly three centuries ago.

Dianne had breskfast ready for him when, an hour and fifteen miles after leaving the automart, he
parked the Schiott in the car-tree and entered their gpartmotel. She put away the groceries while he ate.
She was a brunette now. Once, she had been a striking blonde. And once, her name had been Evelyn,



and once Gloria, and once Y vonne. Just as his name had been successively Wayne, Everett, and
Theodore. "I met our next-door neighbor this morning, darling,” she said, pouring the eighth-of-a-pound
packet of sugar that constituted their week'sration into the sugar cannister. " She's coming over later onto
show me anew way to fix spork that sheheardon TV."

A cold finger of dear touched him. "Darling, do you think—"

She anticipated his objection. "But Warren, we can't go on living like apair of hermitsforever.
Especidly herein the country. People will wonder. People will suspect. And Mabd's so full of fun—so
friendly and likable."

"So wasthe last frustrated housewife that sicked the crowd on us.”

Diannewent rigid; her face paed. "I don't want to talk about it!"

"l know you don't, Dianne." (Even after dl thistime, it was hard not to cal her Yvonne.) "But you
should think about it. We're il too fresh on people's minds. Maybe Mabe doesn't know you from Eve
now, but the more she sees of you, the more she's apt to be reminded that she's seen you before,
somewhere, some place—you know how the process works. And once she remembers where and
when—and why—we're going to have to run for our lives again.”

"But Mabd's hushand is a plainclothesman. Even if she did recognize us, shewouldn't give us away.
She couldnt, out of loydty to Bill."

Warren was till dubious. "Y ou never know what afrustrated housewife will do. She is afrustrated
one, isn't she?| don't recall seeing any children in the neighborhood.”

"Y—yes. She and Bill arein the pool, but you know the odds against their names being drawn.”

Tears had comeinto Dianne's eyes. They always did when the subject of children came up. Tears
and terror, and atinge of guilt. Warren suffered smilarly, but his suffering didn't show. He wouldn't have
brought up the subject of children at dl if necessity hadn't demanded it. He said, " Those are the kind we
have to watch out for the most.”

"I know," Dianne said miserably. "But the days are so long and the nights are even longer, and she is
friendly, Way—Warren, and her husband is a plainclothesman. It may even beto our benefit to be
friendswith them."

Warren relented then. She was probably right, and he was probably getting to be a misanthrope,
which, however much he might bejusdtified, wasn't agood thing for ether of them. "All right," he said, "so
now you've got agirl friend. Sowhat dseisnew?’

He dept most of the day, awakening at five o'clock. The coolness of the August morning had long
snce departed, and the humid hegt of afternoon wasin full sway. As he dipped into hislay-around robe
the lazy crescendo of alocust climbed above the ceasdess murmur of carettes passing on the highway.
Through the open window he saw the heet rising in wave after shimmering wave from the gpartmotel
courtyard.

Mabd wasin the kitchen with Dianne when he came in. She was full of fun, just as Dianne had said.
Small, pert, with ringlets of black hair scalloping her forehead, she could have passed for alittle girl—if
the fullness of her breasts and hips hadn't attested that nothing could be farther from the truth. "Y ou're
just likemy Bill," she said to him after Dianne performed the amenities. "Eight hours deep, and you look
likeabear."

Warren fingered the stubble on his cheeks and chin. He grinned. "Guess I'd better make mysdlf
avilized."

"No, don't do that,” Mabd said. "I like men who look like bears. It'sasign of virility. Is hevirile,
Dianne?'

The feigned naivete with which she asked the question clearly indicated she meant it soldly asajoke.
Nevertheless, it was just about the worst thing she could have said. Dianné's face turned pink, then white;
her lips quivered. How she managed to carry off the moment, Warren never knew, but carry it off she
did. "And how!" she said. "If welived in the days of yore, we'd probably have more kids than abarrel of
monkeyd"

"I ill think 1'd better make mysdf civilized," Warren said, and |eft the kitchen before the blush that
had begun infiltrating his cheeks became perceptible.



Returning some twenty minutes later after a shower and a shave and achange into a cool
dacks-shirt-clax ensemble, he found Dianne setting the table and carrying on a conversation with Mabel
rethe relative merits of nearbeef and spork. The two of them talking back and forth lent thelittle room a
qudity that had previoudy been wanting—aquality compounded of homeliness, matter-of-factness, and
camaraderie. Maybe having someone else to talk to would be good for Dianne—and, by extension,
good for him too. Associating with him exclusively could only make her remember, just as associating
with her exclusively made him remember. And God knew, it wastime they forgot. Six months was more
than long enough to torture yourself for amisdeed that, in the strict sense of the word, hadn't been a
misdeed at al, but amistake—and not even your own.

Just the same though, he reflected as he drove to work some five hours later through the heavy
Tuesday-night traffic, becoming intimate with other people, no matter how nice they might be, was arisky
business at best. There was the omni-present danger of adip of the tongue, for one thing, and the
possibility that you might forget yourself to the extent of making asudden confidence for another. Y ou
had to watch yourself every second.

But Dianne knew enough to be careful. She ought to know by thistime.

Was the Frolic behind him ddliberately following too close, or wasits driver dozing off? He'd passed
the carette afew minutes ago, and it had seemed to him that the man's eyes had held a spark of
recognition. But even asthe thought crossed hismind, the Frolic pulled into adifferent lane, and a
moment later turned down a side road.

That wasthe hdll of having had your face aired over TV—aof having been found innocent in the eyes
of thelaw but guilty in the eyes of the people. Everywhere you went, you kept imagining someone was
garing at you, and you could never wholly be sure they redly werent.

Inaway, fleeing from the people was far worse than fleeing from the police. There were people,
people everywhere, everywhere you went; you could never leave them behind. All you could do was
hidein their midst—Iose yourself in sameness—and hope and pray that your neighbor's memory was
ghort.

And hope and pray, too, that someday it would al blow over and that your persond safety would no
longer be in such jeopardy that the law could not award you that which was rightfully yours.

The following morning, he met Mabd's husband Bill. It was Bill's day off, and the two of them were
going into outer Megalopolis Nineto take in asix-hour senshow and wanted Warren and Dianne to go
aong. Bill wasabig strapping man with agenid Irish face and apair of sharp blue eyes, but who
neverthelessdidn't look like acop. Warren took aliking to him right away.

Just the same, hewasworried. "Gosh, | can't go," he said. "It would mean I'd have to go to work
tonight without any deep." Helooked at Dianne, hoping she'd say no, she couldn't go either—that her
placewas at her husband's sde. But Dianne didn't say anything. She just stood there looking back at
him, beseeching him with her eyes.

He sghed. "But there's no reason why Dianne can't go," he said.

She was radiant when she got back that night. "Darling, such sights and scenes you never dreamed
of!" she cried. "For six hours| lived another life, and now it'slike being born al over again. Oh, how |
wish you could have come!”

Rebirth had heightened the color of her cheeks, brought back the sparkle that used to livein her
eyes. All a once, hewished he didn't have to go to work, that he could deep the whole night through
beside her and know the warm smoothness of her thighs, the thrilling softness of her breasts. And he
redized with agtart that thiswas the firgt time he had truly desired hiswife since, snce— Well, no matter
when. It was enough that he did desire her, that she desired him. Perhaps now they could begin living
agan.

A knock sounded on the door, and a second later Mabe stepped into the room. "Dianne, | forgot to
tell you—tomorrow's our shopping day and I'm going to the automart. Y ou'll come aong, won't you? |
hate shopping done.”

Dianne looked at Warren. "Do you think | should?' her eyes asked. It was her radiance that decided
him. If going out did that much for her, then risk or no risk she should go out more often. In thefina



andysis, the essence of life was danger; and when you tried to live without exposing yourself toit, you
ended up not living a dl. So he said, "Why don't you go, darling? Y ou've never been to a country store,
and you may get akick out of it."

Shelaughed. "I'll window-shop while Mabd's doing the redl thing."

"Beready about nine-thirty,” Mabd said. Then, "Wdll, I'd best be getting back to Bill." She winked.
"After asenshow, he gets notions sometimes. See you in the morning, Dianne.”

Sheleft. "I'd better be going too," Warren said, glancing at hiswatch. "I'm glad you enjoyed yoursdlf
S0 much today, darling."

She pretended to pout. "1'd have enjoyed myself alot moreif you'd been with me. Senshows areten
times more fun when you share them with your husband.”

"I'm off tomorrow night," he said. "Maybe Saturday we—"

She put her arms around his neck and kissed him. "WEell go to the same show! | won't mind living it
again. With you with me, it'll belikeliving it for thefirst time. Well hold hands like apair of—of—"

"A pair of lovers”

"Yes, likeapair of lovers And everything will be the way it used to be, and well climb mountains,
deep in quaint chalets; float down lovely riversto the sea. Well vigit the craters of the moon and drink
red winein thelittle cafes of Mars. Good-bye, Earth, well say, and fly away to the stargl”

They kissed again, and said good night. Then he went outside to the car-tree, lowered his Schiott,
and set out for work.

He thought about her dl through the night as he rode the polishing machine up and down the bowling
lanes. Shewas il radiant when he arrived home the next morning. For her shopping date with Mabel
she'd donned a pink gadabout. It swirled like mist around her legs as she set the table, and through its
diaphanous bodice he could faintly see her breasts. He pulled her down and kissed her just as Mabe
camein the door. "What, so early in the morning?' Mabel asked. "Wow!"

Déliberately Dianne sat down on Warren'slap. "Why not?"

"Good thing you didn't livein the old days," Mabel said. "Y ou redly would have had more kids than
abarrel of monkeys. Guess I'd better wait for you out in the carette.”

"I'll beright with you," Dianne said.

After serving his bregkfast, she kissed him and |eft. "Were invited out for supper tonight,” she
announced when he got up that afternoon. "Mabel got extrarations—she and the automart manager are
old friends"

Warren remembered the eyes that had peered down at him from the gondola-like office when he was
checking out Monday. An ice cube of fear coalesced in his sscomach. "Did you meet the manager?’ he
asked.

"Ohyes. Hesawfully nice. He said maybe he could arrange to let us have alittle something extra
now and then. Surpluses accumulate, he said, no matter how generous he tries to be, and he savesthem
for hisfriends."

The cube melted, drained away. He showered, shaved, and got into cool clothes, and at five-thirty he
and Dianne went next door. It wasthe hottest it had been dl week, and if anything, the sultry wind
blowing up from the south aggravated matters. But Mabel had dl her windows open, and her living room
was relatively coal. It was a duplicate of Warren's and Dianne's. So was her gpartmotel. So were dl the
other gpartmotels.

"Bill got caled out on ajob and won't be heretill later,” Mabe said. "So sit down, you two, and I'll
mix us somedrinks.”

Warren and Dianne complied. Thetelevision set was on, but he couldn't get interested in the program
in progress. He stared out the window at the heat waves rising from the courtyard. Despite the
temperature, quite anumber of their neighbors, both men and women, had come out of their gpartmotels
and were standing in the afternoon sunlight. They had collected into agroup and were talking about
something, but the murmur of the highway traffic drowned out their words.

From the kitchen came the sound of ice cubestinkling. It was acool pleasant sound. Presently Mabel
re-entered the living room carrying atray. Her face had changed somehow. Warren spotted the



difference right away, and even though he couldn't put hisfinger on exactly what it was, a chill went
through him.

She handed him and Diannetall cool glasses. "Cheers" she said. Everyone drank. Ice cubestinkled
like Chinese wind chimes. Warren looked out the window again. A number of carettes had pulled into
the courtyard and their occupants had added themselves to the group of neighbors. Only it could no
longer properly be caled agroup. It had turned into a crowd.

Soon, it would becomeamab ...

Warren felt sick. He glanced at Mabd's phone. How many calls had she made? he wondered. Not
many, probably. It would only have taken two or three to sart the bal rolling. "Bill's not coming home a
al tonight, ishe, Mabd?' hesad.

Her eyesdidn't even flicker. "Whatever makes you think that?"

"Becauseif hedid, hed haveto stopit.”

"Stop what, darling?”

Warren got to hisfeet, pulled Dianne to hers. There might still be time to makeit to the car-tree and
lower the Schiott, and once they were on the highway, it would be no trick at al to lose themselves.
"Come on, Dianne—well haveto runfor it."

Abruptly Mabd dropped al pretense, pulled agun from an end-table, and pointed it. It was an old
Burchardt-Luger, but it ppeared to bein good condition, and it was unquestionably |oaded. "Sit down
rabbitman,” she said. "Y ou too, rabbitgirl.”

Warren complied. So did Dianne. The old sickness had returned to her eyes. It was a sickness born
of the knowledge that you were the most despised creature in the world. Warren knew it well. But this
timeit wasn't so bad. Thistime, he was amost glad—would have been glad if it hadn't been for Dianne.
Hewastired of running, tired of pretending that tomorrow thingswould be different; tired of the human
race.

Hewasn't even afraid any longer. "It was the automart-manager, wasn't it, Mabel 7' he said. "He
thought he recognized me Monday morning, got my address from the cashier, and called you when he
found out you lived next door to us. He was pretty sure he was right about me, but he wanted to get a
good look at Dianne before pointing hisfinger. So you ingratiated yourself with her and got her to go
shopping with you without arousing our suspicions. Then you pointed the finger."

"My, but you're clever, rabbitman.”

"Y ou don't redlize what you're doing," Dianne said. "We weren't to blame. There wasn't any
hereditary precedence and the pre-peds didn't make a thorough enough examination. They were the ones
who were found guilty—not us. We were completely exonerated.”

"By thelaw, maybe—but not by the people. We didn't exonerate you and we never will!" Mabd had
momentarily forgotten Warren and was addressing Dianne. Her face was horrid to behold. Itsthin
coating of civilization had dissolved, and the naked flesh beneath stood out stark and clear. “I'd kill you
now," she said, "but it wouldn't befair. Y ou robbed the others too, and some of them at least should see
you suffer. Y ou and your rabbitman-lover!”

Dianne beganto cry.

Warren looked out the window again. More carettes were pulling off the highway and the ranks of
the mob were swelling visbly. It had avoice now—Iow, vicious, murmuring.

He had heard the sound before. As he watched, one of the men uncoiled arope and threw it over
one of the empty booms of the car-tree. It hung there darkly against the glaring August sky.

Still another carette pulled into the courtyard. A familiar figure got out and began running toward the
gpartmotd. It was Bill. A moment later, he burst into the room. His face was white as he confronted
Mabe. "1 knew you were up to something when you sent me on that phony errand,” he said, "and |
played dong to find out what. My God, Mabel, doesn't my job mean anything to you?"

He jerked the Burchardt-Luger out of her hand. "But they're The Rabhbits!" she screamed.

"I guessed as much when | saw the crowd. Y ou fool! Now I've got to get them out of here.”

She made agrab for the gun, bit his hand when he shoved her away. He dapped her face. Hard. She
sank limply down into achair. He shoved Warren and Dianne toward the door. " They're not worked up



enough yet. | may be ableto get you through.”

Heled theway, displaying his badge and carrying the Luger in plain sight. Warren and Dianne kept
close behind him. People began pressing in on al sdes. The murmuring of their many voicestook on a
more vicious note. Bill raised the Luger. "This man and woman arein my custody!" he shouted. "If you
interfere, I've every right to kill you!" Sullenly the people drew back.

At length the trio reached the car-tree. Bill lowered Warren's Schiott. "Get in, both of you,” he said,
"and get the hdll out of herel”

"Litterbitch!" someone shouted.

"Dirty Dionned™

"Kill them! Kill them!"

"Get going for God's sake!" Bill said.

Dianne was sobbing now. Warren helped her into the Schlott, climbed in himsdlf. He looked up into
Bill'sface, wanting to commend the man for his bravery, to thank him for saving their lives. But the hatred
in Bill's eyes chilled him to the bone. He gunned the Schlott and shot onto the highway. Soon, the river of
carettes and trucks absorbed them.

Night found them till on theroad. Dianne's eyes were dry by then, and she was staring at the lights
of the service stations and the cafes and the apartmotel courts. "My babies,” she kept saying, "l want my
babies." They would go on to anew place and try again. They would apply for new names and new
socia security numbers, and the law would grant them. Secretly, so that no one would know. They
would find anew apartmotel and he would find anew job. And they would settle down once more to
wait for timeto pass and hate to abate, praying that the day would come when their lives would no longer
be in danger and they could be awarded custody of thetwins. Y es, they would hide again, in the only
place there was for them to hide. Among the people. The people, the people, the people.

Jhe Pyramid Project
The Sphinx

@eniel Hal met the enemy in the blue skies of NRGC 984-D but it cannot be said that the enemy

was his. Neither can it be said that he was the enemy's. In point of fact, about all that can be said about
the encounter isthat it never quite came off. One minute there were two trim scout ships, one Terran and
the other Uvdian, arrowing toward each other, and the next minute there were two trim scout ships
veering off at right anglesto each other and dropping rapidly planetward. What happened to the Uvelian
pilot will be touched upon later. Right now, the cameraisfocused on Daniel Hall.

He came down near the edge of awide tableland and plowed along furrow in a stretch of
snow-white sand. The impact tore one of the viewscope brackets |oose and sent it ricocheting from wall
towal. On thethird ricochet it sdeswiped Hal, ripping through both layers of his spacesuit and tearing
open hisleft arm from elbow to shoulder. Still not satisfied, it struck the radio panel and smashed the
transmitter. Then it gave up the ghost and dropped to the deck.

Hall hadn't meant to make such ahard landing. He hadn't meant to make any kind of alanding. An
invisible force had seized the controls and torn the ship out of the sky, and he hadn't been abletodo a
thing about it.

Hetried the controls now. Hetried them singly and in pairs. No matter how hetried them, they did
not respond. Next, he had ago at the radio. He knew even while he was beaming his S.O.S. that it
would never get beyond the stratosphere and that all he would receive for his painswould be static. He
was right. He turned the radio off.

Well anyway, NRGC 984-D had areasonably amiable climate and areasonably amiable



atmosphere-hisinstrumentstold him that much. So he could tay divefor alittlewhile a least.

Hal grinned. "A littlewhil€' wasright. The Terran fleet'simminent engagement with the Uvdian
wouldn't be postponed merely because an unimportant space scout who had been sent on ahead to
determine whether or not the planet in whaose vicinity the engagement was to take place had intelligent
inhabitants, failed to report back. The assgnment had been no more than atoken gesturein the first
place-a gesture that would sound good on the flagship's |og-tape when the war was over. Whether
NRGC 984-D had intelligent inhabitants or not, the commander of the Terran fleet would carry out his
origind orders, and if a planet-wide tectonic upheava resulted from the sde effects of the battle-and only
amiracle could avert such an eventudity—Terrankind would hold themsalves no more responsible for it
than they held themsalves respongible for Carthage, Dresden, and Deimos.

According to Terran intelligence reports, the resemblance between Terrans and Uveianswas cultural
aswdl as physicdl; hence, the odds had it that the Uvelian pilot had been on asimilar token assignment
and that if he, too, had been rendered hel pless and incommunicado it would have asimilar lack of effect
on the commander of the Uvdian fleet. Anyway you looked at the Situation NRGC 984-D was going to
have to pay dearly for being in the wrong place at the wrong time-i.e., a a point in space equidistant
from Earth and Uve at the precise moment when the crucid battle of the Earth-Uvel war was going to
take place.

Hadl's arm was beginning to throb, and waves of weakness were washing over him. Breaking out a
first-aid pac, he sterilized the wound and dressed it. The bleeding stopped, but he till felt weak and he
knew that he should rest. However, he couldn't bring himself to do so. For one thing, he knew that
regardless of what he did, he was doomed anyway, and for another, during his descent he had glimpsed
anumber of vaguely familiar Sructuresin the distance, He hadn't been able to make them out clearly, but
structures usudly spdled intelligent beings, and he was eager to find out whether or not these structures
werein keeping with therule. It was sy of him, he supposed, to want to know what kind of beings, if
any, he was going to share extinction with; but he wanted to know just the same.

So, after removing the cumbersome outer-section of his spacesuit and taking off hishemet, he
opened the scout-ship's locks and stepped outside. NRGC 984 waswell past meridian. Using it asa
reference point, he oriented himsdlf. To the north and to the east, the tableland dropped away into hazy
foothills; far to the west, salwart mow-crowned mountains rose sheerly into the sky. The structures
which he had glimpsed lay to the south. Therewerefour of them atogether, and three of them were
pyramidal in shape. The fourth stood alittle to the east of the others and was radicaly different from
them. It looked like-it looked like—

Hall squinted his eyes againg the glare of the sunlight. If he hadn't known that such athing was
impossible, he would have sworn that the fourth structure was a sphinx.

NRGC 984 wasa KO gtar. However, if the rays which were mining down upon the tableland were a
dependable criterion, it wasn't very far from attaining GO-hood. Hall felt dehydrated before he had gone
haf amile. By thetimeamilelay behind him, he was ready to drop.

He wet his mouth repeatedly from the vacuum-container of ship's water which he had brought aong,
each time swdlowing as much of theicy contents as he dared. He could see the pyramida structures
quite clearly now—clearly enough to know that in mentaly referring to them as " pyramida structures’
ingtead of as"pyramids’ he was only kidding himsdlf. He could see the fourth structure quite clearly,
too—clearly enough to know that in the strict sense of the word it wasn't a structure, but a huge statue,
and to know that whether such athing were possible or not, the statue was a statue of a sphinx.

As he progressed, redling now and then from the heat and from his increasing weakness, he began to
wonder whether he had somehow been catapulted back through space to Egypt—to the plateau of
Gizeh, upon which the Great Sphinx Harmachis guarded the Great Pyramids of Cheops, Chephren, and
Mykerinos, and a whose base the Terran capitd of Kafr e Haram stood. And as he progressed il
farther he began to wonder whether he had somehow been catapulted back through space and timeto
the Egypt of over five thousand years ago when the Great Pyramids and the Great Sphinx were new; for
these pyramids and this sphinx were new—make no mistake about it. The pyramids|ooked asthough
they had been built yesterday, and asfor the sphinx, its excellent condition lent it areglism so remarkable



that Hall momentarily expected to seeit rise up on its columnar legs and come thundering over the
tableland to welcome him—

Or to annihilate him.

There was athird possibility, of course, and on the surface it made more sense than the other two:
maybe his growing weakness and the merciless rays of the sun had combined forces and were causing
him to hdlucinate.

But if hewas hdlucinating, why hadn't he chosen a subject morein keeping with his character?
Specificaly, why hadn't he projected an image of a garish street lined with nepenthe nooks and fun bars,
or an image of ablue mountain lake with a shack on its wooded shore and a canoe drawn up on its
beach ready to take him gliding over the cool and limpid waters? Like many adventurers, Hall pursued
both solitude and sin and found peace in neither; but they were at least a part of his makeup, and
Egyptology was not. He had visited the plateau of Gizeh and seen the Great Pyramids and the Great
Sphinx, and he had read about Cheops, Chephren, and Mykerinos in Herodotus History: but the
pharaohs and their sepulchers and their monuments were relaively unimportant itemsin the synthesis of
rea and vicarious experiences that congtituted his character, and it was highly unlikely that he would be
"seaing" asphinx and three pyramids now.

He decided that the best way to find out whether or not he was imagining them would beto try to
walk right through them, and with thisin mind, he forced himsdlf to go on, even though he knew that he
would do better to return to his ship and forget about the whole thing.

Gradudly, the pyramidstook on greater detail, particularly thelargest of thetrio. It stood in the
foreground, and severd hundred yardsto the east of it stood the Sphinx. The Gizeh sphinx measured in
the neighborhood of 189 feet in length, 70 in height, and 30 from forehead to chin. If anything, thisone
exceeded those dimensions. Lord, supposeit were to stand up, Hall thought. Why, it would tower almost
ahundred feet above the ground!

Had the Sphinx read hismind? It would seem so. At any rate, the huge head had turned and the great
golden eyes were fixed upon hisface. As hewatched in disbelieving fascination, it sood erect on itsfour
legs and regarded him contemplatively across the half ahundred yards of tableland that separated them.

Everything caught up to Hall then—hisweakness, the rays of NRGC 984, the hest risng from the
white sand, the doubts that had been multiplying in hismind ever Snce he had participated in the
destruction of the Deimos Dissenters—and he sagged to the ground. The ground, he discovered
presently, was trembling. Well it might. The creature walking over it probably weighed severd thousand
tons.

Hefdt the coolness of shade. Looking up, he saw the massive humanoid face looming above him, the
great golden eyes gazing down into his own. Slowly, the huge head began to lower; rlentlesdy, the
gigantic jaws began to open. Bdatedly, Hall tried to draw hislaser pistal, only to discover that he no
longer had charge of hisright arm. He retreated way back into his mind then, found a deep dark cave,
crawled into it, and closed hiseyes.

Cheops Daughter

Wherever else he might be, Hall decided sometime later, he was no longer in the cave. Nor was he,
apparently, in the belly of the Sphinx. There was the softness of eilderdown beneath hisback and a
pleasant perfume upon his nostrils. He was completely relaxed and the throbbing in hisarm had died
away. Feding fingerslightly touch hisforehead, he opened hiseyes.

Therewas agirl slanding over him. Her face was narrow, the forehead high and rounded, the nose
high-bridged and dender, the chin somewhat pointed. She had night-black hair, and her head wasfitted
with aridiculous headdressthat flared up into aflat crown. She was dim, but startlingly well-developed,
and she was wearing atight fitting halter and atight-fitting knee-length skirt. The headdress, the hdter,
and the skirt were golden in color, and, peering over the edge of the padded platform on which he lay,
Hall saw that webbed sandals of similar hue encased her smal feet. Her skin wasthe color of olives.

Despite her unusud attire and her equally unusua development, plus aqueenly hauteur that somehow



went well with both, her eyes il managed to be the most remarkable itemsin her feminineinventory.
They were amond-shaped, dightly danted, golden brown, and preternaturaly large. In addition, there
was aliquid quality about them that came close to devastating the defenses which Hall made hagte to
throw up around himself.

Wl anyway, she made as much sense as the pyramids and the Sphinx did, he thought resignedly. As
ameatter of fact, she seemed to belong in such a setting. "1 suppose you're going to tell me your nameis
'Cleopatra,” he said, even though he knew that the all-purpose English words were bound to be Greek
to her.

She had withdrawn her hand from his forehead and had stepped back from the platform the minute
he opened his eyes. But she hadn't been in the least disconcerted, nor was she in the least disconcerted
now. "Behold, | have dressed thy wound,” she said. "Isit not enough that a Pharoah's daughter should
have thus demeaned hersdlf without her having to demean hersdlf till further by giving thee her name?”
Suddenly puzzlement crinkled her forehead, and she looked intently at his smartly-tailored inner
gpacesuit. Actualy, in combination with his snappy black spacebootsit congtituted as sharp an outfit as
the Terran Space Navy had ever come up with, but she certainly didn't seem to think so. "Where didst
thou learn to speak the language of Egypt, dave from afar land?' she asked.

Clearly, NRGC 984-D was a planet of surprises, and by thistime Hall should have been sufficiently
acclimated to have enabled him to take each new development in his stride. He was not, though—not
quite—and for awhile hejust lay there gaping &t the girl. Then he propped himsdlf up on one ebow,
noting as he did so that she had indeed dressed his wound and noting simultaneoudy thet in the process
she had somehow diminated its soreness and brought about at least apartial return of his strength. She
hed aso, he reminded himsealf quickly, called him adave. He said sniddly, "I guessyou might say thet |
learned to speak Egyptian in the same place you learned to speak APE."

Sheblinked, and it was obvious from the blank ook she gave him that she had missed his point
completely. He had the fedling that she was just dying to put him in his place with afew well-chosen
epithets but that she wasn't quite sure enough of herself to risk doing so. " Gresat indeed must be my
disfavor inthe eyesof Amen-Ra," she said presently, "for me to have been afflicted by such
circumstances and by such company.”

Hall sat up on the platform, which, he saw now, was abed of some kind. The room in which it stood
was on the smal side, and surprisingly pleasant. The ceilings and the walls had been carved out of pink
granite, and theillumination was provided by candles burning in nichesthat looked alot like light-fixtures.
Besides the bed, there were two marble benches, amarble table, and adender diorite pedestal
supporting ashalow diorite bowl that looked like abird bath but which was probably astone brazier. In
the wall opposite the one against which the bed stood, atapestry-hung doorway gave accessto another
room. The tapestry was heavily decorated with tiny humanoid figures with cow-like heads.

Hall had ahunch that he wasinsde the largest of the three pyramids—an upsetting enough possibility
initsalf without having a pharaoh's daughter to contend with too. "Which pharaoh are you the daughter
of 7" he asked.

She drew hersdlf up as straight as could be and looked at him as though he were achunk of mud that
had just dropped from a chariot whedl. Nevertheless, the hauteur in her voice did not ring true, and he
was certain that he detected a note of shame. "His Mg esty King Khufu the blessed, dave! Dost thou
dare professignorance of hisreign?'

Khufu, he thought. That would be old Cheops himself. Which meant that the girl Standing beforehim
was in the neighborhood of fifty-two hundred years old. He sighed. "Wl anyway, you dressamean
dressing,”" hesaid.

Shejust looked at him.

He regarded her shrewdly. "I take it we're in the neighborhood of Memphis," he said presently, "and
that this pyramid we'rein isthe one your father took twenty yearsto build.”

For the first time the underlying uncertainty which he had sensed in her from the Sart roseto the
surface. Ingtead of bringing to mind a princess, she now brought to mind alittle girl who had strayed out
of her own back yard and become hopelesdy lost in the next. "'|—I know that what thou sayest must be



true," shesaid, "but | know aso that it cannot be true. Only the first mastuba of my father's sepul cher has
been built, and it isto be the first sepulcher of itskind, yet here there are three of them, and each has
been completed. I—I do not understand wherefore | am in this place, nor wherefore | am aone.”

"But surdly you must know how you got here.”

She shook her head. "Behold, two nightsago | was sitting in the—" She paused, took a deep breeath,
and began al over again. "Behold, two nightsago | lay meto deep, and when Amen-Ra climbed upon
his throne the morning &fter, here | lay in this strange place in this strange land. | do not know what to
do.”

She looked as though she were going to cry. Hal would have felt sorry for her if the memory of her
arrogance hadn't il been fresh in hismind. He didn't think much of people who went around cdling
other people daves. Another reason he didn't fed sorry for her wasthat he couldn't bring himsdif to
believe that she was on the level. How could she possibly be Cheops daughter?

All right, who could she bethen? A Uveian MataHari? Nonsense! A Uvelian MataHari might try to
pass hersdf off asalot of things, but unless she was hopelesdy out of her mind, shewould never try to
pass hersdf off as an Egyptian princess who had been dead for more than five millennia. Besides, what
would aUvedian spy be doing on a planet which, other than on an abstract level, neither the Terran nor
the Uvelian empires had ever heard about until afew days ago and which they wouldn't have heard about
even then if it hadn't been for the fact that NRGC 984-D was going to be occupying dmost the same
point in space asthat which the mgor Uveian and Terran forces, which were indluctably drawing closer
and closer together, would be occupying when they met in the crucid bettle of the hundred-year gaactic
war—in the ultimate Armageddon that would decide whether the Uveian demosocidistic ideology or the
Terran sociocratic ideology was to endure?

"Tdl me" Hall said presently, "isthereredly amonger the size of ayoung mountain hanging around
these parts, or did | just imagine there was?"'

He expected the question to disconcert her. It didn'tin theleast. "Oh yes," she said, ascamly as
though a sphinx were no more awe-inspiring than acommon dley cat, " She-who-builds-sepulchersis ill
with me. | feared at first that she, too, had deserted me, but she had not. But as she will not communicate
with me, | have been unable to learn wherefore she interrupted her |aborsin my father's behalf to build
these sepulchersin this strange land, or for whom she built them.”

A pyramid-building sphinx was al Hall needed. Lord knew, the girl's story had been incredible
enough before, but now it was fantagtic. Siding down from the platform-bed to the floor and noting to his
satisfaction that hislaser pistol was il initsholster at hiship, he said, "I can seethat if I'm going to find
out anything around here, I'm going to haveto find it out for mysdf. Soif you'll climb down off that high
horse of yours long enough to tell me how to get out of thisrock pile, Miss Whoever-you-are, | won't
bother you any more!™

The girl gasped. She stamped her right foot. She stamped her |eft. She clenched her hands. "Hast
thou the effrontery to imply that the noble daughter of His Mgesty King Khufu the blessed isguilty of a
falsehood, davel™

Hall put hishandson hiships. "A fasehood! Why you've been lying your head off."

Hewould have said moreif tears hadn't comeinto her golden brown eyes. Turning, she pointed
toward the doorway. "Beyond that portal thou wilt find another, dave," she said, "and beyond the second
portd, yet another. Then thou wilt find thyself in the passage that |eads to the portico. Go!"

Hal went.

The Pyramid Project

As heléeft the room, it occurred to him that he had forgotten to ask her how he happened to beinsde
the pyramid in thefirst place. It was just aswell. She would only have told him another fib.

How did he happen to beinside it then?

Probably, after his sphinx halucination, he had crawled the rest of the distance to his objective and
the girl had found him and taken himin tow. For al he knew, she could very well have saved hislife. He



wished now that he hadn't been quite so rude to her.

As nearly as he could ascertain, the room that adjoined the one he had just |eft was aliving room. It
contained e aborately upholstered settees and chairs, and there were cushions scattered over the thickly
carpeted floor. The next room was unquestionably a cooking room. Floor-to-ceiling shelves were lined
with earthenware pots, and there was a brick oven large enough to roast an elephant in. In addition to the
oven, therewas abrazier-like affair on which less pachydermatous dishes could be prepared.

Passing through the third doorway, he found himself, not in the passage which the girl had mentioned,
but in a spacious court. Stone columns gave the illusion of supporting the celling, and at the top of each,
just beneath the capital, was the bas relief of a cow-like face. Elaborate horns rising from the stone
foreheads blended with the capitals and supplied their matifs. It findly dawned on Hall who this cow-like
being was. It was Hathor, the Egyptian goddess of love.

He crossed the court without further delay and stepped through awide doorway into along corridor.
At the end of the corridor, adark, star-spangled rectangle showed. He made track for it, rgoicing in the
cool night air that presently reached his nodrils. Obvioudy he had been unconsciouslonger than he had
thought.

He could hardly wait to seethe stars. He knew perfectly well that he couldn't possibly bein ancient
Egypt, that there was another, far more practical, explanation for the presence of the Sphinx and the
pyramids and the olive-skinned girl, but just the same it would be good to know for sure. The stars
would tdl him. Starsdid not lie.

Stepping out of the passage, he looked up at them. The structure behind him and the roof of the
portico had haf of the heavens, but the half that was visible contained not asingle familiar constellation.
Hegaveasgh of reief. A moment later, he wondered why. Wouldn't he be better off if he werein
ancient Egypt? There, at least, he would have a chanceto live out therest of hisnaturd life. Here, he
would be dead before morning.

The portico was wide and lofty. Four columns, larger but smilar in al other respectsto the columns
he had seen in the court, stood in arow aong the marble apron, supporting the roof. Between the two
center ones a short flight of wide marble steps descended to the ground. He crossed the apron and went
down them.

All was silence. Above his head, acongtellation suggestive of ahuge crocodile sprawled acrossthe
heavens. The white sands of the tableland caught the Starlight and shattered it into infinitesmal particles,
and the particles glistened softly for miles around, seeming to emit aradiance of their own. Behind him,
the Great Pyramid—he till thought of it asthe "Great Pyramid" even though he knew that it wasn't—rose
geometrically up into an apex that was nearly 500 feet above the ground. To hisleft, the lesser pyramids
stood, and to hisright crouched the Sphinx.

Despite himsdlf, he was struck by her beauty—awed, dmost. She had asilvery cast in the Sarlgith.
Her flanks rose up like smooth escarpments to the magnificent ridge of her back. Her noble head hid half
ahundred gtars. The cliff of her classic profile was a splendid silhouette againgt the sky.

Hall walked toward her in the starlight. He had been impressed by the Great Sphinx of the Gizeh
Necropolis. Eveninits state of disrepair there was a mysterious quality about it that he had found
appealing, amassve grace that had intrigued him. But compared to his sphinx the one of the Gizeh
Necropolis was nothing more than a crudely sculptured rocky promontory reinforced with masonry.
Stonewas dl it had ever been and stonewas dl it could ever be. This sphinx was art apotheosized. No
wonder in his dazed and weakened state of afew hours ago he had invested her with life. Even now,
thinking clearly again, he fdt that at any moment she would rise and walk benesth the sars.

What had happened to the race of people who had scul ptured her? Hall wondered. To the race of
people who had built the three pyramids over which she was standing guard? Did that same race of
people have something to do with the building of the Egyptian pyramids? Did—

Nothing happened to the race of people who built the pyramids, Daniel Hall. And nothing is
going to happen to themif they can help it.

Asthewordsformed themsdavesin hismind, he saw that the Brobdingnagian head wasturning
toward him. Smultaneoudy heredlized that, far from being inanimate, the massive leonine body was



rampant with life. At length, the mysterious eyes met hisand regarded him like apair of intelligent golden
auns. He stood stark till in the starlight, astatue now himself.

Inthefind anayss there was no reason why a sphinx couldn't be dive. Statues were sculptured of
men, too, but this did not mean that men were made of stone.

Even the poor Egyptian child who dressed your wound in the Temple of Hathor isless
anthropocentric than you are, Daniel Hall. She realized | was alive the moment she saw me. And
yet you allowed yourself to know resentment simply because her thought world ruled out the
possibility of your being her equal, thereby forcing her to think of you as a slave. For shame,
Daniel Hall!

"And now what happens?' Hall asked, haf in cyniciam, hdf infear. "Are you going to devour me?'

There, your anthropocentric nature isinfluencing you again! You think that merely because a
being islarger than you are, it must be evil. And the larger it is, the more evil it becomes in your
mind, and the more partial to human flesh. No, I'm not going to devour you, Daniel Hall—it isyou
and your kind who are going to devour me and my sisters. That is, you would be going to devour
us if we hadn't taken the necessary steps to prevent you from doing so, although the possibility
exists that you may still succeed. You are on the verge of devouring us, not because you want to at
the moment, but because you haven't bothered to find out whether or not we exist.

“That'snot true!" Hall objected. "'l was sent here mysdlf to find out!"

And so was one of the members of the Uvelian forces. But even if either or both of you were
able to report your respective findings to your respective headquarters the battle would still take
place, and you know it. Incidentally, it's unnecessary for you to speak, to say nothing of shout. |
can receive thoughts as well as send them.

It was you who seized our controls then—who—who caused us to crash.

It was | who seized your controls and caused you to crash, Daniel Hall. My sister in the
neighboring demesne took care of your opponent. If our project is successful, we will need both of
you. However, although | caused you to crash, Daniel Hall, | had no intention of causing you
bodily injury. Small details are beyond the scope of our telekinesis. But | see that thanks to the
skillful ministrations of Ahura, you've fully recovered.

Ahura?

The little Egyptian princess whom you were so rude to a few minutes ago in the Temple of
Hathor.

She's no more of an Egyptian princess than you are! Hal "said." Egypt was consolidated with
the Union of Terran States over a hundred years ago when the capital was built at Kafr el Haram,
and couldn't recognize a princess even if she wanted to. Egyptian princesseswere out of stylelong
before that time anyway.

But millenniaago, they were not. Ahurawasnt lying to you-sheredly is Cheops daughter.

But don't you see?-that's moreincredible yet! Cheops daughter has been dead for over five
thousand yeard!

No, said the Sphinx, Cheops' daughter is very much alive. However, until yesterday she had
been unaware of the fact for quite some time. Not long after | arrived on your planet some
fifty-two hundred of your years ago and instituted the project my sisters and | had agreed upon, it
came to my attention that in his zeal to see his sepulcher erected Cheops had placed her in the
stews. Snce | had told himthat if he would put all of the resources of his kingdom at my disposal
the first pyramid would be his, | felt responsible for his action; and, as | had intended to take back
someone like Ahura anyway, | stole her from the stews, placed her in suspended animation, built a
special capsule for her, and had one of my sisters come and get her. She was then entombed in a
gpecial vault on Pornos-NRGC 984-D to you, Daniel Hall—until such time as | should have need
of her. Two days ago | brought her here, dressed her in clothing similar to what she was
accustomed to, placed her in the Temple of Hathor, and revived her. Ahura isnot her real name,
incidentally. She thinks of her ordeal in the stews as having happened only a few days ago and has
unconsciously taken the first step toward creating a new identity. | interceded in time, but the



experience left its mark just the same.

Drowning, Hall grabbed for thefirst straw he saw. But according to Herodotus, she stayed in the
stews for a long time, and also according to Herodotus, she made each of the patrons pay off with
a building block for a small pyramid which she later built in front of her father's.

Come now, Daniel Hall, you aren't even convinced of that yourself. You simultaneously think
of Herodotus as the "Father of History" and as the "Father of Lies." However, as his Egyptian
history can't possibly be anything more than recorded hearsay, he can't have been deliberately
lying in this case. Probably he merely repeated the myths which the generations that followed the
fourth dynasty dreamed up to supplement their knowledge of Cheops, Chephren, and Mykerinos.
In any event, what he wrote about Ahura is untrue.

Hall had aready forgotten Ahura. You said you arrived on Earth fifty-two hundred years ago.
That means you're over five thousand years old!

Right, said the Sphinx. Even older if you count my incubation period, which you really should in
view of the fact that members of my race mature before they even see the light of day. Altogether,
we have a longevity of some fifteen thousand years-your years, that is. So you see, I've still got
quite a few to go—or will have if the preventive measures my sistersand | have taken succeed in
averting the Armageddon which the Terran and Uvelian space navies are so determined to bring
off in our skies. Her golden eyes traversed the heavens, returned to Hall. No Pleiades yet, | see.
Well, there will be soon. Incidentally, | stole the expression from your mind, Daniel Hall.

"Plelades’ was the term used by ground observersto describe a space fleet in planetary orbit. But at
the moment Hall was concerned with more important matters than Terran war terminology. You and
your sisters—you're parthenogenetic, aren't you? he said.

Right again, Daniel Hall

And does each of your sisters have a set of pyramids like these?

Not all of them, no—only those who have need for them at the moment.

Who built them for you?

We built them ourselves—not as a team, but asindividuals. | myself built the set at Gizeh.

Come off it! Hall said. How could you build a pyramid.

| have spread my left forefoot. Look at it, Daniel Hall, and tell me what you see.

Hall looked. I— see, he said a long time later, a set of five powerful appendages. Two of
them-the ones which correspond to my thumb and for efinger—appear to be some manner of
gripping tools. The next one appears to be a stone-cutting tool, and the last two appear to be tools
that can be adapted for almost any kind of work.

Good. Basically, my sistersand | are equipped for quarrying and building, but through the
ages our race extended its abilities to encompass innumerable other fields. The stone used in the
set of pyramids behind you, | quarried in the mountains that form the western boundary of my
dhen—or demesne; hence, transportation was no problem. Owing to the distribution of our dhens,
it rarely ison our planet. However, the stone used in the Gizeh pyramids in many instances had to
be quarried in neighboring countries; hence, transportation was a problem, and | had to enlist the
aid of the reigning pharaohs. It's doubtful whether | could have succeeded without their
co-operation in any case. The job took almost one hundred and fifty of their years—practically the
whole of the fourth dynasty. It needn't have taken that long, but the timing had to be perfect, and
besides, | wanted it to look as though mankind alone were responsible for it. The first pyramid
became Cheops, the next, Chephren's, and the last, Mykerinos.

But why did you build them on Earth?

My sistersand | have the ability to look into the future. It's a limited ability and functions only
when we're enjoying complete freedom from fear and worry, but when we do foresee, we foresee
quite well. Some fifty-two hundred of your years ago, Daniel Hall, one of my sisters foresaw the
converging of the Terran and Uvelian fleets of Pornos and realized that our planet couldn't
possibly survive the side effects of the battle that was bound to take place. She also foresaw the
appearance of your scout ship and the almost simultaneous appearance of the Uvelian's. In



keeping with our custom she convened an emergency council, and the situation was examined in
detail. Finally the only possible solution was arrived at, and two of us were chosen, oneto go to
Earth and one to go to Uvel, there to take the necessary steps to save our civilization. | was the
one who was chosen to go to Earth, and my sister in the neighboring dhen was the one who was
chosen to go to Uvel. The strategic location of our dhens with respect to the predicted appearance
of you and the Uvelian scout was partially responsible for the decision.

WEell you certainly put a stop to our hostilities in a hurry. How about the battle between the
two fleets? Won't that come off either?

We hope it won't. In any case, all that could have been done to avert it has been done-short of
stooping to genocide and short of prematurely interfering with the natural evolution of two
civilizations.

But surely if this sister of yours could look fifty-two hundred years ahead one of the rest of you
ought to have been able to look a little beyond that point and have found out whether or not
you're going to succeed!

| told you, Daniel Hall, that we're capable of prescience only when we're enjoying complete
freedom from fear and worry. We haven't been free from either for those same fifty-two hundred
years.

Hdl was"slent” for sometime. Then, I'll overlook for the moment how a being of your size
without any apparent means of space-travel could have journeyed from here to Earth, he said,
and I'll also overlook for the moment how your presence on our planet escaped being recorded in
our history other than in legend form. But will you please explain to me how you expected to avert
a battle in the vicinity of your own planet by building pyramids on another planet thousands of
years before the battle was to begin?

Two other planets, Danid Hall. While | was building the set on Earth, my sister in the neighboring
dhen was building a corresponding set on Uvel.

All fright, two other planets then. But that still doesn't answer my question. Does the shape and the
sze and thelocation of the Gizeh pyramids have any thing to do with it? 1 mean, could they possibly bea
focal point for somekind of fourth-dimensiona wegpon?

The Sphinx laughed thunderoudy. The shape and the size and the location of the pyramids have
agreat deal to do with it, Daniel Hall-but not in the way you suggest. The riddle will become
clear to you before the night is over, I'm sure. The other two items that puzzle you may not,
however, so | will clear them up for you now.

My sisters and | navigate space by teleporting ourselves through it. We do this by utilizing a
paraspatial energy-source which can be employed only when interstellar distances are involved.
However, we can't teleport ourselves from point A to point B unless the cosmic variables pertinent
to the two points are in appropriate relationship, and this severely limits our activities. And when
the need arises, asit did in the case in question, for one of us to teleport herself from point A to
point B and another of usto teleport herself from point A to point C within a single teleportative
period, the cosmic variables are doubly limiting. Fifty-two hundred of your years ago, the cosmic
variables with respect to Pornos-Earth and Pornos-Uvel limited us to a period of three hundred
years. Following this three-hundred year teleportative period was a twelve-hundred year
non-teleportative period, which in turn was followed by another three-hundred year teleportative
period, and so on. Ideally, one of the three-hundred year teleportative periods should have
partially coincided with the three centuries immediately preceding the battle we wished to avert;
practically, however, none of themdid, and as a result we had to pursue an indirect coursein
averting our planet's accidental annihilation. Fortunately, the first three-hundred year
teleportative period proved feasible for the plan which we presently devised.

With respect to the second point that puzzles you, Daniel Hall, the reason my presence on your
planet failed to find an authentic place for itself in your history books was that | took the
necessary action to make sure that it didn't. My sistersand | ssmply couldn't allow you to know
enough about us to take us seriously because if you had, you might have guessed our secret, and



that would have meant the end of our plan—not to mention the end of us. So before | left your
planet, | wiped all memory of my activities from the minds of men. This automatically gave
Cheops, Chephren, and Mykerinos exclusive credit for the building of the three pyramids at
Gizeh. However, memory eradication is only ninety-five percent effective, and while the pharaohs
and the priests and the slaves and everybody el se forgot about my activities, they didn't quite
forget about me. | suspected as much but | wasn't sure until this afternoon when | read your mind
while | was carrying you to Ahura. Fortunately, their memory of me was ambiguous at best, and
although they associated me with the Gizeh pyramids, it ssmply didn't occur to themthat | might
have built them. So they adapted me to their religious needs of the moment and sculptured a
statue of me in the Gizeh Necropolis, identifying me with the Harmachis version of their sun-god,
Amen-Ra. Their other "sphinxes," as you call them, can undoubtedly be traced to me also, and the
non-Gizeh pyramids with which Egypt abounds were undoubtedly modeled after mine, although
before the reign of Cheops an architect named Imhotep had devised a "step pyramid” that may
very well have resulted in similar structures. As for the non-Egyptian pyramids and " sphinxes"
which are scattered over your planet, some of them can be traced to me also, but | daresay that in
most cases they have religio-socio backgrounds of their own. In any event, the only pyramids |
built on Earth are the ones on the Gizeh plateau. My sister, you see, foresaw not only the
Terran-Uvelian Armageddon but also the future sites of the Terran and Uvelian capitals.

And your other sister, Hal said. The one who went to Uvel when you went to Earth. You say
she built a set of pyramids too?

Exactly like my Gizeh set. In addition to looking and acting alike, Terrans and Uvelians have
almost parallel pasts. In a general sense of course.

The Sphinx had turned her head and was looking at aregion of the heavens just above the eastern
horizon. Following her gaze, Hall saw thefirst group of Pleiadesrising into the sky. The distance was
such that only the dreadnoughts attained the status of "stars.” The thousands of smaler craft were
invisble

He counted six bright points of light, but the number told him nothing. Both the Terran and Uvdian
fleets had six mgjor vessels. Facing west, he was not surprised to see the second six climbing dowly
above the mountains. Looks like we're going to get a good view of the proceedings anyway, he said.
Just the same, | wish they were meeting above the dayside. That way, we might stand a chance.

Not enough of a one to worry about . . . You don't even know which fleet is yours, do you,
Daniel Hall?

I'm better off not knowing.

Yes, | suppose you are. The Sphinx was"dlent” for amoment. Then, Don't you think it would be a
good idea if you went to Ahura and lent her one of your broad shouldersto lean on? she asked.
She's going to need it. There's no terror that can compare to the fear of the unknown.

Hal was annoyed. Surely you could have briefed her on what's coming off!

Again, the Sphinx laughed. Tell me, Daniel Hall, how do you explain a battle between two huge
space havies to a child who visualizes the creation of the universe as a trio of anthropomor phic
deitiesin the midst of a fantastic hand-balancing act? As Shu the air supporting his sister, Nut the
sky, with their brother, Keb the Earth, lying beneath them. | did well in the little time | had since
reviving her to supplant her native tongue with yours.

| see your point, Hal said. Nevertheless, it can be done.

And it will be done. But not in hours, Daniel Hall, nor in days nor weeks nor months, and not
by me, but by you. Ahura has an excellent mind, and given time she can learn all you can teach
her, and then some. And with the aid of the special textbooks and other teaching aids contained in
the first step of the smallest pyramid there's no limit to what you can teach her—nor to what you
can teach yourself

Wait a minute, Hall objected. Even assuming | decide to cooperate in this project of yours, how
am | going to make use of textbooks | can't read and that are probably too big for me to open?

The textbooks are printed in APE and are no larger than those you are accustomed to. My



sistersand | have had thousands of yearsto prepare for this crucial point in our history, Daniel
Hall, and we've prepared for it well. However, at thisjunctureit's futile to discuss what you are or
aren't going to do. The battle hasn't been averted yet, and ther€'s a good chance that it may not
be. If it isaverted, come to me afterward. In the meantime, go to Ahura. You can take shelter in
the Temple of Hathor if you wish, but | guess you know aswell as| do that without a system of
deflectorsto protect you, the death rays of either fleet can reach you regardless of where you are.

Hall looked up into the mysterious golden eyes. Was there sadness there? Concern? He could not
tdl. And if the battle isn't averted?

Then thisis good-bye. | have enjoyed knowing you, Daniel Hall. Basically, your race and mine
are very much alike. Certainly, we share the same major character trait, and moreover we share
it in common with the Uvelians. It's only in the matter of terminology that we differ. My sisters
and | call thetrait "selfishness,” and your race and the Uvelian call it "patriotism.” It'sright for a
man to love his country, but he should never forget that his country is only an extension of himself
and that the intensity of hislove for it is an infallible index of the intensity of his love for himself
We can't change the way we are, but it helps the cause of reason if we face the truth. Go now,
Daniel Hall—Ahura awaits you.

Ahura's Tale

Ahurawas gtting on the bottom portico step. Hall sat down beside her. "Behold, | am here," he
sad.

Shesaid, "Behold, | am aware of it."

Her dmond eyes were fixed on the eastern Pleiades, which by now were quite high above the
horizon. In the starlight, her classic face had astatuesgque quaity about it. At length, shelowered her gaze
to hisface. "l will preparetheefood if thou wish."

"Later on—I'm not hungry right now."

"I did not make thee the offer out of my heart. | made it because She-who-builds-sepulchers desired
meto do thisfor you."

"That'sdl right,” Hall said easily. "Y ou probably can't even boil water anyway."

She looked at him. "Thou speakest inriddles, dave.”

"Thenameis'Danid’," Hal said, "and you'll do well to cdl meby it. A cogin one of thewheds of the
Terran war machine |l may be, but adave | am not.”

"Dan'd?"

"That's pretty close.”

"I am “Ahura—as no doubt She-who-builds-sepulchers hath told thee."

"Among other things. Incidentally, I've got a hunch she'stuned in on us now."

" She-who-builds-sepulchersis dl-knowing,” Ahurasaid. And then, "With thy strange garments and
thy uncouth ways, from what far land dolt thou come, Dan'el ?*

"From aland you've never heard of, so the less said about it, the better.” Noting that she had
returned her gaze to the eastern Pleiades, he pointed to the sky above the mountains. " There's another
swarm of them over there," he said.

She nodded. "1 know. But the sky hath donned a strange dress. It is even stranger than the dress she
worelast night.”

Ahuraraised her eyesto the crocodile congtellation within whose confines, if the present trgectories
of the two fleets remained unchanged, the encounter would take place. "Behold, Sebek hath left the river
bottom and now rulestheworld. All isnot well, Dan'd.”

Hall remembered then that the ancient Egyptians had numbered a crocodile god among their many
deities. Lowering his eyes, he saw that the girl's hands were tightly clasped together on her lap, and he
redlized that despite her deceptively cadm demeanor she wasterrified. Apparently in her primitive way
she knew aswell as he did that the hand of desth wasin the sky.

Hetried to reassure her. " Sebek will be gone before morning, and Amen-Rawill risein hisglory.



Reax, Ahura"

She shook her head. "All isnot well, Dan'dl," she repeated. "It is not the presence of Sebek aone
from which | know this. All day, atae about a prince which wastold to me as a child hath been on my
mind, and | cannot driveit away, and from this, too, | know that al isnot well.”

"The best way to get something off your mind isto tell it to someone, so why not tell the tale to me?”

Shelooked at him solemnly, as though trying to make up her mind. It dawned on him all of asudden
that in away he had never quite figured on, she was the most beautiful girl he had ever seen. "Very well,"
shesaid presently, "I will tell thee. There was once aking to whom no son was born; and his heart was
grieved, and he prayed for himsdf unto the gods around him for achild. They decreed that one should be
born to him. And hiswife, after her time was fulfilled, brought forth a son. Then came the Hathorsto
decreefor him adestiny; they said, 'His degth isto be by the crocodile, or by the serpent, or by the dog.'
Then hisMaesty's heart sickened very greatly. And his Mg esty caused a house to be built upon the
desart; it was furnished with people and with al good things of the roya house, that the child should not
go abroad. And when the child was grown, he went up upon the roof, and he saw adog; it was following
aman who waswalking on the road. He spoke to his page, who was with him, ‘What isthisthat walks
behind the man? The page answered him, 'Thisisadog.' The child said to him, ‘L et there be brought to
me onelikeit.' The page went to repest it to his Mgesty. And hisMagesty said, ‘L et there be brought to
him alittle pet dog, lest his heart be sad." And behold they brought him adog."

"Y ou see the Sgnificance there don't you?' Hal interrupted. "By being indulgent in the seemingly most
harmless aspect of his son's destiny, the father made him al the more vulnerable to the other two."

There was wonderment in Ahura's golden brown eyes as they touched his. "Thou art wise, Dan'd,"
shesad. "l an sorry | caled thee adave. When the child became grown in dl hislimbs" shewent on,
"he sent amessage to his father saying, ‘Come, wherefore am | kept here? Inasmuch as| am fated to
three evil fates, let mefollow my desire’ They agreed to dl he said, and gave him al sorts of arms, and
aso hisdog to follow him, and they took him to the east country, and said to him, 'Behold, go thou
whither thou wilt.' His dog was with him, and he went northward, following his heart in the desert, while
he lived on dl the best of the game of the desert. He went to the chief of Naharaina.

"And behold there had not been any born to the chief of Naharaina, except one daughter. Behold,
there had been built for her ahouse; its seventy windows were seventy cubits from the ground. And the
chief had caused to be brought al the sons of the chiefs of the land, and had said to them, 'Hewho
reaches the window of my daughter, she shdl beto him for awife.

"Seeing the youths climbing for the window, the young prince asked, 'What isit that ye do here?
They told him, and another day the sons of the chief cameto climb, and the youth came to climb with
them. He climbed, and he reached the window of the daughter of the chief of Naharaina. She kissed him,
sheembraced himindl hislimbs...."

Ahura s eyes had strayed to the sky again—to the western Pleiades thistime. Their "rise” was dightly
dower than that of the eastern Pleiades, owing perhaps to the fact that the former's course coincided with
NRGC 984-D'srotationd direction, or perhaps to their commander's disinclination to rush matters.
Nevertheless, it was evident that the forthcoming battle would take place in the center of NRGC 984-D's
heavens—"in" the congtelation of the crocodile.

Which were the good guys and which were the bad? Hall wondered. Certainly, their ideological
differences weren't apparent at this distance. Would the differences be apparent to an objective observer
such asthe Sphinx from any distance?

Hall grinned wryly. Ahurawas twining and untwining her fingers on her lap, and abarely perceptible
quivering was going on in her lower lip. He moved alittle closer to her, wanting to put hisarm around her
but not quite daring to. "Get on with your story,” he said. "Y ou left me hanging on acliff seventy cubits
high."

Her bewilderment would have been comical under lesstrying conditions. "Thou speakest inriddles,
Dan'd. In many waysthou art like She-who-builds-sepulchers. But | will tell theethe rest of thetale.

"When the chief of Naharainasaw that the young prince had indeed reached the window of his
daughter, he gave to him his daughter to wife; he gave aso to him ahouse, and serfs, and fidlds, dso



cattle and al manner of good things. And after the days of these things were passed, the youth said to his
wife, 'l am doomed to three fates—a crocodile, a serpent, and adog.' She said to him, ‘'Let onekill the
dog which belongsto thee. He replied to her, ‘I am not going to kill my dog, which | have brought up
from when it was small.' And she feared greatly for her husband, and would not let him go alone abroad.

"And one went with the youth toward the land of Egypt, to travel in that country, and with him adso
went his dog. Behold the crocodile of theriver, he came out by the town in which the youth was. Andin
that town was amighty man. And the mighty man would not suffer the crocodile to escape. And when
the crocodile was bound, the mighty man went out and walked abroad. And when the sun rose the
mighty man went back to the house; and he did so every day, during two months of days.

"Now when the days passed after this, the youth sat making agood day in hishouse. And when the
evening came, he lay down on hisbed, deep saized upon hislimbs, and hiswifefilled abowl of milk, and
placed it by his side. Behold the dog, it entereth into the house, and behind it came a serpent to bite the
youth; behold hiswife ditting by him, she lay not down. Thereupon the servants gave milk to the serpent,
and he drank, and was drunk, and lay upside down. Then hiswife made it to perish with the blows of her
dagger. And they woke her hushand, who was astonished; and she said unto him: 'Behold thy God has
given one of thy doomsinto thy hand; he will so give thee the others." And he sacrificed to God, adoring
him, and praising his spiritsfrom day to day.

"And when the days were passed after these things, the youth went to walk in the fields of his
domain. He went not done, behold his dog was following him. And his dog ran aside after the wild game,
and hefollowed the dog. He cameto the river, and entered the river behind his dog. Then—"

Abruptly Ahura paused as abeam of blinding light leaped from the eastern to the western Pleiades,
glanced from a deflector screen and lanced through NRGC 984-D's atmosphere, narrowly missing the
mountains that formed the western boundary of the Sphinx's demesne. The Sphinx, silhouetted darkly
againgt the eastern heavens, did not move.

Trembling, the girl raised her hands and pressed them tightly againgt her mouth. "It'sal right,” Hall
said, "scream if you want to. No one ever had a better right to.”

Another blinding beam—this one from the western Plelades—speared the heavens, ricocheted from
an enemy deflector, and arrowed off into deep space. Thelaw of averages madeit an even bet that the
next one would strike NRGC 984-D dead center, gouge a crater two thousand miles deep, and
precipitate a tectonic revolution. It was also an even bet that the tectonic revolution would give birth to a
series of others and that the accompanying seismic and volcanic activity would ater every fact of NRGC
984-D's surface festures and in the process destroy every living being on the planet.

"The object of the game," Hall went on, momentarily forgetting that his audience hailed from the
twenty-ninth century B.C., "isfor one fleet to penetrate the deflector screens of the other. Thisian't as
impossible asit sounds. Deflector screens utilize arhythmic frequency, and thetrick isto hit them on the
offbeat. Vulnerable asthey are, though, they provide considerable protection, and I'd give my eyeteeth to
have one over usright now. Well no, I'll quaify that: I'd give my eyeteeth to have one over usright now if
it weren't for the fact that they won't function except in avacuum.”

Ahuras hands were still pressed tightly againgt her mouth, and she was rocking gently back and forth.
"I do not understand thee, Dan'dl," she moaned. "I understand only that Sebek is greetly displeased and
that Keb the Earth isin danger.”

"Y ou understand far more than that, Ahura. Asamatter of fact, in your own way you know as much
about what is happening as| do. Y ou know that mankind is about to destroy himsalf because of his
dog—his sdlfishness. That's why you can't get the story of the doomed prince out of your mind. The
doomed princeis mankind, Ahura, only heisn't quite doomed. Theres till hopefor him. Theres il
hope for you and me—and She-who-builds-sepulchers. Tell metherest of it, Ahura”

She had stopped rocking back and forth, and now she returned her handsto her lap. "Thereis but
littleleft to tell thee, Dan'dl. After the prince entered the river behind his dog there came out the
crocodile, and took him to the place where the mighty man was. And the crocodile said to the prince, 'l
am thy doom, following after thee.™* (* Ahurastaleisan adaption of the Egyptian story, "The Doomed
Prince’.) And there endeth the tale.”



"So actudly,” Hall said, "we don't know for certain whether the crocodile got him or not. He may
very well have escaped it in the end.”

"Yes, but thereis till the dog, Dan'd.”

"There will aways be the dog. But maybe by recognizing it for what it redlly iswe can curtall its
activities" Helooked at the sky, gasped. "Ahura, look! they're going away!"

She, too, was staring at the Pleiades. They were rapidly fading from sight, one set of them into the
eastern reaches of the heavens, the other set into the western reaches. Abruptly, one set winked out asits
hyperdriveswent into effect. A moment later, the other followed suit. " Did—did we escape the
crocodile, Dan'd?’

Hall hugged her. "We sure did and adl of asudden I'm as hungry asahorse. Does that offer you
mede alittlewhile ago il gand?’

She dipped free from hisarms, not haughtily, but hesitantly, as though she weren't quite sure whether
shewanted to befree or not. "'l will prepare thee afeast fit for aking," she sad. "Come."

The Ambassadors

WEl, said the Sphinx, it looks as though you two are going to live happily together ever after,
after all, asthey say in your planet's folklore. Where's Ahura now? | broke contact with you after
you went into the Temple of Love.

She's tidying up the kitchen, Hall answered gazing up into the starlit Brobdingnagian face.
Incidentally, | was right when | told her that she probably could not even boil water. Would you
believeit?—1 had to show her how!

But she learned readily enough, did she not? You'll find her equally as receptive when you
begin teaching her full time.

Who said | was going to teach her at all? And while we're on the subject, just what am |
supposed to teach her, and why?

Everything you can. Asto why, it would be rather impractical for you not to, don't you think,
in view of the fact that you and she are going to be representing my sisters and myself on Earthin
the negotiating of a million-year peace treaty between Pornos, Earth, and Uvel? Meanwhile, the
Uvellian scout whom my sister in the neighboring dhen captured will be similarly engaged on
Uvel.

Hall wasthunderstruck. So that's what you've got up your sleeve! But whatever gave you the
idea that 1'd make a good ambassador ?

It was a gamble, Daniel Hall, but it paid off You haven't a great deal of diplomacy, but | can
teach you diplomacy. The really important attributes, you already have. You have intelligence,
and you are brave. Underneath your flippant exterior you are kind and gentle, but you can be
firmwizen the occasion demands. Most important of all, you have motivation. Ever since you
played a part in the destruction of the Deimos Dissenters you've hated war and everything it
stands for. With someone like Ahura working at your side, there's no limit to what you can
accomplish in the cause of peace, Daniel Hall. As man and wife, the two of you will—

"Wait aminute!" Hall interrupted. "Y ou're carrying thisthing too far!"

Come now, Daniel Hall, you're half in love with her already, and you know it. And you might
as well know, too, that she's already half in love with you. | not only "heard" everything both of
you said, | also experienced everything both of you felt. My sister in the next demesne "tells' me
that her scout and her princess hit it off well, too.

Her princess?

She brought a princess back from Uvel just as | brought one back from Earth. We're going to
arrange a double wedding ceremony that will comply with the customs of the four different
religions which will be represented. | myself have been chosen to do the officiating. Thiswill in no
way conflict with the religions of the two princesses, and I'm sure that both you and the Uvelian
scout are sufficiently sophisticated in such matters not to raise any objections. I've already built



you and Ahura a love nest in my largest pyramid—not altogether authentic as regards her
background, but authentic enough to satisfy her—and modern enough to satisfy you, as you will
see presently when Ahura's educations permits her to take such "miracles’ as electricity and hot
and cold-running water in her stride.

Hdl threw up hishands. All right, we'll let all that pass for the moment. Right now, suppose you
drop that deep and mysterious mien of yours and break down and tell me how you managed to
put a stop to the greatest space battle ever contemplated and to put two of the mightiest space
armadas ever assembled to rout?

The Sphinx laughed, softly thistime. You already know part of the answer, Daniel Hall. You
know that we're parthenogenetic. You know that we build pyramids—or what you think of as
pyramids. And you know that some of your legends depict us with wings. How do you account for
that, Daniel Hall? Why should we be depi cted with wings when we don't have any and never did?

The truth dawned on Hall then. "Y ou lay eggs” he gasped.

We do indeed. And we incubate themin inviolable capsules that lend theillusion of invisibility.
These capsules are placed just beneath the apexes of the structures that you call "pyramids" but
which we call "nests." Originally, we did this out of instinct alone; now, we do it out of knowledge
aswell. Owing to the length of the incubation period—some fifty-two hundred of your years—nests
of thiskind are ideal for the survival of our species. They provide protection, they provide
warmth, they—

But no egg could possibly contain enough nutrients to nourish an embryo for fifty-two hundred
years Hall objected.

Of course it couldn't. My race obtains ninety-five percent of its nutrition from the sun, Daniel
Hall, and your sun is an even better provider than oursis. | may seemto consist of flesh and
blood, but | don't—at least not in the sense that you do.

And do you always build three nests of three different sizes?

Always. Our eggs are three in number and our offspring vary in size. Not very much, but
enough to necessitate larger or smaller incubation areas. Now that the eggs which | incubated on
the Gizeh plateau have hatched, I'm due to procreate again; consequently, I've built three new
nests. When the time arrives, I'll remove the as-yet-unseal ed apexes, place the eggsin the
capsules, which are already in position, and seal the apexes over them.

| can anticipate your next question, Daniel Hall, so there's no need for you to ask it.
Incubation time never varies, and can be computed to the second, and the main reason | and my
sister in the neighboring dhen were chosen for the job was that our procreation times were
compatible with the Terran and Uvelian time periods that had to be used. At the end of the
incubation period an adult rather than a child emerges from the nest. Physically, she's only
partially grown, but mentally, she's completely mature, having inherited the parent's knowledge
and abilities, plus a sizeable quantity of the parent's judgment. As a result, she's perfectly capable
of carrying out whatever commands the parent may have implanted in her embryo-mind at the
beginning of incubation. In the case of my Gizeh offspring, the commands which | implanted were
three in number: Take over the Terran capital of Kafr e Haran, establish immediate contact with the
Terran Space Navy and order dl of its unitsto return to base at once; then retain control of the Terran
government until otherwise advised. The commands which my sister implanted in her offspring were
basically the same, and her three offspring carried out the Uvel end of the operation at roughly
the same time mine were carrying out the Terran end of it. Consequently, both governments are
now under the dominion of Pornos, and moreover they will remain under the dominion of Pornos
until such time as the million-year peace treaty is signed. Snce my sister just notified me that her
scout has already agreed to co-operate, the fate of the long-range aspect of our planisnow in
your hands, Daniel Hall.

Hal sghed. Oh, I'll go along with you, | suppose-I'd be pretty much of a heel if | didn't. But
before we get down to brass tacks how about relieving my mind on a certain little matter?
Granted, I'm half in love with Ahura, and maybe she's half in love with me as you say, but there



has to be more to it than that for marriage to work. Now that the crisisis past, how about taking
a peek a little ways into the future and finding out whether Ahura and | are going to hit it off the
way a married couple should?

I'll try, Daniel Hall, said the Sphinx. She looked straight ahead, and Hall could tell from the serious
expression on her face that she was concentrating with al her might. A few minutes passed. Then the
Sphinx turned to him and winked.

Jhinty Days Had September

5hesign inthewindow said: SCHOOL TEACHER FOR SALE, DIRT CHEAP; and, in small

|etterss CAN COOK, SEW, AND IS HANDY AROUND THE HOUSE.

She made Danby think of desks and erasers and autumn leaves; of books and dreams and laughter.
The proprietor of the little second-hand store had adorned her with a gay-colored dress and had dipped
little red sandals on her feet, and she stood in her upright casein the window like alife-size doll waiting
for someoneto bring her to life.

Danby tried to move on down the spring street to the parking lot where he kept his Baby Buick.
Laura probably had his supper al dided and waiting on the table for him and she would befuriousif he
was late. But he went right on standing where he was, tall and thin, hisyouth not quite behind him, till
lingering in his brown, wistful eyes, showing faintly in the softness of his cheeks.

Hisinertiaannoyed him. He'd passed the store athousand times on his way from the parking lot to
his office and on hisway from his office to the parking lot, but thiswas the first time held ever stopped
and looked in the window.

But wasn't thisthefirgt time the window had ever contained something that he wanted?

Danby tried to face the question. Did he want aschoolteacher? Well, hardly. But Lauracertainly
needed someone to help her with the housework, and they couldn't afford an automatic maid, and Billy
certainly could stand some extra- TV tutoring, with the boxtop tests coming up, and—

And—and her hair made him think of September sunlight, her face, of a September day. A
September migt settled around him, and al of asudden hisinertialeft him and he began to wak—Dbut not
inthe direction he had intendedto go ...

"How much is the schoolteacher in the window?" he asked.

Antiques of every description were scattered about the interior of the store. The proprietor was a
little old man with bushy white hair and gingerbread eyes. He looked like an antique himsdlf.

He beamed at Danby's question. "Y ou like her, Sr? She'svery lovely."

Danby'sface felt warm. "How much?" he repeated.

"Forty-nine ninety-five, plusfive dollarsfor the case.”

Danby could hardly believeit. With schoolteachers so rare, you'd think the price would go up, not
down. And yet, lessthan ayear ago, when he'd been thinking of buying arebuilt third-grade teacher to
help Billy with his TV-schoolwork, the lowest-priced one he could find had run well over ahundred
dollars. He would have bought her even at that, though, if Laura hadn't talked him out of it. Laurahad
never goneto reaschool and didn't understand.

But forty-nine ninety-fivel And she could cook and sew, too! Surely Laurawouldn't try to talk him
out of buying this one—

She definitdy wouldn't if he didn't give her the chance.

"Is—isshein good condition?’

The proprietor's face grew pained. " She's been completely overhauled, sir. Brand new batteries,
brand new motors. Her tapes are good for another ten years yet, and her memory bankswill probably
last forever. Here, I'll bring her in and show you."

The case was mounted on castors, but it was awkward to handle. Danby helped the old man push it
out of the window and into the store. They stood it by the door where the light was brightest.



The old man stepped back admiringly. "Maybe I'm old-fashioned,” he said, "but | still say that
teleteachers will never compare to the redl thing. Y ou went to realschool, didn't you, sir?”

Danby nodded.

"| thought so. Funny the way you can dwaystell."

"Turn her on, please," Danby said.

The activator was atiny button, hidden behind the |eft ear Iobe. The proprietor fumbled for amoment
before hefound it; then there was alittle click!, followed by a soft, dmost inaudible, purring sound.
Presently, color crept into the cheeks, the breast began to rise and fal; blue eyes opened—

Danby's fingernailswere digging into the pams of hishands. "Make her say something.”

"She responds to dmost everything, dr,” the old man said. "Words, scenes, situations ... If you
decideto take her and aren't satisfied, bring her back and I'll be glad to refund your money." He faced
the case "What is your name?" he asked.

"Miss Jones." Her voice was a September wind.

"Y our occupation?'

"Specificdly, I'm afourth-grade teacher, Sir, but | can subgtitute for first, second, third, fifth, sixth,
seventh, and eighth grades, and I'm well-grounded in the humanities. Also, I'm proficient in household
chores, am aqudified cook, and can perform smple tasks, such as sewing on buttons, darning socks,
and repairing rips and tearsin clothing.”

"They put alot of extrasin the later models,”" the old man said in an asde to Danby. "When they
findly redlized that teleducation was here to stay, they started doing everything they could to besat the
cerea companies. But it didn't do any good.” Then: " Step outside your case, Miss Jones. Show us how
niceyouwalk."

She waked once around the drab room, her little red sandas twinkling over the dusty floor, her
dressagay littlerainfal of color. Then she returned and stood waiting by the door.

Danby found it difficult to talk. "All right,” he said findly. "Put her back in her case. I'll take her.”

* k%

"Something for me, Dad?' Billy shouted. " Something for me?’

"Surething," Danby said, trundling the case up the walk and lifting it onto the diminutive front porch.
"For your mother, too."

"Whatever it is, it better be good," Laura said, armsfolded in the doorway. " Supper's stone cold.”

"You canwarm it up,” Danby said. "Watch out, Billy!"

He lifted the case over the threshold, breathing alittle hard, and shoved it down the short hal and into
the living room. The living room was preempted by a pink-coated pitchman who had invited himsef invia
the 120" screen and who was loudly proclaiming the superiority of the new 2061 Lincolnette convertible.

"Becareful of therug!" Laurasaid.

"Don't get excited, I'm not going to hurt your rug,” Danby said. "And will somebody please turn off
TV so we can hear ourselvesthink!"

"I'll turn it off, Dad." Billy made nine-year-old strides across the room and killed the pitchman, pink
coat and dl.

Danby fumbled with the cover of the case, aware of Laura's breath on the back of hisneck. "A
schoolteacher!™ she gasped, when it finaly came open. "Of al the things for agrown man to bring home
to hiswife! A schoolteacher.”

"She's not an ordinary schoolteacher,” Danby said. " She can cook, she can sew, she—she can do
just about anything. Y ou're dways saying you need amaid. Well, now you've got one. And Billy's got
someoneto help himwith his TV-lessons.™

"How much?' For thefirst time Danby redlized what anarrow face hiswife had.



"Forty-nine ninety-five."

"Forty-nine ninety-fivel George, are you crazy? Here I've been saving our money so we could turnin
our Baby B. for anew Cadillette, and you go throwing it away on an old broken-down schoolteacher.
What does she know about tel education? Why, she'sfifty years behind the timed!™

"Shel's not going to help me with my TV-lessong!” Billy said, glowering at the case. "My TV-teacher
said those old android teachers weren't good for anything. They—they used to hit kidd"

"They did not!" Danby said. "And | should know, because | went to realschool dl the way to the
eighth grade." Heturned to Laura. "And she's not broken down, ether, and she's not fifty years behind
the times, and she knows more about real education than your teleteachers ever will! And like | said, she
can sew, she can cook—"

"Well, tdl her to warm up our supper then!"

"l will"

He reached into the case, depressed the little activator button, and, when the blue eyes opened, said:
"Come with me, Miss Jones," and led her into the kitchen.

Hewas delighted at the way she responded to his instructions as to which buttons to push, which
leversto raise and lower, which indicators to point at which numerals— Supper was off the tablein ajiffy
and back on again in thewink of an eye, al warm and steaming and delectable.

Even Laurawasmallified. "Wdl ...," shesad.

"Well, | guess!” Danby said. "l said she could cook, didn't I? Now you won't have to complain any
more about jammed buttons and broken fingernails and—"

"All right, George. Dont rubiitin."

Her face was back to norma again, still alittle on thethin side, of course, but that was part of its
attractiveness under ordinary circumstances, that, and her dark, kindling eyes and exquisitely made-up
mouth. She'd just had her breasts built up again and she redlly looked terrific in her new gold and scarlet
loungerie. Danby decided he could have done far worse. He put hisfinger under her chin and kissed her.
"Comeon, let'seat," hesaid.

For some reason, held forgotten about Billy. Glancing up from the table, he saw hisson standing in
the doorway, staring balefully at Miss Jones, who was busy with the coffee,

"She'snot going to hit me!™ Billy said, answering Danby's glance.

Danby laughed. He felt better, now that half the baitle was won. The other half could be taken care
of later. "Of course she's not going to hit you," he said. "Now come over and eat your supper like agood
boy.”

"Yes," Laurasaid, "and hurry up. Romeo and Juliet is on the Western Hour, and | don't want to
missaminute of it."

Billy rdlented. "Oh, dl right!" he said. But he gave Miss Jones awide berth as he walked into the
kitchen and took his place at the table.

**k*

Romeo Montague twisted a cigarette with deft fingers, put it between sombrero-shadowed lipsand lit it
with akitchen match. Then he guided his deek palomino down the moonlit hillsde to the Capulet ranch
house.

"Guess| better be amite keerful,” he soliloquized. "These hyar Capulets, being sheepherders an’
hereditary enemies o' my fambly, who are noble cattlemen, would gun me down afore | knowed what
happened if'n they got the chance. But thisgd | met at the wrasde tonight isworth amite o' danger.”

Danby frowned. He had nothing againgt rewriting the classics, but it seemed to him that the rewrite
men were overdoing the cattlemen-shegpmen ded. Lauraand Billy didn't ssem to mind, however. They
were hunched forward in their viewchairs, gazing raptly at the 120" screen. So maybe the rewrite men



knew what they were doing at that.

Even Miss Jones seemed interested ... but that wasimpaossible, Danby quickly reminded himsdlf.
She couldn't beinterested. No matter how intelligently her blue eyes might be focused on the screen, dll
shewas doing, redlly, was sitting there wasting her batteries. He should have taken Lauras advice and
turned her off—

But somehow hejust hadn't had the heart. There was an eement of cruelty in depriving her of life,
even temporarily.

Now there wasaridiculous notion, if ever aman had one. Danby shifted irritably in hisviewchair,
and hisirritation intensfied when he redlized that held lost the thread of the play. By the time he regained
it, Romeo had scaled the wall of the Capulet rancho, had crept through the orchard, and was standing in
agaudy garden beneath alow bacony.

Juliet Capulet stepped onto the balcony viaapair of anachronistic french doors. She was wearing a
white cowgirl—or sheepgirl—suit with athigh-length skirt, and awide-brimmed sombrero crowned her
bleached blond tresses. She leaned over the bal cony railing, peered down into the garden. "Wherey'all
at, Rome?' she drawled.

"Why, thisisridiculous!" Miss Jones said abruptly. "Thewords, the costumes, the action, the place—
Everything'swrong!"

Danby stared at her. He remembered suddenly what the proprietor of the secondhand store had said
about her responding to scenes and situations as well aswords. He'd assumed, of course, that the old
man had meant scenes and situations directly connected with her duties as ateacher, not all scenesand
gtuations.

An annoying little premonition skipped through Danby's mind. Both Lauraand Billy, he noticed, had
turned from their visud repast and were regarding Miss Jones with disbelieving eyes. The moment wasa
critical one.

He cleared histhroat. "The play isn't redly ‘wrong,’ Miss Jones," he said. "It's just been rewritten.

Y ou see, nobody would watch it in the original, and if no one watched it, what would be the sense of
anyone sponsoring it?"

"But did they have to makeit a Western?"

Danby glanced apprehensively a hiswife. The disbdlief in her eyes had been replaced by furious
resentment. Hagtily he returned his attention to Miss Jones.

"Westerns are the rage now, Miss Jones," he explained. "It's sort of areviva of the early TV period.
People like them, so naturally sponsors sponsor them and writers go way out of their way to find new
meterid for them.”

"But Juliet in acowgirl suit! 1t's beneeth the sandards of even the lowest medium of entertainment.”

"All right, George, that's enough.” Lauras voicewas cold. "l told you she wasfifty years behind the
times. Either turn her off or I'm going to bed!"

Danby sighed, stood up. He felt ashamed somehow as he walked over to where Miss Jones was
gtting and felt for thelittle button behind her Ieft ear. She regarded him camly, her handsresting
motionless on her lap, her breathing coming and going rhythmicaly through her synthetic nogrils.

It was like committing murder. Danby shuddered as he returned to his viewchair. ™Y ou and your
schoolteachers!” Laurasaid.

"Shut up,” Danby said.

Helooked at the screen, tried to become interested in the play. It Ieft him cold. The next program
featured another play—awhodunit entitled Macbeth. That oneleft him cold, too. He kept glancing
surreptitioudy at Miss Jones. Her breast was till now, her eyes closed. The room seemed horribly
empty.

Findly he couldn't stand it any longer. He stood up. "I'm going for alittleride," hetold Laura, and
walked ouit.



**k*

He backed the Baby B. out of the drivette and drove down the suburban street to the boulevard, asking
himsdlf over and over why an antique schoolteacher should affect him so. He knew it wasn't merely
nostalgia, though nostalgiawas part of it—nostalgia for September and redschool and walking into the
classroom September mornings and seeing the teacher step out of her little closet by the blackboard the
minute the bell rang and hearing her say, "Good morning, class. Isn't it abeautiful day for studying our
lessons?!

But he'd never liked school any more than the other kids had, and he knew that September stood for
something el se besides books and autumn dreams. It stood for something he had lost somewhere dong
the line, something indefinable, something intangible; something he desperately needed now—

Danby whedled the Baby B. down the boulevard, twisting in and around the scurrying
automobilettes. When he turned down the side street that led to Friendly Fred's, he saw that therewas a
new stand going up on the corner. A bigsign said: KING-SIZE CHARCOAL HOTS—HAVE A REAL
HOT DOG GRILLED OVER A REAL FIRE! OPEN SOON!

He drove past, pulled into the parking ot beside Friendly Fred's, stepped out into the spring-starred
night, and let himsdf in by the sde door. The place was crowded, but he managed to find an empty stal.
Inside, he dipped aquarter into the dispenser and dialed a beer.

He sipped it moodily when it emerged in its sweated paper cup. The sl was stuffy and smdlt of its
last occupant—awino, Danby decided. He wondered briefly how it must have been in the old days
when bar-room privacy was unheard of and you had to stand elbow to elbow with the other patrons and
everybody knew how much everybody e se drank and how drunk everybody ese got. Then hismind
reverted to Miss Jones.

There was asmall telescreen above the drink-dispenser, and beneath it were the words. GOT
TROUBLE? TUNE IN FRIENDLY FRED, THE BARTENDER-HE'LL LISTEN TO YOUR WOES (only 25¢
for 3 minutes). Danby dipped aquarter in the coin dot. Therewas alittle click and the quarter rattled in
the coin return cup and Friendly Fred's recorded voice said, "Busy right now, pal. Bewithyouina
minute."

After aminute and another beer, Danby tried again. Thistime the two-way screen lit up and Friendly
Fred's pink-jowled, cheerful face shimmered into focus. "Hi, George. How'sit goin'?"

"Not too bad, Fred. Not too bad."

"But it could be better, en?’

Danby nodded. "Y ou guessed it, Fred. Y ou guessed it." He looked down at the little bar where his
beer sat al done. "'l ... | bought aschoolteacher, Fred,” he said.

"A schoolteacher!™

"Well, | admit it'sakind of odd thing to buy, but | thought maybe the kid might need alittle help with
his TV-lessons—boxtop tests are coming up pretty soon, and you know how kids feel when they don't
send in theright answers and can't win aprize. And then | thought she—thisisaspecia schoolteacher,
you understand, Fred-1 thought she could help Lauraaround the house. Thingslikethat ..."

Hisvoicetraled away as heraised his eyesto the screen. Friendly Fred was shaking hisfriendly face
solemnly. Hispink jowlswaggled. Presently: "George, you listen to me. Y ou get rid of that teacher.
Y'hear me, George? Get rid of her. Those android teachers are just as bad asthe redl old-fashioned
kind—the kind that really breathed, | mean. Y ou know what, George? Y ou won't believe this, but |
know. They usta hit kids. That'sright. Hit them—" There was a buzzing noise, and the screen started to
flicker. "Timé's up, George. Want another quarter'sworth?"

"No thanks," Danby said. He finished his beer and | ft.

*k*



Did everybody hate schoolteachers? And, if so, why didn't everybody hate tel eteachers, too?

Danby pondered the paradox al next day at work. Fifty years ago it had looked as though android
teachers were going to solve the educationa problem as effectively as reducing the size and price of the
prestige-cars a the turn of the century had solved the economic problem. But while android teachers had
certainly obviated the teacher shortage, they'd only pointed up the other aspect of the problem—the
school shortage. What good did it do to have enough teachers when there weren't enough classrooms for
them to teach in? And how could you appropriate enough money to build new schools when the country
wasin congtant need of newer and better superhighways?

It was slly to say that the building of public schools should have priority over the building of public
roads, because if you neglected the country's highways you autometically weakened the average citizen's
penchant to buy new cars, thereby weakening the economy, precipitating a depression, and making the
building of new schools more impracticable than it had been in thefirst place,

When you came right down to it, you had to take your hat off to the cereal companies. In introducing
teleteachers and teleducation, they had saved the day. One teacher standing in one room, with a
blackboard on one side of her and amovie screen on the other, could hold classesfor fifty million pupils,
and if any of those pupilsdidn't like the way she taught, al he had to do was switch channelsto one of
the other teleducationa programs sponsored by one of the other cereal companies. (It was up to each
pupil's parents, of course, to seethat he didn't skip classes, or tunein on the next grade before he passed
the previous grade's boxtop tests.)

But the best part of the whole ingenious system was the happy fact that the cereal companies paid for
everything, thereby absolving the taxpayer of one of hismost onerous obligations and leaving his
pocketbook more amenable to salestax, gastax, tolls, and car payments. And al the cerea companies
asked in return for their fine public service was that the pupils—and preferably the parents, too—est their
ceredl.

So the paradox wasn't a paradox after al. A schoolteacher was an anathema because she
symbolized expense; ateeteacher was arespected public servant because she symbolized the large
economy-sze package. But the difference, Danby knew, went much deeper.

While schoolteacher-hatred was partly atavidtic, it was largely the result of the propaganda campaign
the cereal companies had launched when first putting their idealinto action. They were responsible for the
widespread myth that android schoolteachers hit their pupils, and they il revived that myth occasiondly
just in case there was anybody left who till doubted it.

The trouble was, most people were teleducated and therefore didn't know the truth. Danby was an
exception. HEd been born in asmadl town, the mountainous location of which had made TV reception
impossible, and before his family migrated to the city held attended realschool. So he knew that
schoolteachers didn't hit their pupils.

Unless Androids, Inc. had distributed one or two deficient models by mistake. And that wasn't likely.
Androids, Inc. was a pretty efficient corporation. Look at what excellent service station attendants they
made. Look at what fine stenographers, waitresses, and maids they put on the market.

Of course, neither the average man starting out in business nor the average householder could afford
them. But—Danby's thoughts did an intricate hop, skip, and ajump—wasn' that al the more reason why
Laura should be satisfied with amakeshift maid?

But she wasn't satisfied. All he had to do was take one look at her face when he came home that
night, and he knew beyond the shadow of adoubt that she wasn't satisfied.

He had never seen her cheeks so pinched, her lips so thin. "Where's Miss Jones?' he asked.

"She'sin her case" Laurasaid. "And tomorrow morning you're going to take her back to whoever
you bought her from and get our forty-nine ninety-five refunded!”

"She'snot going to hit me again!™ Billy said from hisIndian squet in front of the TV screen.

Danby whitened. " Did she hit him?"

"Well, not exactly,” Laurasaid.



"Either shedid or shedidnt,” Danby said.

"Tel himwhat she said about my TV-teacher!" Billy shouted.

"She said Billy'steacher wasn't qualified to teach horses.”

"And tdl him what she said about Hector and Achilles!™

Laurasniffed. "She said it was a shame to make a cowboy-and-Indian melodramaout of aclassic
likethe lliad and call it education.”

The tory came out gradually. Miss Jones gpparently had gone on an intellectud rampage from the
moment Laura had turned her on in the morning to the moment Laura had turned her off. According to
Miss Jones, everything in the Danby household was wrong, from the teleducation programs Billy watched
onthelittlered TV st in hisroom and the morning and afternoon programs Laurawatched on the big
TV st intheliving room, to the pattern of the wallpaper in the halway (little red Cadillettes rallicking
aong interlaced ribbons of highways), the windshield picture window in the kitchen, and the dearth of
books.

"Canyouimagine?' Laurasaid. "She actudly thinks books are ill being published!™

"All I want to know," Danby said, "isdid she hit him?"

"I'm coming to that—"

About three o' clock, Miss Jones had been dusting in Billy'sroom. Billy was watching hislessons
dutifully, gtting at hislittle desk as nice and quiet as you please, absorbed in the efforts of the cowboysto
take the Indian village of Troy, when dl of asudden Miss Jones swept across the room like amad
woman, uttered her sacrilegious remark about the adteration of the Iliad, and turned off the set right in the
middle of thelesson. That was when Billy had begun to scream and when Laurahad burst into the room
and found Miss Jones gripping hisarm with one hand and raising her other hand to deliver the blow.

"| got thereinthe nick of time," Laurasaid. "There's no telling what she might have done. Why, she
might havekilled him!"

"I doubt it," Danby said. "What happened after that?"

"I grabbed Billy away from her and told her to go back to her case. Then | shut her off and closed
the cover. And believe me, George Danby, it'sgoing to stay closed! And like | said, tomorrow morning
you're going to take her back—if you want Billy and meto go on living in thishouse!”

*k*

Danby felt sick al evening. He picked at his supper, languished through part of the Western Hour,
glancing every now and then, when he was sure Laurawasn't looking, at the case standing mutely by the
door. The heroine of the Western Hour was adance hall girl—a 32-24-38 blonde named Antigone.
Seemed that her two brothers had killed each other in agunfight, and the locd sheriff—a character
named Creon—had permitted only one of them adecent burial on Boot Hill, illogicaly ingsting that the
other be |eft out on the desert for the buzzardsto pick at. Antigone couldn't seeit that way at al, and she
told her aster Ismene that if one brother rated a respectable grave, so did the other, and that she,
Antigone, was going to see that he got one, and would 1smene please lend her ahand? But Ismenewas
chicken, so Antigone said, All right, she'd take care of the matter hersdlf; then an old prospector named
Teiresasrode into town and—

Danby got up quietly, dipped into the kitchen, and let himsdlf out the back door. He got behind the
whed and drove down to the boulevard, then up the boulevard, with al the windows open and the warm
wind washing around him.

The hot-dog stand on the corner was nearing completion. He glanced at it idly as he turned into the
Side street. There were anumber of empty stals at Friendly Fred's, and he chose one at random. He had
quite afew beers, standing there at the lonely little bar, and he did alot of thinking. When he was sure his
wife and son were in bed, he drove home, opened Miss Jones case, and turned her on.

"Wereyou going to hit Billy this afternoon?" he asked.

The blue eyes regarded him unwaveringly, the lashes fluttering at rhythmic intervass, the pupils
gradudly adjusting themsalvesto the living-room lamp Laurahad left burning. Presently: "'l am incapable



of griking ahuman, gir. | believe the dauseisin my guarantee.”

"I'm afraid your guarantee ran out some time ago, Miss Jones," Danby said. His voice fdt thick and
his words kept running together. "Not that it matters. Y ou did grab hisarm though, didn't you?'

"l had to, Sir."

Danby frowned. He swayed alittle, weaved back into the living room on rubbery legs. “"Come over
and st down and tdll me about it, Mish—Miss Jones," he said.

Hewatched her step out of her case and walk across the room. There was something odd about the
way shewalked. Her step was no longer light, but heavy; her body no longer delicately balanced, but
awry. With agart, heredized that she was limping.

She sat down on the couch and he sat down beside her. "He kicked you, didn't he?' he said.

"Yes, gr. | had to hold him back or hed have kicked me again.”

Therewas adull rednessfilling the room, coalescing before his eyes. Then, subtly, the redness
dissipated before the dawning redlization that herein hishand lay the very weapon he had needed: the
psychologica bludgeon with which he could quell al further objection to Miss Jones.

But alittle of the redness till remained and it was permeated with regret. "I'm terribly sorry, Miss
Jones. Billy'stoo aggressive, I'm afraid.”

"He could hardly help being so, Sir. | was quite astonished today when | learned that those horrid
programsthat he watches congtitute his entire educationa fare. Histeleteacher islittle morethan a
semicivilized M.C. whose primary concern is selling his company's particular brand of cornflakes. | can
understand now why your writers have to revert to the classics for ideas. Their creativity is snuffed out by
dichéswhiledill initsembryo stage.”

Danby was enchanted. He had never heard anyone talk that way before. It wasn't her words so
much. It was the way she said them, the conviction that her voice carried despite the fact that her “voice'
was no more than a deftly-built speaker geared to tapesthat werein turn geared to unimaginably intricate
memory banks.

But dtting there beside her, watching her lips move, seeing her |ashes descend every so often over
her blue, blue eyes, it was as though September had come and sat in the room. Suddenly afedling of
utter peace engulfed him. Therich, mellow days of September filed one by one past his eyes and he saw
why they were different from other days. They were different because they had depth and beauty and
quietness; because their blue skies held promises of richer, mellower daysto come—

They were different because they had meaning ...

The moment was so poignantly swest that Danby never wanted it to end. The very thought of its
passing racked him with unbearable agony and ingtinctively he did the only physica thing he could do to
udanit.

He put hisarm around Miss Jones shoulder.

She did not move. She sat there quietly, her breast rising and fdling at even intervas, her long lashes
drifting down now and again like dark, gentle birdswinging over blue limpid waters—

"The play we waiched last night,” Danby said. " Romeo and Juliet—why didn't you likeit?"

"It wasrather horrible, Sir. It was a burlesque, realy—tawdry, cheap, the beauty of the lines
corrupted and obscured.”

"Do you know thelines?"

"Some of them."

"Say them. Please.”

"Yes, gr. At the close of the balcony scene, when the two lovers are parting, Juliet says, 'Good
night, good night! Parting is such sweet sorrow, that | shall say good night till it be morrow." And
Romeo answers. 'Seep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy breast! Would | were sleep and peace, so
sweet to rest!" Why did they leave that out, sr? Why?'

"Because we'reliving in acheap world," Danby said, surprised at his sudden insight, "and in achesp
world, preciousthings are worthless. Shay—say the lines again, please, Miss Jones.”

"Good night, good night! Parting is such sweet sorrow, that | shall say good night till it be
morrow—"



"Let mefinish." Danby concentrated. "'Seep dwell upon thine eyes, peace—"

"—in thy breast—"

"Would | were dleep and peace, so—"

"—s0 Sweet to rest!"”

Abruptly, Miss Jones stood up. "Good evening, madam,” she said.

Danby didn't bother to get up. It wouldn't have done any good. He could see Laurawell enough,
anyway, from where hewas Stting. Laurastanding in theliving-room doorway in her new Cadillette
pajamas and her bare feet that had made no sound in their surreptitious descent of the Sairs. The
two-dimensiona carsthat comprised the pgjama pattern stood out in vermilion vividness and it was as
though she was lying down and letting them run rampant over her body, letting them defile her breasts
and her belly and her legs...

He saw her narrow face and her cold pitiless eyes, and he knew it would be usdlessto try to explain,
that she wouldn't—couldn't—understand. And he realized with sudden shocking clarity that in the world
inwhich he lived September had been dead for decades, and he saw himslf in the morning, loading the
caseinto the Baby B. and driving down the glittering city streetsto the little secondhand store and asking
the proprietor for hismoney back, and he saw himsdlf afterwards, but he had to look away, and when he
looked away he saw Miss Jones standing incongruoudy in the gaudy living room and heard her saying,
over and over like abroken, bewildered record, "Is something wrong, madam? |s something wrong?'

*k*

It was several weeks before Danby felt whole enough to go down to Friendly Fred'sfor a beer.
Laura had begun speaking to him by then, and the world, while not quite the same asit had once been,
had at |east taken on some of the aspects of its former salf. He backed the Baby B. out of the drivette
and drove down the street and into the multicolored boulevard traffic. It was a clear June night and the
sarswere crystd pinpoints high above the fluorescent fire of the city. The hot dog stand on the corner
was finished now, and open for business. Severa customers were standing at the gleaming chrome
counter and awaitress was turning sizzling wieners over achrome charcod brazier. There was something
familiar about her gay rainfal of adress, aout the way she moved; about the way the gentle sunrise of
her hair framed her gentle face— Her new owner was leaning on the counter some distance away,
chatting with acustomer.

There was atightnessin Danby's chest as he parked the Baby B. and got out and walked acrossthe
concrete gpron to the counter-atightnessin his chest and a steady throbbing in histemples. There were
some things you couldn't permit to happen without at least trying to stop them, no matter what the price
for trying to stop them involved.

He had reached the section of the counter where the owner was standing, and he was about to lean
across the polished chrome and dap the smug fat face, when he saw the little cardboard sign propped
againg the chrome mustard jar, the Sign that said, MAN WANTED ...

A hot-dog stand was along way from being a September classroom, and a schoolteacher dispensing
hot-dogs could never quite compare to a schoolteacher dispensing dreams; but if you wanted something
badly enough, you took whatever you could get of it, and were thankful for eventhat ...

"I could only work nights," Danby said to the owner. " Say from six to twelve—"

"Why, that would befine," the owner said. "I'm afraid | won't be ableto pay you much at first,
though. Y ou see, I'm just starting out and—"

"Never mind that," Danby said. "When do | sart?'

"Why, the sooner the better.”

Danby walked around to where a section of the counter raised up on hidden hinges and he stepped
into the stand proper and took off his coat. If Lauradidn't like the idea, she could go to hell, but he knew
it would be dl right because the additional money held be making would make her dream—the Cadillette
one—cometrue.



He donned the apron the owner handed him and joined Miss Jonesin front of the charcod brazier.
"Good evening, Miss Jones," he said. She turned her head and the blue eyes seemed to light up and her
hair was like the sun coming up on ahazy September morning. "Good evening, Sr," shesaid, and a
September wind sprang up in the June night and blew through the stand and it was like going back to
school again after an endless empty summer.

Little Dog Gone

Jhe ground beneath his back was frost-cold. During the night the coldness had climbed into his

arms and shoulders and condensed in his chest, and now he was a part of the ground itself, an amost
indistinguishable part that must soon break free or forever belost.

Through will done he drovethe last of the garish nightmares away, turned on his sde and opened his
eyes. It had been abingeto beat dl binges. It had begun in alittle bar off Teletheatre Square in Old New
York City, and it had blasted off into space and taken root among the stars. Now, after strutting and
fretting its hour upon the stage, it had cometo an end.

Dawn had emerged from her gray dwelling in the east and waslighting pink candlesto illuminethe big
back yard of the world. It was aworld that Nicholas Hayes could not remember. He knew, though, that
he had seen it before, seen it from the distorted deeps of drunkenness ... through the mists of no-pain and
non-remembrance ... from the false heights of Never Come Tomorrow ... seen it, and forgotten it.

Hewaslying in afield. Rows of dead stalks aternated with pardld swaths of frost-wilted weeds. On
either sdewere smilar fields, and in the distance, woods. Beyond the woods, hills showed.

He could see his breath. He could see something € se, too—asmall anima of somekind. It was
crouching in the weeds adozen yards away, and it was watching him.

He wondered whether it was inside or outside his head. Painfully, he propped himself up on one
elbow, picked up aloose clod of earth and heaved it in the animd's direction. The anima promptly
disappeared.

He patted his pocketsin the vain hope of finding abottle. Raising his eyes, he saw theanimd again. It
had reappeared in the same spot, and had resumed watching him. "Go ‘way!" he shouted hoarsdly, and
closed his eyes. When he re-opened them, the animal was till there.

It looked as though it might be adog of some sort, but he could not be sure. Perhapsit wasred after
al. Working himsdlf into asitting position, Hayes went through his pockets. They contained his billfold,
which was empty, his Te etheatre Guild membership card, which was void, his passport, alarge handful
of change and a concentrated chocolate bar. Unwrapping the bar, he broke it in two and tossed one half
to theanimd. Again the anima vanished; but thistime, thanksto the growing light, he saw it reappear
somefifty yards beyond its origina position. As he sat there, saring, it vanished once more,
rematerialized in the very same spot it had occupied before, and gobbled down the chocolate.

Hayes rubbed his eyes. Still the anima would not go away. Moreover, it was looking a him as
though it momentarily expected him to tossit another piece of chocolate. He held out the remaining half
of the bar. "If you want it, you'll have to come and get it,” he said.

The dog—for adog of some kind it seemed to be-flattened out on its belly and inched itsway
forward. Dawn had lighted the last of her pink candles, and now her son, the day, was coming out to
play. In the brighter light Hayes saw that the dog was about the size of aminiature poodle. Its hair was
quite thick, though not in the least curly, and wasthe color of therising morning migt. Itsdightly oversize
paws suggested that it had not completely grown out of puppyhood, and the sad, eager-to-be-loved look
initsdightly danted golden eyes more or less substantiated the suggestion. The rather long but blunt
muzzle lent acomica pug-nose effect, and the tatterdemalion ears hung down on ether Sde of the head
likeapair of frayed bar-rags. By far the most remarkable festure about the animal was itstail-on the
bushy sde, terminating in awhite tuft. But instead of wagging, it rotated, first clockwise and then
counterclockwise, somewhat in the manner of apring winding itself up and letting itself mn down. A
star-shaped white mark blazed in the middie of the animal’s forehead.



Obvioudy the dog had not been eating very well of late, or perhaps, like any puppy, it was eterndly
hungry. It made short work of the second piece of chocolate, and gazed eagerly up into Hayes eyesas
though expecting athird. Tentatively, Hayes tweaked one of therag-like ears. "Well, anyway, at least
yourered," hesaid.

But if the dog was redl, why had it disappeared?

Hayes et the question ride for the moment. Too many other questions had priority over it. For one
example, where was he? For another, what was he doing here?

He could remember choosing a planet at random and booking passage for it a the Great Eastern
Spaceport, and he could vaguely remember boarding a subspace liner and long hours spent in the
starbar, talking with other passengers now and then, but mostly to himself. But that was al he could
remember. Sometime during the voyage he had reached the point of no-pain and non-remembrance.
Somewhere aong the line he had scaled the heights of Never Come Tomorrow and thumbed his nose at
the cosmos.

And now, tomorrow had come. And the heights were hopelessly behind him.

Heforced himsdlf to hisfeet. His head was one vast gnawing ache, hisbody, alump of clay
supported by unfeeling stilts that once had been apair of legs. Hatless. coatless, begrimed of dacksand
shirt, he tamed and faced the way he must have come. Therewas aroad of sorts not too far distant, and
presently hewaswaking aong it toward amisted huddle of buildingsthat spelled atown.

A soft whimpering sound came from behind him. He stopped and turned. Thelittle dog stopped, too.
It fixed him with aforlorn eye. "Well, what do you know?' Hayes said. And then, "Come on, Bar-rag. If
you'll promise not to disappear on me again, I'll ke you to amed.”

"Rowp!" the little dog answered, and rotated itstail. Hayes waited till it caught up to him, then tamed
and continued on hisway.

He was sweating when he came to the first house, and yet he was shivering, too. By thetime he
reached the business section, his chest was paining him so acutely that he could barely bresthe.

The business section was il adeep, but it informed him by means of its unpretentious facades and
crude wooden wakways that the town was an out-planet settlement. How-ever, there were thousands of
out-planet settlements. This could be any one of them. The place-name, when he finaly spotted it on the
facade of the only hotel, told him nothing:

THE LAST OF THE MOHICANS

He headed for the hotel, Bar-rag trotting at his heels. The doors were open, but there was no one on
the immediate premises. He looked around. If he had ever been there before, the memory eluded him.
He stepped into the bar. That at least ought to be familiar, and familiar it turned out to be. However, the
bell that the big raftered room with its old-fashioned tables and chairs rang in his mind was faint indeed.
While he knew that he had been there recently, he could not remember any detail of hisvisit.

He chose atable at random and sat down. Bar-rag, obvioudy disconcerted by its new surroundings,
dipped beneath the table and curled up at hisfeet. The room was as devoid of decor asit was of people.
Two high windowslooked out into the street, aliana-like rope looped incongruoudy down from a
centrally-located rafter to asmall gallery on thewall opposite the bar, and there was a doorway in the
rear that presumably led to the kitchen.

Hayes pounded on the tabletop. Someone ought to be up at least.

Someonewas: atal girl with shoulder-length blonde hair, raitler wide hips, and nicelegs. She
advanced purposefully into the room through the doorway at the rear, her blue eyes bright with
indignation. "Breekfast isn't served till eight-thirty!" she sngpped. "Just who in hell do you think you are,
mister?' Abruptly she stopped in her tracks. Then, dowly, she covered the remaining distance to the
table, eyesno longer indignant. "I'm sorry, Mr. Hayes," she said. "'l didn't recognize you."

Shehad afull, oval face, but her rather high cheekbones and the way she wore her hair made her
cheeks seem thin. Hayes judged her to be somewherein her late twenties or early thirties, which put her



pretty much in his own age-category. However, he did not know her from Eve. "When did we meet?' he
asked.

"Wedidn't, but | know you from your telethegire roles. Last night when you came into the bar |
recognized you right away." Briefly, shelowered her eyes. She was wearing aknee-length floral dress
that covered most of her shoulders, and her hair lay upon the fa se flowers like morning sunshine.

"Y ou—you might say I'm one of your many admirers.”

"Did anyone e se recognize me?"

"I don't think so. I'm afraid even taped teletheatre hasn't got to Black Dirt yet."

Black Dirt, he thought. That would be Procyon 16. Now why in hell had he come here? Aloud, he
sad, "I'malittle foggy on afew points. By any chance did | happen to mention how | got here?”

"I heard you tdll the bartender that you'd come in from Port-0'-Stars by airbus, and that you were
recently arrived from Earth. Don't you remember, Mr. Hayes?'

"How long did | hang around?"

"Till nearly closing time. I—I wanted to talk to you, but | didn't have enough nerve. Then suddenly |
looked around and you were gone. | checked your bag and your coat in the lobby. | thought perhaps
you'd gone somewhere eseto deep.”

Hayes grimaced. "1 did. Though | imagine my origind intention was confined to awalk beneath the
dars.

At this point, Bar-rag poked its head from benegth the table. The girl jumped. "Wherein theworld
did you get hold of adoggone, Mr. Hayes?' shesaid. "1 thought dl of them had been frightened back into
thehills”

"A doggone?'

"That's the settlers name for them. First you see them, then you don't. They're capable of
teleportation.”

"Well, no wonder!" Hayes said. "For awhile therewhen | first woke up | thought | was seeing things.
He followed me back to town for some reason or other—yprobably afree med. Do you think you could
fix him up with something?'

"Of course. He must like you, Mr. Hayes. Usudly when a doggone sees a human being, he teleports
himsdlf asfar away as he can get. Or perhaps | should say 'it." They're bisexud, you know, and
reproduce by parthenogenesis.” Shelooked at Hayes closgly. "Y ou're shivering, Mr. Hayes. Shall | turn
the heat up?'

"No. Just bring me atriple shot."

He downed haf of it asecond after she set it before him. A shudder began deep within him and
spread upward. The room very nearly turned upside down, but he steadied it just in time by gripping the
edge of the table with both hands. Presently he became aware that the girl wasleaning over him. "Are
you dl right, Mr. Hayes?' she asked.

He drank the rest of the whiskey. "1 will be. By the way, what's your name?’

"Moaira. MoiraBlar."

"Bring me another triple shot, Moira."

Therewas concern in her blue eyes. "Do you think—"

"l do. Bringiit."

After she brought it, she went into the kitchen and returned afew minutes later bearing a plate of
meset scraps. She set the plate on the floor, and the little doggone came out of hiding and dug in. "Does he
have aname yet, Mr. Hayes!"

"Bar-rag." Hayestossed off the second triple shot and removed the handful of change from his
pocket. He piled it carefully on thetable, "This cairn of coinsyou see before you, Moira, representsthe
lagt of the tangible assets of one Nicholas Hayes," he said. ™Y ou will keep bringing him drinkstill itis
gone, after which it isto be hoped that you will have the good sense to throw him out into the gutter
where he belongs."

"Peaselet me hdp you, Mr. Hayes."

“Why?



"Becauseit ian't fair for you to—to belikethis. When | was il living in New North Dakota, Mars
and had accessto live TTV, | saw you in al your teletheatre roles, both Debuts and Encores. | saw you
as Tambourlaine. | saw you as Cyrano. | saw you as Hamlet. | saw you as Edward I1. | saw you as
Willy Loman. And you were wonderful. You sill are! Y ou dwayswill be.”

"Ahal but you didn't see me as Milton Pomfret, did you?Y ou didn't see me in the Debut of The
Two-Sded Triangle. Evenif you wereill living in New North Dakota you wouldn't have seen me.”
Hayes crashed hisfist on the table. "And do you know why you wouldn't have seen me, Moira? Y ou
wouldn't have seen me because on Debut night, | showed up as drunk as a spaceman on three-weeks
leave and got myself thrown out of teletheatre. And it wasjust what | had coining, too. Because you see,
Moiramy dear, that wasfar from thefirst time | had shown up as drunk as a spaceman on three-weeks
leave—
far from thefirgt time Humpty Dumpty Hayes had had agrest fal. Only thistime, Christopher King's
horses and Christopher King's men didn't bother to put Humpty Dumpty back together again with
a co-antidotes and souped-up sugar pills. By thistime they were as sick of him ashewas of himself. So
they told him that if he wanted to be put back together again, he would have to do the job himself. So he
burned his bridges behind him, invested in a super-binge, climbed aboard and blasted off for the starson
amission he has since forgotten and no longer wants to remember. For God's sake, bring him abottle
and let him bow out in peacel™

It was the flattest, most uncompromising "no" that Hayes had ever heard in dl hislife. It brought him
to his feet—and to hisundoing. Thistime, when the room started to turn upside down, he could not stop
it. Giddiness washed over him like gray surf, and beyond the surf, blacknessroiled ... And now, the
blackness began swirling around hislegs. Up, up, it swirled, and he called out "Lediel" ina
semi-strangled voice. However, it was not sophisticated dark-haired Ledie who leaped through the
gathering night to hisside, but atall blonde girl with anxious eyes. Hefdt strong arms supporting him as
he sank into nothingness, and just before the nothingness became complete, he felt her fingerstouch his
face.

There were jumbled phrases of warmth and cold, of darkness and light. Sometimes the bedroom in
which helay played host to ablonde girl wearing aprint dress—and once in awhile to the same girl
wearing ajaguar-skin sarong—and frequently to a coarse, bearded man with chest-prodding
fingers—and aways, it seemed, to asmall, mist-gray anima with bar-rag ears, rotating tail, and
worshipful golden eyes. Findly there were late mornings and long, sunny afternoons, and sometimes
snow falling lazily beyond diamond-patterned window-panes.

The bedroom was not alarge one. Strictly speaking, it was not abedroom at al, but a
commandeered living room. There was a sofa and there were chairs and there was a smdl table on which
stood alamp, aclock and acopy of R. E. Hames Sellar Geography. The only incongruousitem was
the bed. It was high and narrow and it had obvioudy been borrowed from the local frontier hospital. It
stood out among the endemic furniture like a bedsheeted barge floating down a nonexistent river.

One night, the girl in the jaguar skin came out of the shadows and gazed down upon hisface. "Dr.
Grimes saysyou're much better,” shesaid. "I'm glad.”

"YoureMoira, aren't you?' Hayes said.

"Not when | wear my costume. When | wear my costume I'm Zonda of the Amazon, the Amazonin
this case being the big river of the same namein the wilds of Alpha Centauri 9. Haven't you ever heard of
Zonda of the Amazon, Mr. Hayes?'

"l can't say as| have."

"She was the main character of an earthsde 3V show of the sametitle. They chose mefor therole
because they needed a big blonde and didn't in the least mind if shefell considerably short of being a
second Sarah Bernhardt. | used to swing through trees on fake grapevines and win friends and influence
animas and utter sparkling lines such as “Zonda hungry' and “Zonda save you—you no fear.' For a poor
girl from New North Dakota, Mars, who couldn't act her way out of aplastic bag, | did al right for
mysdlf for awhile. And then the series was canceled, and | found myself out in the cold, because big
blondes who can't act are no more in demand in Videoville than they used to bein Hollywood. But I'd



saved enough money to last me until the reruns began and checks started coming through again. And
after the reruns came the repeat-reruns. And after that the series was sold successively to just about
every earthsde station on the network, and | began making personal appearancesin loca studios for the
benefit of the kidswho still remembered me. Then the serieswas sold successively to the Martian
stations, and | made more persona appearances, and eventually the tapes were shipped off to
out-planetslike Black Dirt that didn't have 3V yet but that did have loca theatres where the tapes could
be run along with old, old movies, and, well, | tagged along as usua for more persona appearances and
finally | ended up herein The Last Of The Mohicanswhere the proprietor of theloca hotel offered mea
jobfor lifeif I'd play Zonda of the Amazon once aweek for the benefit of hisbar trade. By that time|
was sick of being Zonda. But | was even sicker of traveling from one sad stand to another, so | took him
up on hisoffer."

"What do you have to do?' Hayes asked.

"Three times each Saturday night | swing across the barroom on amake-believe grapevine, land on
the bar, givethe victory cry of aCentaurian jungle girl, and fight off the dirt farmers.”

"Isthisyour living room?"

She nodded. "But don't fed that you're inconveniencing me, Mr. Hayes. | never useit.”

"Why didn't you pack me off to the nearest charity ward and have done with me?”

"I thought you'd be better off here. Out-planet hospitals are understaffed and haf of the time they
don't even have the medica suppliesthey need.” She glanced at the clock on thetable. "I'll haveto be
going now, Mr. Hayes. It'samost time for Zonda'sfirst aerial maneuver. Bar-rag will keep you company
till you fal adeep. Won't you, Bar-rag?’

At the sound of its name, the little doggone materiaized on the bed, joyoudy winding and unwinding
itstail. "Rowp!" it said to Hayes, and licked his cheek. Hayes grinned. "'l need ashave, don't 17" he said.

"I'll have a barber come in tomorrow. While he's &t it, he can give you a haircut, too." Moiradimmed
thelight. "Good night, Mr. Hayes."

"Good night,” Hayes said.

After site had gone, helet his head sink deep into the pillow. He was weary and he was wesk, and
he felt as though he could go on lying there forever. There was no sound save for the remote thumping of
astereo in the bar below, and the soft susurrus of Bar-rag's breathing. Beyond the diamond-patterned
windowpanes, a streetlight caught glistening particles of gently falling snow ... InOld Y ork, it would be
summer. It was dways summer in Old Y ork, with balmy winds blowing in from the rerouted Gulf Stream
and breathing up the revamped avenues. The open-air little theatres around Tel etheatre Square would be
infull swing. NOW PLAYING: The Two-Sded Triangle, with Ledie Lake and Humpty Dumpty
Hayes. No, not Humpty Dumpty Hayes. Humpty Dumpty Hayes had had agresat fal—remember? And
al theKing'shorsesand al the King's men hadn't bothered to put Humpty Dumpty back together again.

Hayes closed his eyes against the sudden bleskness of the ceiling. Desperately, he reached out and
touched Bar-rag's glossy back. Thelittle anima curled up in the crook of hisarm. It wasall right then,
and he knew that tonight at least he could deep. NOW PLAYING, hethought drowsly: The Last of the
Mohicans Hotel, with Bar-rag, Zonda of the Amazon, and Humpty Dumpty Hayes ...

There were times after that when he wanted a drink, when he begged for adrink, when he cried out
for adrink and raved when Moirawould not bring him one and locked the door behind her. Once when
she came upstairs after her Zondaroutine he was waiting for her in the shadows, and when she cameinto
the room, he seized her throat and went tumbling with her to the floor, threatening to kill her unless she
promised to go back down to the bar and get him a bottle.

Hewas ill pitifully wesk. It would have been no trick at al for her to have broken his grip and flung
him aside but she didn't. Instead, she lay there immobile, and after awhile, she said, "Go ahead,
Nick—choke me. What are you waiting for?" His hands fell away then, and he sat there sick and
ashamed on thefloor till she got up and helped him back into bed.



When she brought him his breakfast the next morning, she sat down beside the bed and talked to him
as though nothing had happened. He couldn't stand it. "For God's sake, why don't you throw me out and
have donewith me!" he said.

Her eyes were soft upon hisface. "Nights are the worgt, aren't they?" she said.

"Nights I'm someone ese. Or maybe it's the other way around. It doesn't matter—neither one of usis
any good."

"| think you're someone in between. Like me. I'm someone in between Zonda of the Amazon and
MoiraBlar."

"It's not the same, and you know it," Hayes said. Then, "How long have | been cooped up in here?!
he asked.

"Three weeks. But the doctor says you'll be on your feet in afew more days. | guess you know by
now that you very nearly died.”

Suddenly Bar-rag materidized between them on the edge of the bed. There were particles of ice
clinging to its paws, and alittle ridge of snow lay along thetop of its nose. Hayes gave thelittle animal a
piece of toast. "1 wonder where he's been," he said.

"Homeinthehills, | imagine," Moirasad. "They have aninfalible sense of direction, and I've heard
that they can teeport themselves millions of miles. | think they could even tel eport themsdves from one
planet to another if they took it into their heads."

"If they did, they'd be dead. Teleportation may be instantaneousin one sense, but it's still subject to
the velocity of light—unlessit employs subspace.”

"It doesn't—which is probably why doggones never leave Black Dirt. They probably sense what
would happen to them if they were to spend several minutesin an absolute-zero vacuum. The way an
ordinary dog knows enough not to jump over acliff.”

"Rowp!" Bar-rag said.

Hayes laughed. "1 dmost believe he knowswhat we're talking about.”

"It wouldn't surprise me. They're remarkably intelligent.”" She stood up. "I must go now, Nick."

"Between Moiraof the Kitchen and Zonda of the Amazon, you put in a pretty long week."

"I don't mind. It's good to keep busy." She picked up the breakfast tray. Just as she did so, Bar-rag
disappeared from the bed, and a split second later, scratching sounds came from the hal. She went over
to the hall door and opened it, and there was Bar-rag standing proudly on the threshold. "Why | do
believe you're showing off," she sad. "Bar-rag, you're aborn ham!"

"Rowp!" Bar-rag said, and teleported itsalf back to the bed.

Hayes stared at the roguish face. "Moira," he said excitedly, "I just remembered why | cameto the
gars! | was going to tour the out-planet towns and support mysaf by giving Shakespearean soliloquies. It
wasacorny idea, and | thought of it when | was drunk, and it never would have paid off inamillion
years. But now I've got a better idea. Would you bring me a pad and pencil before you go back down
dars?'

"Sure, Nick."

He did not begin to write right away, but sat there thinking, his pillow propped behind his back, the
pad resting on his knees. To accomplish what he had in mind, he would need first of al the right sort of
skit.

Perhaps he could adapt it from a passage of awell-known play that wasin the public domain. The
idea apped ed to him, and he began going over the plays he knew by heart. The process could very well
have taken the rest of the morning if The Two-Sded Triangle hadn't comeimmediately to mind. When
that happened, he knew he needed to go no further: the play was agood sixty yearsold, it was
perennialy popular and part of it at least should prove idedly suited to his needs.

Heknew it by heart. Now he began thinking it through, word for word, line by line, scene by scene.
It concerned ayoung executive named Milton Pomfret whose wife Glenda was determined to find out
whether he was a philanderer or a perfect husband. Enlisting the services of aphoneticist and a
face-and-figure pecidist, she made arrangements with each to have hersdf temporarily changed into
another woman, after which shetold her husband she was going to visit her mother for afew weeks,



packed her things and rented a downtown apartment under the name of Mary Lou Johnson. She had her
face and figure dtered over the weekend, and with the phoneticist's help, practiced and perfected a
subtly different mode of speech. Then on Monday morning, she got a secretarid job in her husband's
office and went on the make for him. On several occasions she dmost became his"mistress,” but each
time, something happened to interrupt the proceedings, leaving her no wiser than she had been before.

Eventualy the husband fell madly in love with her and asked her to marry him—adevelopment she
had failed to foresee—and in order to keep him, she had to divorce him as her original and remarry him
as her second sdif.

The scene which Hayes finally settled on was one of the most popular onesin the play. It opened
with Milton Pomfret stopping off at Mary Lou's gpartment after adate and Sitting down beside her on the
big sofain her living room. By thistime, Milton's defenses had crumbled and he was ready to make love
and asfor Mary Lou, she was more than ready. However, each time they were about to go into aclinch
an interruption occurred. In the play, the interruptions were ironic in nature; in the verson which Hayes
presently set down, they were farcical and amounted in each case to the materiaizing of Bar-rag between
the two lovers each time they were about to embrace. Thefirst time the little animal appeared, Mary Lou
put it outside and locked the door; the second time, she put it outside and locked the windows as well as
the door; the third time she put it outside, locked the windows and the door and activated the
anti-housebreak field; and the fourth time, with Milton's help, she got a suitcase and atrunk out of the
closet, put the little animal into the suitcase, locked the suitcase and secured the straps, put the suitcase
into the trunk, closed and locked the lid, dragged the trunk outside, came back in, locked and barricaded
the door and reactivated the anti-housebreak field. Then, certain that they would not be interrupted again,
the two frustrated loversreturned to the sofa, only to have Bar-rag pop into being between them for the
fifth and find time. In addition to these changes, Hayes made the revisons that were necessary to make
the skit an independent unit, but otherwise he kept the dialogue and the action intact.

Hewasjust completing the polished version when Moira brought him hislunch. Hewas so
enthusiagtic that he could hardly edt.

"Read it," he said, handing her the script. "Picture yourself asMary Lou, me as Milton Pomfret and
Bar-rag as himsdf. Seewhat you think."

Her blue eyes brought a summer sunrise to mind when she raised them from the fina page.

"Y ou—you want me to act thiswith you?"

"You and Bar-rag. Hell be the star of course. The people on Black Dirt know about doggones but
the people on the other out-planets have probably never even heard of such an animd, and with them,
the act will be twice as effective. Well be combining old-fashioned thaumaturgy with broad out-planet
humor and, even if wefail to get laughs, our audienceswill at least be mydtified. Sure | know that such a
cornball setup would fdl flat onitsfacein Old Y ork, but we should worry about Old Y ork with al the
out-planet placeswe've got at our disposd. I'll turn out afew more skitsto round out the show to about
an hour and a half, then welll go on tour, the three of us, and—"

"Y ou—you want me to act with you?"

“Come off it, Moira, I'm not bestowing any honors, I'm merely suggesting away for usto make some
money. |'ve got to make some someway, and acting, or at least some aspect of it, isthe only means|
have. If you're satisfied with your job here, I'll get someone else. But I'd much rather have you."

"Don't you dare get anybody else!™

Hegrinned. "All right, | won't," he said. "We can begin rehearsing right herein thisroom," he went
on. "If you can scare up atrunk somewhere, well have dl the propswell need, and the room itsdlf will
serve asastage. Our main problem is going to be Bar-rag. He's got to appear between us at exactly the
right times, or the whole thing won't work. Y ou'll notice that in the skit the last word Milton speaks
before each interruption is ‘darling.’ That'll be Bar-rag's cue. Do you think we can get him to respond to
it?'

Her eyeswere shining, and there was a hint of tearsin their corners. Hayes didn't believe be had ever
seen anyone 0 happy in dl hislife. "I'm surewe can,” she sad. "Bar-rag, come here."

The doggone materidized in her arms, tail whirring like asmall propellor. A tear tumbled down her



cheek and dropped on the little animal's nose. NOW PLAYING, Hayes thought: Zonda of the Amazon,
Bar-rag the Wonder Dog, and NicholasHayesin Courtin' Mary Lou.

Vv

They began rehearsing the next evening, with Hayes playing Milton Pomfret and directing a the same
time. Moiraand Bar-rag proved to be the two maost co-operative players he had ever worked with.
Within three days the skit was running smoothly, with the doggone appearing promptly on cue and Moira
embracing the role of the beautiful but far from brilliant out-planet girl asthough she had been preparing
for it al her life. Asfor Hayes himself, he merely had to make afew minor changesin his portrayd of the
old Milton Pomfret in order to become the new, after which he performed the part with his usua adroit
mestery.

Between rehearsals, he dashed off three more skits, each embodying the sort of broad humor
out-planet people went for, and he and Moiramastered these skits, too, with Bar-rag providing an
enthusagticif puzzled audience of one. Finally one evening they ran through the entire act, saving
Courtin' Mary Lou till thelast. The performance came off without ahitch. "Now," said Hayes, "weve
got to have asort of trid run right herein The Last of the Mohicans, just to make sure. For that, well
have to rent the local theatre, and to rent the local theatre we're going to need money." He went into the
bedroom, opened the dresser drawer where Moira had put away his things, and returned amoment later
with aplatinum figurine of Maurice Evans. Inscribed on the base were the words: The Evans
Telerheatre Award, given to Nicholas Hayes in this year of Our Lord 2186 for his outstanding
contribution to the telestage in hisrole as Edward I1. He handed the figurineto Moira. "Takeit into
Port-0'-Stars tomorrow. Y ou ought to be able to get a couple of hundred creditsfor it, which should be
enough to get us sarted.”

She stood there looking down at the figurine asthough it were acrucifix. "I have money, Nick.
There's no need for you to make such a sacrifice.”

Heflushed. "That's a chunk of platinum you're holding in your hands. Nothing more. Y ou'll do as|
"Butit'snot fair, Nick."

"All right, Il go mysdf!"

He reached for thefigurine, but she drew it back. "I'll go," she said, not looking at him. "Y ou're not
well enough yet."

"Good. Whileyou're gone, I'll get some advertising copy into circulation and rig up an
anti-housebreak field generator. When you get back, well run through the act on areal stage. Andina
couple of dayswell open!™

Onthefirst night, they played before afull house. On the second. And the third.

Hayes was amazed till he remembered that out-planet towns like The Last of The Mohicanswere
virtualy devoid of live entertainment, and that the same state of affairs endured in the surrounding aress.
Even with Bar-rag as aknown quantity, the Courtin' Mary Lou skit went over big, and the three skits
that preceded it got their share of laughs, too. No, not laughs: guffaws—guffaws that made the skylights
rettle. It was anew experience for Hayes, who was accustomed to sophisticated audiences, but he took
it in his stride without undue difficulty. Moiratook it in hers, too, and asfor Bar-rag, it turned out to be
the truest trouper of them all, and fell sound adeep in Hayes armswhile they were returning to the hotel
after their first performance.

They could have played in The Last Of The Mohicans for amonth running, but Hayes was anxious to
get started on the itinerary which he had mapped out with the aid of Hames Stellar Geography, and
anxious aso to sample an audience that had never seen adoggone. Hence he instructed Moirato give
her employer aweek's notice.

When the week was up, they packed their things, set out by airbusto Port-0'-Stars, cleared Bar-rag
through customs and booked passage for Goshen, the twel fth planet of the blue star Sirius. Moirahad
sold thefigurine for three hundred credits. Their take after expenses from The Last Of The Mohicans
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stand amounted to more than seven hundred more, giving them a combined working capita of some one
thousand credits.

Thingswere looking up.

Their first stop on Goshen was a backwoods town called Down In The Valley.

Thetown itself harbored amere handful of colonists, most of them merchants, but the first district that
it serviced was as large as the Holland Land Grant and boasted a popul ation of some ten thousand
immigrants and some two thousand natives. During the three weeks Hayes & Co. played a the Down In
TheValley GrangeHal, dl of them, immigrant and native dike, managed to get into town at least onceto
see the "disgppearin’ dawg.”

Hayes should have been delighted. He wondered why he wasn't.

From Down In The Valey, thetrio journeyed overland to Sheepdip, and from Sheepdip to
Rise-n-Shine, and from Rise-n-Shineto &. Johnswort. In hisroom at the &. Johnswort Hotel, Hayes
came across adiscarded copy of Spectrum, and in it hefound areview of The Two-Sded Triangle,
The play had enjoyed a successful TTV Debut and was enjoying equa success during its Old Y ork
stand. According to the reviewer, it wasacinch for aTTV Encore. Ledie Lake's bravurain the portrayal
of Glenda—Mary Lou had firmly established her in the upper echelons of stardom, and the part of Milton
Pomfret was being played with afinesse sedom encountered in an understudy. Hayes threw the mgazine
in the wastebasket.

He walked over to the room's only window and looked down into the street. The hour was late, and
no one was abroad. In the adjoining room Moira, weary from their long journey, was preparing for bed.
He could hear drawers opening and closing as she put her things away, and the muted patter of her bare
feet upon the floor. Behind him, Bar-rag lay fast adeep at the foot of the bed.

Hefdt suddenly, horribly, aone.

L eaving the room, he descended to the lobby. The lobby was empty. He stepped out into the Street.
Therewas alingering tang of winter in the night air, but there was the scent of green things, too. In L.
Johnswort, it was spring. Soon the lovely flowersthat had given thelittle town its name would be nodding
their yellow heads aong roads des and country lanes. Soon birdswould sing.

He began to walk. . Johnswort stood on agentle mountainside, and below it lay adeep valley
where the scattered lights of farmhouses shone. Abovethe valey lay theinverted valey of the sky, and
here there were other lights, the lights of sars.

One of the starswas Sol.

In Old Y ork, it would be summer. It was ways summer in Old York. In Old Y ork, therewere
many lights and much laughter, and never any need to be done. In Old Y ork, if you were good enough,
you could step upon amagic stage and cameras would focus on you and multiply you by one hundred
million ... and on Earth and on Mars you would step into millions of living rooms, and people would
know you were dive. Out, out, brief candle! Out, out, the brief career of Nicholas Hayes.

The street dong which he was walking came to an end. It did not debouch into another street the
way most streets do when they die. It Smply stopped existing because there was no further reason for it
to be. Trees grew boldly up to its very edge, and in the darkness a phosphorescent sign said, Dead
End.

Wearily, Hayes turned and began retracing his steps. He became aware then that he was not alone.
Something was waking beside him—alittle animal with a pug nose and golden eyes.

"Bar-rag," he said, "what're you doing out so late at night?Y ou should bein bed.”

"Rowp!" thelittle animal said, and looked up at him the way people used to look up at him at curtain
call when he and his supporting cast stepped out upon the proscenium, and took their bows. Theniit
disappeared. Lord! he thought, if | could teleport, I'd be back on Earth asfast asthe wings of light could
carry me. And then he thought, Y es, and arrive there dead eight years from now. I'm aswell off being
dead, dumbly waltzing around up here among the sars.

Y es, but did he have to remain dead? Was he so stupid that he could devise no way to bring himsglf
back to life? No, he was not stupid. Not he, Nicholas Hayes. It wasn't amatter of devisng ameansto
gain hisend. It was merely amatter of selection!



When he got back to hisroom, Bar-rag was fast adeep again at the foot of the bed. The adjoining
room was slent. Should hewalit till morning? he wondered. He decided not to. Tapping on the door, he
sad, "Moira, may | tak with you for awhile.

Therewas aslence, and then the clicking of alamp. "Y es, Nick, comein.”

In the radiance of the bed lamp her hair wasthe color of evening primroses and lay like spring upon
the pillow. Her eyes were belIflower-blue. "Areyou al right, Nick?' she asked.

"Yes" Hepulled achair over to the side of the bed, and sat down. "I waswalking tonight, and | got
anidea Anideafor athestre-ship."

"Yes, Nick?'

"Centuries ago on Earth, charlatans used to travel from frontier town to frontier town on enclosed
wagons, giving what were called medicine shows. The shows themselves were free, designed to &ttract a
crowd s0 that the charlatan could peddle his quack remedies. Thanks to too-rapid colonization brought
on by the subspace drive, we have today a Stuation Smilar to that which existed in the old west. The
settlers have spread out so rapidly and so widdly that it's no longer possible to keep them supplied with
everything they need, and thisis particularly true with regard to medicine. So suppose, Moira, that you
and | wereto invest in aused space-freighter, remodd the interior so that we could livein it comfortably,
stock it with al-purpose medicine kits, and ingtall a stage. Then suppose that we wereto limit our act to
the Courtin' Mary Lou skit and were to peddlie medicine kitsinstead of charging admission. We could
sl them at amodest profit, and we'd never have to fedl guilty about taking advantage of gullible people.
Because far from taking advantage of them, wed be helping them. Granted, we'd never get rich. But
we'd make areasonably good living, and, whilewe'd be traveling dl the time, we'd never redly be avay
from home because we'd have our home with us. What do you think, Moira?"

For along while shewas silent. Then, "Why do you want to do this, Nick?"

Thetime had comefor thelie. Hetold it beautifully: "Because I've got to stop thinking of mysdlf asan
actor. Because somehow I've got to shed the past. | need anew identity, atotally different identity.
Maybe being a'medicine man' will bring me peace.”

She looked away from hisface; at the coverlet, at her hands. They were rather large hands, and hard
work had broadened them; but they were full of grace. Presently she said, "I think it'sawonderful idea,
Nick."

"Good. WEll do aone-week stand here, then welll go to Mars. Theresabig used-ship yard at
Port-0'-Sands that ought to be able to supply uswith the sort of ship welll need.” He stood up. "I'm sorry
| had to wake you up, Moira, but | had to find out how you'd fedl."

"It'sdl right, Nick. And Nick?"

v—

"Port-0-Sands isn't very far from New North Dakota. Maybe we can visit the farm. And—and my
folks”

"Well makeit apoint to. Good night, Moira."

"Good night."

Vv

Thefreighter they findly settled for was an old washtub of ajob, but theion drive was still in good
working order and the space-subspace correlator, for al its passe design, functioned as efficiently asthe
newer, more compact units. In common with the more modern merchantmen, the Dr. Albert
Schweitzer, as they named the vessdl, could be operated by one man. Just asimportant, the deck of the
lower level was but severa feet above ground leve, and in conjunction with the retractable dock would
provide an excellent stage.

To obtain more width, Hayes had the origina cargo-locks removed, the aperture enlarged and wider
onesingalled. The power room occupied most of the rear section of the lower hold, but there was still a
dressing room for Moira, one for Hayes and space for three compartments and a small storage room.
Moiraingsted that Bar-rag's name be painted on the storage-room door, saying that in view of the fact



that the little doggone was the most essentia member of the cagt, it rated equal prestige at least.
Grudgingly, Hayes gavein to her. Half of the upper hold, Hayes set asde for the Medicinekits, which
had aready been ordered from Earth, and for supplies. The other half he had converted into alargeliving
room, acommodious kitchen and asmall office. The pilots quarters on the deck above made an
excdlent pair of upstairs bedrooms. As afinishing touch, he replaced the pilots quarters and control
room with aspird stedl stairway, after which he had the ship painted inside and out. Then he and Moira
went shopping for furniture.

By thistime, the capital of Hayes & Co. had dwindled to an darming low. They had purchased the
ship on time, putting the loan through the Port-0'-Sands Manufacturers and Traders Trust Company; for
everything else, however, they had laid down hard cash.

Consequently, they had to settle for something lessin theway of furniture than they origindly had had
in mind. In the end, though, this worked to their advantage, for Moira proved to have aknack for
refurbishing chairs, tables, beds and even appliances, and eventually the chegpest and most decrepit
itemsthey bought yielded both dignity and grace. Nor did Moira stop with the furniture. The rooms
themselves got a going over, too, and when she was done, the living quarters could have passed for a
late-twentieth century duplex—which in effect waswhat they redlly were.

All thiswhile she and Hayes had been attending night school and learning how to pilot a spacecraft.
The near-complete automation of shipslikethe Dr. Albert Schweitzer had long since relegated
gpaceship navigation to pretty much the same category as driving alate-twentieth century automobile. In
many ways it was smpler; certainly it wasless perilous. Neverthel ess, there were certain basic steps that
al would-be pilots had to familiar with, and in addition there were scores of rulesto be memorized. Then
Moiraand Hayes had to take the training ship on a solo orbit apiece, after which each of them had to go
on atria correlation run to Alpha Centauri 4 and back. Neither ran into any trouble, and they received
their licenses on the same day.

Meanwhile, the medicine kitsthey had ordered from Earth had arrived and had been loaded onto
the Dr. Albert Schwelitzer, bringing their businessin Port-0'-Sandsto aclose. "If were going to visit
your folks, it's high time we were getting Started,” Hayes said after supper one night. "What did you say
the name of your home town was?"

She placed the last of the supper dishesin the rinser and turned the unit on. "Red Spud. It'snot a
town, though. It'sahamlet, and not much of aone at that. But it's on one of the main airbus routes.”

"Good. We can pack tonight and leave in the morning.”" She did not look a him. "All right.”

"Y ou don't seem very enthusiagtic.”

"Nick," she said to the stove, "do you think we could pretend to be-to be-"

"Tobewhat?'

"Man and wife. For the duration of the visit, | mean. I know you've never thought of methat way,
and | know I've no right to expect you to. But my mother and father are going to wonder. And probably
they'll worry. So for their benefit could we make believe?”

Hayes|ooked out of the kitchen viewport into the cluttered darkness of the shipyard. Here and there,
gpecks of wan light shone, and in the distance a night crew was dismantling an ancient SB-2. Marriage
was an item that had not entered into his calculations. But would it do him any harm to marry Moira?
True, he did not love her. But then he had never loved anyone, for that matter—save Ledie perhaps. And
anyway, marriage wasn't thefina step it used to be. There was a clause in every contract that made it
possiblefor ether party to walk out on the other during the first year without showing just
cause-provided no children had been conceived during that period of time. The Two-Sded Triangle
would come up for Encore long before ayear.

So hesadto Maira, "I remembered everything, didn't I”? Except the most important thing of al. Wil
you marry me, Moira?"

Her eyes, when sheraised them to his, brought Bar-rag's worshipful orbsto mind. "'l didn't mean for
you to ask methat.”

"Nevertheless, | did ask it. So don't you think | rate an answer?"

"I'm the girl who used to swing on agrapevinein the Last Of The Mohicans Hotel-remember?”’



"And I'm the drunk you rescued from the snakes."

He saw her then, asthe yearsfdl from her shoulders, the way she must have been when she set out
from New North Dakotalong ago, tall and dender, girlish and soft; Zonda of the Amazon standingin a
treetop and looking out over the wide, wide world, blue eyesfilled with wonder. But it was Moira, not
Zonda, who answered. "I'm not Ledie," shesaid. "1 could never be Ledie Lake."

He stood his ground. "I wouldn't want you to be." Stepping closer, he placed his hands upon her
shoulders. "Wdll tied ajustice of the peace tonight. Well spend our honeymoon in New North Dakota.”
He paused. Terms of endearment had dways been difficult for him to utter. He could never inred life
give them the sincerity that was needed to put them across, the sincerity that came so natura to him on
the stlage. But it was imperative that he utter on now. "I'm sure well be happy, darling,” he said.

Instantly, Bar-rag, who had been dozing on the couch in the living room, materidized between them.
Moiralaughed, and suddenly everything was the way it should be, and she was warm and wanted in his
arms. Bar-rag, proud as a peacock for having remembered its cue, leaped ecstaticaly about thelr feet,
tall rotating like atoy windmill.

New North Dakotawas warmth on cold nights and red plainsrolling away under pale Martian skies,
it was raftered rooms and open fireplaces and strong coffee percolating on primitive stoves, it was
maklus roasts browning in ovens, and brown gravy and baked beans; it was 3-V beamed dl the way
from Earth and viewed on long eveningsin big living rooms; it was hikesin ocher hillsand dancesin
bright community hdls, and alemaineleft and dlemaine right; it was star-crisp nights walking home from
warmth and laughter, cameraderie and good cheer; it was waking under eavesin gray dawnlight beneath
feather ticks ten inches thick; it was aquaint little church standing like a stegpled matchbox benegth a
vastness of lavender sky, and the peace of pleasant people on pleasant Sunday afternoons.

When the time came to leave, Hayes was dmost as sad as Moira's parents were. Moira cried.
Bar-mg did not cry, of course; but the sadnessin thelittle animal's danted golden eyes said that it would
haveif it could.

However, the sadness was short-lived on both man and doggone's part. It lasted no longer than the
arbus journey back to Port-if-Sands. After that, Hayes had piloting to occupy him, and Bar-rag, the
exploration of theworld of the ship.

The exploration had been begun before the trip to New North Dakota, and now it was resumed in
earnest. Seemingly obsessed with adesire to be everywhere at once, the little animal kept teleporting
itsdf from deck to deck, from hold to hold, from room to room, and for awhile Hayes re-experienced
the fear he had experienced during the Black Dirt-to-Goshen and Goshen-to-Mars run—that the
doggone would misca culate its distance and tel eport itself beyond the life-and-death boundary of the
hull. But it never did. Hayes came to the conclusion that, in common with its sense of direction, a
doggone's sense of distance wasinfdlible.

Thefirgt planet on the medicine-show itinerary was Golden Grain, the ninth satellite of the green star
Cagtor. After clearing the ship at Port-0'-Plains, he began the series of hopsthat he and Moirahad
decided upon, thefirst of which brought them to One Leg To Stand On. Coming down in an uncultivated
fiddd afew miles outsde of town, he Started beaming a carefully prepared sales pitch over theloca
short-wave band: "NOW PLAYING: Nicholas Hayes, Zonda of the Amazon, and Bar-rag the Wonder
Dogin Courtin' Mary Lou. Come one, come al—ADMISSION FREE. The place: the Theatre-Ship,
two miles south of town. Thetime: starrise. See Bar-rag the Wonder Dog thwart the ardent lovers. See
him appear out of Thin Air and spin hismagic tail. See him, see him, seehim! FREE! FREE! FREE!" If
the"FREE" didn't get them, nothing would.

It got them dl right—that, and the emptiness of their days. By thetime the first star gppeared, the
section of the meadow in front of the ship wasfilled to capacity, and beyond. The starlit faces were gaunt
and unimaginative for the most part, but there was curiosity in every pair of eyes, and in the children's,
eagerness aswell. Hayes turned on the footlights he had installed aong the edge of the dock, and
stepped from behind the maroon plastivelvet curtain Moirahad made.

"Citizens of Golden Grain," he said, "we have not come here to defraud you of your hard-earned
credits but to help and to entertain you. Whether or not you buy one of the medicine kits which I'm about



to show you, you will be equaly welcometo attend the show which will go on immediately afterward.”
Hefaced the curtain. "Zonda?"

Clad in her jaguar skin, her long legsflashing in the footlights, Moira stepped out on the dock
carrying asmdl table on which several dozen medicine kitswere piled. Setting the table down, she
picked up the topmost kit and handed it to Hayes; then she turned and smiled warmly at the audience.

Hayes held up the kit and described its contents.

"None of theitems I've mentioned isapanacea,” he concluded, "but each of them will live up to the
clams| madefor it, and al of them should bein every single household in One Leg To Stand On. The
kits sl for two credits apiece. Surely your physical welfare and the welfare of your children are worth
that much to you!"

Thekits sold surprisingly well, and Moira had to go upstairs twice for more of them. She and Hayes
were elated when they retired behind the curtain to round up Bar-rag and get ready for their act. "I think
wed better tone it down alittle, don't you?' she said, dipping into her Mary Lou dress. "Theresalot of
kids out there.”

"Good ideg," Hayes said. "I'll kegp my hands above the waist and leave out the leers, and you can
eliminate the wiggleswhen you walk. Okay?"

"Okay."

Even toned down Courtin' Mary Lou went over big. In fact, the audience begged for an encore.
Hayes and Moiragaveit to them in the form of one of their abandoned skits. "Why don't you do
something for them out of your repertoire?’ Moira asked Hayes, when the people continued to linger
hopefully about the platform.

"That's one way of getting rid of them, | suppose.”

"I didn't mean it that way. Don't you see, Nick? Y ou're as much obligated to elevate them culturally
asyou areto devate them physicdly. Y ou've sold them penicillin. Now sdll them another kind of pill.
Forceit down their throatsif they don't want to takeit. Y ou oweit to them, Nick. Y ou oweit to
yoursdf!"

He regarded her thoughtfully. It was an angle that hadn't occurred to him, and it just might provide
the added something that he needed to round out the image he wastrying to create. "All right,” he said,
"Il giveitatry."

Stepping out on the dock, he explained what had gone before the soliloquy he was about to render
and what would take place afterward. Then heraised hisarms

"What isa man, If his chief good and market of his time Be but to sleep and feed?

A beast, no more.

Sure, He that made us with such large discourse,

Looking before and after, gave us not

That capability and god-like reason

Tofastinusunusd..."

As he poke, the stars stood out ever more vividly above his head, while their light rained down with
ever greater intengity upon the upturned faces of hisaudience. The air was cool, bracing. One of Golden
Grain's three moons had climbed into the sky and hung in the heavenslike the eye of acamera

Hefdt shacklesdip from hiswridts, fettersfal from hisankles. The"camerd' captured hisfacamile
and garted relaying it toward ahundred million living rooms, and he knew the fulfillment of ditribution
once again. Hiswords climbed into the sky and spread out among the starsin rich and rounded syllables,
hung therefor al to hear even after he had finished speaking and there was no sound save the susurrus of
the meadow grass beneath the feet of his awed and departing audience And he stood there dl done,
Nicholas Hayes did, the wind from the forest fresh against the words he had uttered as they sped
outward into the immensities.

No, not quite alone. Moira had come out on the deck and was standing beside him, and Bar-rag had
crept forth from behind the curtain and had curled up at hisfeet. Hayes was barely aware of either of
them. "Y ou were wonderful, Nick," Moirasaid, "and they knew it, too. They'll never forget, and neither
will 1"



The spell was broken. "It's getting cold,” Hayes said. "Let'sgo insde.”
VI

From One Leg To Stand On they hopped to Dutchman's Breeches, and from Dutchman's Breeches
they hopped to Devil Take The Hindmost, and from Devil Take The Hindmost they hopped to A Pocket
Full Of Rye. The turnout in each instance was excellent, and the same enthusiasm that had been accorded
them in One Leg To Stand On was accorded them thrice more. At the close of each performance Hayes
rendered his solilogquy, and each time received the same rapt atention and the same symbalic fulfillment.

But symbalic fulfillment was not enough. And he knew it. From Golden Grain they proceeded to
Acre In The Sky, the fifth planet of the blue star Achemar, where they made one-night standsin
Potpourri, Sunrise, Venus Looking-Glass, Hereafter, Winding River and Jack Jump Over The
Candlestick. Their stand in Jack Jump Over The Candlestick resulted in the accidental publicity which
Hayes had gambled on gaining sooner or later. Mahatma M cFadden, aleading correspondent for the
IBS Specia News Service, had come upon the scene to tape a peasant wedding, Acre In The Sky style,
but when he heard about the medicine show and learned that none other than Nicholas Hayes wasthe
medicine man, he taped the Courtin' Mary Lou performance, too. He a so taped the spiel that preceded
it and the soliloquy that followed it.

Hayes played his hand shrewdly. "I'm not sure I'd want that much publicity,” he said when Mahatma
came hurrying back stage, waving awaiver.

"Give me anything, but don't give methat, Mr. Hayes," Mahatmasaid. "Who ever heard of an actor
who didn't want publicity!”

"I'm not an actor any more. I'm amedicine man." Mahatmaguffaved. Hewasathin, wiry little man
with ahungry face and bright brown eyes. "Medicine smedicine. Once an actor, dways an actor, | say.
The trouble with you, Mr. Hayes, isyou're sore because you got kicked out of the Guild. Sign here, and
when they seethe tape, they may even let you back in. Y ou never cantell.”

"L et meback in because | ran away and became amedicine man?' Hayeslaughed alaugh with the
precise amount of derison in it necessary to lend it aring of truth. "Even if they would, | wouldn't
condder it."

"All right, then. Look at the Situation thisway, Mr. Hayes. Eventualy thistape will wind up inthe
out-planets and be played in two-bit theatres and barns—provided you sign the waiver, that is. Now,
you want these people to know about you, don't you? Y ou want them to ook forward to your coming,
don't you? Well, believe me, once they see you on tape, they will ook forward, and if they happen to
have seen you live dready, they'll be al the more eager to see you live again. Publicity never hurt
anybody, you know."

"I think he'sright, Nick," Moirasaid.

"I know I'mright," Mahatmasaid.

"H'm'm," Hayes said.

The battle won, Mahatma handed him the waiver and an uncapped jet pen. "Right there, whereit
says 'signature of originator,' Mr. Hayes."

Two months later when Hayes and Moira and Bar-rag were touring Green Thumb, the tenth planet
of the white star Beta Aurigae, Nancy Oakes, girl reporter for the interstellar magazine Newstar caught
up totheminthelittietown of Lily of TheVadley.

Miss Oakes was asparkle with excitement when she sought Hayes out in the Dr. Albert Schweltzer
after the performance, and her portable tape-recorder was loaded and ready to go. "Mr. Hayes, you
smply must let mewriteyou up,” she said. "Our readerswill smply devour your story. Here, let me
show you some of the stereophotos | took during your act. They'resmply terrific.”

Hayes|ooked them over with carefully disciplined curiosity. One of them showed him peddling
medicinekits, with Moirastanding beside him in her jaguar skin. Another showed him and Moiraon the
sofa, with Bar-rag between them. A third showed him standing on the starlit dock in the midst of his
soliloquy. It. was one of the best pictures he had ever had taken.



He handed the sterophotos back. Abruptly Bar-rag materidized on the living-room floor and jumped
up on hislap. Miss Oakes gasped. "How in the world did you ever manageto train him like that, Mr.
Hayes?'

"It wasn't difficult. HE's not an ordinary dog, you see. He's adoggone.”

"Redly?" Miss Hayes activated the recorder with an unobtrusive flick of her finger. "Tdl mewhat a
doggoneis, Mr. Hayes. It ought to make ssimply fascinating copy.” Hayes complied. "And now," Miss
Oakesrushed on, "you must fill mein on your past. And Zonda'stoo, of course. Naturaly, | know that
you're aguest actor, but I'd like some personal items—things that will tie in with your deciding to become
medicine man."

Hayeslooked at Moirawith feigned helplessness. "Shall we let her do the article?' he asked.

"Of course, Nick."

Hefaced Miss Oakes again. "Well, | guesswe can't fight destiny, can we, Miss Oakes? Start
throwing your questions” Theissue with the articlein it came out two months later, but two more months
passed before the copy which the publisher sent Hayes caught up to him. The article began on page 14.
Helooked at thetitle: Nicholas Hayes: the Dr. Schweitzer of the Spaceways. He read the blurb: How
an exiled thespian has triumphed over alcoholismto bring the blessings of civilization to our
neighborsin the sky.

He threw the magazette into the wastebasket.

The next town they played in was Winter's Bresth. At the close of the performance Hayes received a
message that a certain party wished to see him in her room at the Winter's Breath Hotel. He walked
through woods and over fields, beneath stars he no longer saw, then down awinding street and up
dilapidated stepsinto atired lobby. The room was number 204. He climbed stairs, turned right down a
dingy hdl. Lediemet him at the door. "Nick, darling, you're looking wonderful .

Hewent in and sat down on the nearest chair. She took the chair facing it. "1 guess you know I've
come to take you back," she said.

Heraised hiseyes. Her eyeswere the same. Pale brown, with flecks of summer sunlight in them. Her
hair was night-dark as dways, sequined with latent stars that even unimaginative lamplight could dicit.
Tranducent of V-bodice she sat there, gold of abbreviated skirt. Strutting as always her little hour upon
the stage. "Why didn't King come after me himsdf?'

"Because | asked him to send me. An gppropriate gesture, don't you think? Imagine, Nick—well
have cocktailsin Laughter in the Afternoon just the way we used to. WEll go to those cute crummy
places we used to eat in after shows. Well—"

"I'm married,” Hayes said.

Shelaughed. "So what? No one stays married any more. It's passe. In Old Y ork, we've adopted the
Mudlim custom in such matters. You say 'l divorceyou' threetimesand it'sal over.”

"Isit?"

She leaned forward. "Don't play noble with me, Nick. | can read between the lineswhen the lines
concern you. I'm not Zonda of the Amazon. I'm Ledlie of Laughter in the Afternoon. Y ou didn't become
amedicine man to help out-planet peoples. Y ou became amedicine man to help yourself—to attract the
favorable atention you needed to get yourself back into the good graces of the Telethestre Guild and
back into the good graces of Christopher King. Most of all, you became a medicine man so you could
step before the tel etheatre cameraand be multiplied by one hundred million once again.”

Hayeswas|ooking at the floor. "1 assume I'm already reingtated in the Guild. Does King have a part
for me?'

"l knew you'd see the light, darling. Of course he has a part. He has the part — the part of Milton
Pomfret. The Two-Sded Triangle iscoming up for Encore next month and your understudy's contract
runs out before that time. So you're al s&t, Nicholasdear. | can't say the same for Zonda, of course,
snceI'm still Mary Lou, besdeswhich | doubt very much if sheld measure up to Chris standards.”
Suddenly shegiggled. "Tdl me, darling, did sheredly swing on agrapevinein The Last of the Mohicans
bar theway issaysin the article?'

"Shut up!" Hayes said.



"And that ridiculouslittle dog with the windmill tail. Wherein theworld did you find him? Honestly,
Nick, you're too preciousfor words!"

Hayes stood up. "Y ou've reserved passage, | suppose.”

"On the Great Eastern Express. We rendezvous out of Port-0'-Winds at nine o'clock tomorrow
morning. So get amove on, darling. Wevevery littletime."

"I'll be back in an hour,” Hayes said, and walked out of the room

And down the hal and down the stairs and out into the street and down the winding street and
through woods and across meadows, more field to where the dark pile of the ship showed against the
sars...

Moirawaswaiting up for him. Bar-rag fast adeep on her Iap. Her face told him that she dready
knew. "Y ou've known al dong, haven't you?' he said.

"Don't fed bad, Nick. | wanted you to be reinstated, too." It was late in the day to ask it, but he
asked it anyway. "Do you fed bad?’

"It doesn't matter. I'm going back to New North Dakota, Mars, where | belong.”

"I'll hireapilot to go with you. It'sno good piloting aship adone. The Schweitzer ought to bring more
than we paid for it if you can find theright buyer."

"I'm glad. Bar-rag and | will watch you."

He looked down at the small gray head and the absurd, tatterdemalion ears. He raised his eyesto
Moiras dender throat. A faint pulse best there. He raised hiseyes il further and caught thetelltale
twinkle of the runaway tear. He stood there, desperately trying to fed. Hefdlt nothing at dl except a
desireto be gone. "Goodby, Moira," he said, and turned and ran down the spiral stairway and out into
the night.

VI

In Old New Y ork it was summer. It was dways summer in Old Y ork. He went with Ledie and King
to Laughter in the Afternoon and sipped drab coffee while they gaily chatted over cocktailsand said
Nick thisand Nick that, and Oh Nick, how good it isto have you back! He went to Triangle to
rehearsals and picked up effortlesdy where he had left off, and sometimes when he spoke hislines, he
thought of starry nights on Green Thumb and Acre In The Sky, and cool windswafting out of virgin
woods and breathing upon the little stage.

He was not surprised when he began to drink again. It had been inevitable all dong. He drank for the
same reason he had drunk before. Only thistime he knew what the reason was. But knowing did not
help. What good did it do to know that you were incagpable of loving anyone besides yourself if the
incapability wasincurable?

On Encore night the Teletheatre Bowl overflowed into the square. Encores were traditiona, and Old
Y orkers treasured traditions above the common sense that would have reminded them, had they listened,
that they had aready seen the play at least once, either on its teletheatre debut or in one of the various
little theetres it had been playing in during the past year. But they did not listen, and came instead like
lemmingsto drown in aquas-cultural sea

"How doesit fed to bein action again, medicine man?' Ledie said, as she and Hayes took their
placesfor thefirst scene. "How doesit fed to know that in afew seconds you'll be multiplied by one
hundred million and will no longer be aone?’

He did not answer. Would Moira be watching? he wondered. Would Bar-rag? Abruptly he forgot
both girl and doggone as the curtain rose and the cameras siwung into place. Seated behind his desk, he
said to hiswife who had stopped off at the office on this sunny Friday afternoon to check up on him, "As
you can see, Glenda, my dear, there are no secretaries Sitting on my |gp, none hidden in thefiling
cabinets, and none peering fearfully forth at you from behind the coffee-break bar,” and the play was of f
to asmooth start with Ledie, asthe suspicious Glenda, telling him that she had not cometo count his
amanuenses but to remind him that that night they were dining at the Croftons and to suggest that he skip
his usual on-the-road cocktail and get home alittle early so that for once they could avoid the usud



last-minute confusion occasioned by histrying to shave, shower, and dress dl at the sametime.

At this point, a striking redhead minced into the office and told Hayes-Pomfret that he was wanted in
the layout room, whereupon hefollowed her offstage. Glenda glared after them for amoment, then
picked up the phone and put in acall to the face-and-figure speciadist and told him what she wanted
done, and why. Next, she put in acall to the phoneticist and told him what she wanted done, and why.

The following scene showed her asravishing Mary Lou Johnson, gpplying for and obtaining a
secretaria job in her husband's office. The plot progressed. Hayes-Pomfret took his new secretary out to
lunch. Hetook her out to dinner. At length he made a date with her and stopped off afterward at her
gpartment. They sat down side by side on the sofain her living room. Mary Lou edged closer to him. Il
bet your home was never likethis" she said, pouting her lipsfor the"first" kiss.

"Darling," Hayes-Pomfret said, "if home waslikethis, I'd never budge from the doorstep.”

She moved even closer. "Proveit then.”

"I will," Hayes-Pomfret said, and put hisarms around her. The doorbell rang. "Darnl" Mary Lou said,
and got up and |eft the room.

Her voice could be heard offstage as she argued loudly with a salesman who wastrying to sell her a
book called Why You Should Never Trust Your Husband. To get rid of the man she had to take the
stand that dl husbands were trustworthy and that therefore the book was abig lie. The interruption lasted
alittle over five minutes, during which time Hayes-Pomfret paced back and forth on the stage doing a
humorous pantomime of a conscience-stricken husband trying vainly to free himsalf from the grip of an
impatient lover. Upon Mary Lou's return, he resumed his seat on the sofa and she sat back down beside
him.

"Darn old sdlesmen!” she said. "It's getting so people can't have any privacy any more!”

Hayes-Pomfret started to put hisarm around her. Abruptly she screamed and |egped to her feet.

Hayes stared at the small object that had materiaized beside him. He could not move.

The object had hair the hue of morning migts. Its tatterdemalion ears brought bar-ragsto mind, and
itsglazed, protruding eyeslingered a hint of the gold that had once shoneforth in love and adoration.
Frozen blood flaked the once-roguish mouth, and the white-tufted tail was silent. The small star inthe
middle of the forehead shone no more.

He picked thelittle body up and cradled it in hisarms. For amoment, he could not see.

"Shoveit under the sofaquick!" Ledie, who had sat back down beside him, whispered. "Get on with
your lined"

Hayes hardly heard her. "Why, Bar-rag?' he said. "Why did you do it? Y ou knew it was a cliff—why
did you jump over it? 1t wasforty million mileshigh, Bar-rag. Forty million miled™

"Nick, for God'ssakel" Lediesaid. "Get rid of that horrible thing and get on with your lines!™

Still cradling Bar-rag in hisarms, Hayes stood up. The bowl wasfilled with avast whispering; ten
thousand faces shimmered in the mist before his eyes. He walked away from Ledie. He walked away
from himself. He died one hundred million deaths.

In the dressing-room corridor, King caught up to him. "Nick, come back! We can till savethe
show. Some stagehand pulled adirty trick—that'sall.”

Hayes did not pause.

"Nick, you walk out that door, you'll never walk back init again! | swear.”

Hayes kept on walking.

Outside, it wasn't S0 bad. Outside, he could see Mars. Almost at perigee, it hung like an orange
dreetlight in the sky. He saw the red plains through histears. He saw the steepled matchbox of thelittle
church. He saw the rambling ocher hills. His gaze came back and rested on the little body cradled in his
ams. Forty million miles, hethought. Forty million miles!

The house was agentle pile of wood and windows in the starlight. Moiramet him at the door. "Nick,
| hoped, | prayed you'd come!"

"Were you with him when—when he-"

She nodded. "Hewas ditting at my feet. A second after you said 'darling,’ he disappeared. At first |
didn't understand what had happened. | never dreamed he'd recognize you on teletheatre. Then, severa



minutes later, he appeared on the screen, and-and | knew."

"I buried him in space," Hayes said. " Out among the stars. He belongs there, Bar-rag does. Hewas a
dar himsdf."

"Comeinto theliving room, Nick. There's something | want to show you.”

They waked down thehdl. "The ship," Hayes said. "Did you sl it yet?'

"No-t'still at Port-0'-Sands. Mom and Dad just went to bed-shall | wake them so you can say
hdlo?'

"No. I'm going to be here for some time-if you'll put up with me."

In theliving room, she knelt beside asmall basket that stood by the fireplace. He knelt beside her.
He saw thetiny tatterdemdion earsfirgt, then the smal mist-gray body and the little white-tufted tail. A
pair of danted golden eyesreturned his astonished gaze, and above them on the forehead shone alittle
dar. "Bar-rag!" he gasped.

"| told you they were parthenogenetic. He-she gave birth to him aweek before she died.”

Hayes tweaked one of the tatterdemalion ears, "Well, what do you know!" he said.

He straightened, and pulled Moirato her feet. Over her shoulder he saw the platinum figurine of
Maurice Evans standing on the mantel. Yes, shehad sold it al right. Sold it to herself. Helooked into her
eyes. Hewould have falenin love with her long ago if love had not been beyond him. 1t was beyond him
no longer. "WEell begin dl over, Moira-f you'll do me the honor of being my leading lady again. Well
restock the ship and well go to dl the places we didn't get to before. Well go to Morning Glory and Far
Reach and Lode-"

"And Meadow Flower and Forty-Niner and Frontier—"

"And when we complete our circuit, well go back to Black Dirt—"

"And go on from there to Golden Grain-"

"And Goshen-"

"And Acreln The Sky ..."

Shewasin hisarms now, and hewaskissing her. In Old Y ork, it was summer. It was dways
summer in Old Y ork. But in New North Dakota, Mars, it was spring.

Jhe Guown-up Peaple’s Feet

) . .
J hee aethi ngs we remember because we can't forget them and there are things we remember

because we don't want to forget them, and there are afew very specid things that possess both qualities.

It waslate in September of that last year, and Mary Ellen had driven in to town to pick me up from
work. She pulled over to the corner of Main and Central where | waswaiting, and | got into the car.
Laurie was standing on the front seet, her blue eyes enormous with the marvel of anew discovery.

"Dad, | can read!" she shouted the moment she saw me. "'l can read now, Dad!"

| pinched her button nose but she hardly noticed. She had asmall red primary reader in her hands,
opened to abrightly colored picture of alittle girl inaswing with alittle boy pushing her. Beneath the
picture was a series of short paragraphsin large clear print.

"Listento me, Dad! Listen: "Janeisadgirl. Johnisaboy. | see Jane. | see John!""

"What do you think of our little Edna S. Vincent Millay?' Mary Ellen said, watching the red light.

"| think she'sjust wonderful!™

The light turned green, and we went up the big hill that led out of the little town on 30. It waslatein
September, as| said, but the hills and the fields dong the highway were il brushed with the faded green
of summer and the sky was hazily blue. Houses were awashed white and the violet shadows of elms and
maples made unpremeditated patterns on close-cropped lawns. An empty tandem rumbled past us,
touching the shoulder and whirring up acloud of dust.

" 'Oh, look at Jane. Oh, look at John." "

"Y ou can read 'Bed in Summer' to me now, Laurie" | said.



She looked up from the book. | till can't forget the way her eyes were. They made you think of
deep blue lakes with the sun sparkling in them for thefirgt time.

"Sure, Dad,” shesaid. "I'll reed it to you.”

Mary Ellen turned off 30 and started up our road. "Don't you think Stevenson might be alittle difficult
for her, dear?"

"Oh, no," Laurie said. "Y ou don't understand, Mother. | can read now!"

"Y ou can help her over therough spots, Mary L.," | said.. .. "What'sfor supper, by theway?"

"Roast bedf. It'sill inthe oven.” Sheturned into the drive and braked by the forsythia bush.

Our house was on arise and you could look down and see the highway with the cars hurrying back
and forth like busy metalic beetles. Beyond the highway there was afine view of the lake. On clear days
you could see Canada. It was hazy that day though, and al you could see was the milky blueness of the
lake interblending with the misted blueness of the Sky. An intermittent wind kept rustling the big maplesin
theyard.

| got the evening paper out of the roadsi de tube, went over to the verandah and sat on the swing.
Laurie was dready there, the primary reader opened on her knees. We drifted gently back and forth.

"'l seeJane,' " Laurieread. " 'l see John.""

Thewind kept ruffling the paper, making the headlines crawl. They were concerned with the bomb,
as usud. Beneath, them wasthe same old disma story of potentia megatons and potential megadegaths.
After awhilel let the paper dip from my hands and listened to Laurie and the wind, and the sounds Mary
Ellen was making as she sat the dining room table.

| can il hear the pleasant clatter of dishes, and | can still hear the soft rushing sound of the wind; but
most of al | can hear Laurie's sweet child's voice saying over and over: " ‘Janeisadgirl. Johnisaboy. |
see Jane. | seeJohn. . ."

A boy and agirl and abomb, and presently Mary Ellen calling, "Come to supper!"”

What | remember mogt, though, wasthe last right of day, and the three of us sitting on the porch
swing. Lauriesat inthe middle, a Child's Garden of Verses on her lap, opened to "Bed in Summer.”

"'In—"" sheread.

"'Inwinter, " Mary Ellen prompted.

"'Inwinter | get up at night—""

“'And—""

“'And dr—""

"'And dress by yellow candidight."

" 'In summer, quite the other way—'"

"'l haveto go to bed by day!" "

"Why that's wonderful, darling. 'l have—'"

"'l have to go to bed and seethe—""

" ‘birds till hopping—'"

" "The birds still hopping onthe tree—'"

" 'Or hear the—""

" 'Or hear the grown-up people's feegt—""

"'Sill going—""

" 'Stll going past mein the street—'"

* % *

As| say, there are things we remember because we can't forget them and there are thingswe
remember because we don't want to forget them, and there are afew very specid things that possess
both qualities.

Laurieisabig girl now, but she does not know how to read. There would belittle point in her
knowing how since thereis nothing to read. But once upon atime she could read alittle bit, though of
course she has forgotten how by now and perhapsit isjust aswell. Thereisno need for the printed word



inthe smple village we have built herein the hills, far from the radioactive shore of thelake; thereis need
for nothing here except strong backsthat will not tire after long hoursin the fields.

Thelong winter nights are empty, of course, and at first thought it might seem that bookswould help
tofill them; but the books would be old books and they would only fill the nights with the past, and the
past is better theway it is, half-forgotten, away of life we are not quite sure we experienced at
al—except for those little things we keep remembering, sitting before the hearth, the wind howling inthe
bitter darkness outside, shrieking in the distances asit scatters the ashes of cremated cities over the
barren land.

Mine Eyes Fave Seen the Glory

5 hey called him "The Jet-propelled Dutchman,” but he was neither Dutch nor jet-propelled. He

was neo-Terran. In common with al interplanetary spaceships of hisday, his ship employed the Lamarre
displacement-drive. His name was Nathaniel Drake.

Legend hasit that whenever he put into port, he searched for a certain woman in the hope of
redeeming himsdlf through love, but the makers of legends are prone to draw paralels where no true
paralelsexist. Nathaniel Drake searched for a certain woman—yes; but the woman for whom he
searched was even more of aghost than he was, and it was not love through which he hoped to redeem
himsdlf, but hate.

His story beginsin aregion of space off the orbital shores of lago 1ago, not long after the " Suez
Cand" sprang itsfirst "leak." In those days, the Sirian Satrapy was at the height of her industrid career.
Her globular merchant ships busly plied her interplanetary seas, and her Suez Candl freightersleft
Wayout dmost daily for the ravenous marts of Earth. Her planets prospered and her peoples dweled in
peace and plenty and her politicianslived high on the hog. Only one of her ten ecosphere worlds knew
not the blessings of civilization. This one—lago lago—had been sat asde for digplaced indigenesin
accordance with section 5, paragraph B-81, of the Interstellar Code, and was out of bounds to poet and
pillager dike.

Nathaniel Drake was transporting a cargo of pastelsilk from Forget Me Not to Dior. Forget Me Not
and Dior, asany schoolboy will tell you, are Sirius VII1 and X respectively. Between their orbitsliesthe
orbit of Sirius1X, or lago lago. Now at the time of Drake's run, these three planets were in conjunction,
and consequently, in order to avoid the gravitic pull of lago lago, he had programmed the automatic pilot
to swing the one-man ship into awide detour. Although he did not know it a the time, this detour had
aready brought the Fly by Night into an area of space seldom "trodden by the foot of man.”

When the " Suez Cand warp-process proved impracticable for interplanetary runs, interplanetary
spacemen accepted their [ot once and for al and adopted three standard measures to combat solitude. In
the order of their importance, these measures were (1) girlie realitapes, (2) girlie stereo-comics, and (3)
hangoverless gin. Nathaniel Drake had nothing against watered-down voyeurism, but he believed in
daking athirgt, not in tantaizing it; hence during most of hisruns, he concentrated on measure number
three—i.e., hangoverless gin. The present run was no exception, and he wasin the middle of hisfifth fifth
when the knock sounded on his cabin door.

He was not aman who took fright easily, and he never panicked. Hefinished filling the glass he had
just emptied, and set the bottle back down on the chart table. He could hear the faint creaking of the hull
re-enforcing beams and the subdued murmuring of the gray generator in the power room below him. For
awhile, there were no other sounds. Then the knock came again.

Deliberately Drake got up, removed hision gun from the rack above his bunk, and laid it on the
table. He sat back down again. "Comein,” he said.

The door opened, and agirl entered.

Shewas quitetal. Her hair was light-brown, and her brown eyes were set wide-gpart in athin,



rather high-cheekboned face. They were strange eyes. They seemed to be looking both outward and
inward a the sametime. Atop her head sat asmall kepi, its hue strictly in keeping with the blue-grayness
of her coatblouse and skirt. Army of the Church of the Emancipation uniforms were noted for their
severity, and herswas no exception. In her case, however, the severity seemed to have been lost in the
shuffle, and catching the sweep of her thighs as she moved into the room, Drake guessed why. She was
stacked, this girl was—stacked so stunningly that the fact would have been saf-evident even if she had
been wearing a blanket.

The thoroughness of his scrutiny neither escaped nor disconcerted her. She did seem somewhat
taken aback by his appearance, however. Small wonder: he needed a haircut, and the sideburns and chin
whiskersthat symbolized his captaincy had spread out into an unkempt beard that made him look fifty
years of ageinstead of the thirty-two he actudly was. "1—I imagine you're surprised to see me," she
sad.

Her voice was husky, but rich and full, and lent her words a resonance that words seldom get to
know. Drake dug up another glass, poured it half full of gin, and offered it to her. She declined it, ashe
had known she would. "No thank you," she said.

He drank the gin himself, then sat back in his chair and waited. While waiting, he pondered the why
and the whereby of her presence. The whereby gave him no trouble: the starboard storeroom provided
sufficient gpace for a penurious passenger to sow away, and vendity was certainly acommon enough
alment among port officias. The why, however, was ahorse of adifferent dimension.

Shetethered it hersdlf. "I want you to put me down on lago lago,” she said. "I'll pay you—pay you
wadll. It would have been impracticd for me to take a passenger ship—with so many witnesses, the pilot
wouldn't have dared to land me. |—I gambled that aloner like yourself might. lago lago'sin conjunction
now, and you won't lose more than afew hours, and no one will ever know."

Hewas taring at her. "lago lago! Why should you want me to put you down in lago 1ago?”

"The Polysirians are expecting the resurrection of their supreme saint. I—I want to be on hand to
witnessit."

"Nonsense!" Drake said. "When you're dead, you're dead, and that goes for saints and sinners
dike"

Golden flecks danced briefly in her brown eyes. "Doesit, Mr. Drake? Then how do you explain the
Potomac Peregrination?”

"I don't haveto explain it because | don't believeinit. But to get back to specifics. even assuming that
there is aresurrection about to take place on lago lago, there would be no way for the newsto have
reached you."

"We have ways. Cdl it an interplanetary grapeving, if you like ... The supreme saint prophesied that
he would rise from the dead before the passing of asingle year and appear in the heavensfor all to see,
and then descend among the people.”

To gaintimefor reflection, Drake dropped the subject and asked her name. "Annabdlle,” she sad.
"Sant AnnabelleLeigh.”

"And how old areyou?"

"Twenty-three. Please put me down on lago lago, Mr. Drake."

"Y ou said you were prepared to pay. How much?'

Sheturned her back on him, did something to her coatblouse, and swung around a moment later with
amoney belt in her hands. She held it out to him. "It contains two thousand credits. Count them, if you
like"

He shook hishead. "Put it back on. | wouldn't risk losing my pilot's license for ten times that
amount.”

"But thereisn't any risk. I'm certainly not going to tell anyonethat you violated the code.”

He regarded her speculatively. "Credits aren't the only form of negotiable cash,” he said.

She did not even blush. "I am prepared to pay in that kind of cash too.”

He was dumbfounded. Sex was not forbidden to Church of the Emancipation girls, but usudly at the
merest hint of it, they ran away and hid somewhere. For amoment, remembering the sweep of her thighs



when she had entered the room, he was tempted; but only for amoment. Recovering himsdlf, he said,
"I'm afraid that kind of cash won't suffice either. My pilot'slicenseis my bread and butter, and | vdue my
bread and butter highly." He stood up. "In my capacity as captain of thisvessel | hereby place you under
arrest and order you to return to your self-chosen quarters and to remain there for the duration of this
voyage.”

Disbdlief darkened her wide-apart brown eyes. Then golden motes of anger came and chased the
darkness away. She made awild grab for theion gun on the table. He thwarted her easily, seized her arm
and, towering above her, escorted her out of the cabin and down the companionway to the starboard
storeroom. The starboard storeroom adjoined the hull, and in common with al hull compartments, it was
equipped with alock instead of adoor. After shoving Saint Annabelle Leigh insde, he adjusted the
sedling mechanism so that the lock could be opened only from the outside, then he turned to go.

She ran forward and caught his arm. There was desperation in her brown eyes. "Please put me
down on lago lago.”

Hefreed hisarm, stepped out into the corridor, and closed the lock behind him.

An hour later, his ship passed through aLambda-Xi field. At least Drake thought it was a
Lambda-Xi field. Certainly its effect upon himsdf and the Fly by Night fitted the hypothetical description
givenin section 3, chapter 9 of The Pilot's Handbook—a prose-work which al spacemen were
required to know by heart. The bulkheads "shimmered"; the artificia atmosphere took on a"haze-like
agpect”; the deck "desolidified." Asfor Drake himsdlf, he experienced a"painful prickling of nerve-ends
and adight vertigo." Then tranducence—"the preludeto tota disintegration” came to ship and master
dike.

The handbook went on to state that in view of the fact that no one had ever passed through a
Lambda-Xi field and survived, al knowledge pertaining to the preliminary effects of such a passage had
had to be extrapolated. It then added reassuringly that since such fields were exceedingly rare, the danger
they represented was virtualy negligible. The handbook said nothing, however, about any handwriting on
thewall. Handwriting there was, though, just the same. Standing in his ship, through the trand ucent
bulkheads and hull of which he could make out the stars, Drake read the single word:

DEATH.

And yet death did not come. Neither did total disintegration—if adistinction can be drawn. The Fly
by Night went right on being tranducent, and so did Nathanidl Drake.

Hetook atentative step. He took another. The deck supported him, even though he could look
down through it and through the decks benegath it and through the hull and dimly see the stars—yes, and
in the nearer distance, the green globe of 1ago lago. He raised his hand, and found that he could see
through hisflesh too. He got amirror and hung it on the wall and stared into his tranducent face. He
could seeright through hisreflected eyesto the reflected wall behind him. He could seeright through his
reflected cheeks and chin. Looking down at himself, he found that he could see through his body.
Through his clothes. The trand ucence was such that the combination of clothes and flesh cancelled out
nakedness; nevertheless, his spaceshoes and his spaced acks and his thigh-length spacecoat were as
unquestionably spectral as he was.

And yet hefelt whole. His body had solidity. He lived and breathed. His ghostly ship still sped onits
way to the distant shores of Dior. Maybe he was dead, but he did not feel dead. | think, therefore | am

He got out the log and set down the co-ordinates of thefield. Abruptly he remembered his
passenger, and ran down the companionway to the starboard storeroom. However, he did not throw
open thelock. If he had he redlly would have been dead. Beyond the trand ucent bulkhead lay the utter
airlessness of gpace. The storeroom was gone. So were dl the other starboard compartments. So was
the starboard hull.

So was Saint Annabelle Legh.

Nathaniel Drake sought out Madame Gin, only to find that she too was a ghost of her former sdif.
Nevertheless, she had not lost her sixty-proof personality, and he consulted her at considerable
length—throughout the rest of the voyage, in fact—beseeching her to close up the rather raw wound that



had appeared in the side of his hitherto impregnable conscience. This, Madame Gin obstinately refused to
do.

Between consultation he put hismind to work on apair of pressing problems. Thefirst problem had
to do with his cargo. It had come through, every yard of it, but it had come through the way the ship itself
had come through—with the exception, of course, of the starboard side, which had apparently passed
through the center of thefield and been disintegrated altogether. It wasironic that avessd so effective
when it cameto nullifying thermo-nuclear devices could be so utterly helpless againgt Lambda- Xi
bombardment. Tranducent to begin with, the pastelsilk was now virtudly trangparent and undoubtedly
would bergected by Dernier Cri Garments, the New Paris firm that had ordered it. Worse, he was
bonded for it, and if the bonding company had to stand the entire loss, his ship would haveto be
forfeited, and his career as an independent merchant spaceman would be over.

The second problem had to do with his ghosthood. He did not have to ask himself how people
would react to his appearance because he knew how he himself reacted to it whenever he looked into
the mirror. And it was no good arguing that the mirror was aghost of itsformer self too. He had merely
to glance down at his handsto prove that the degree of emphasiswas negligible.

Invariably histhoughts reverted to the wound in his conscience, whereupon he would rgoin Madame
Gin at the chart table. Oh, he had a hundred argumentsin hisfavor. He had not asked Saint Annabelle
Leigh to stow away on his ship, had he? He had not known that the ship was going to undergo
Lambda-Xi bombardment, had he? He had not known that the starboard section was doomed, had he?
But, while each question could be answered with aresounding "no," the cold crud truth marched
inexorably on: If he had acceded to Annabelle Leigh's request and put in for lago lago, shewould still be
alive, and by not acceding to her request and by locking her in the starboard storeroom, he had afforded
Fate avery large assist.

"l wash my hands of it," hetold Madame Gin. "I'm no more to blame for her death than Pilate wasto
blame for the death of Christ the First."

Madame Gin was dlent.

"It'snot my fault shewasasaint,” hesaid. "That's what makesit seem worsethan it really is—her
being asaint, | mean."

Madame Gin said nothing.

"If she hadn't been asaint, it wouldn't be half so bad,” Drake went on. "If she/d been some bum
peddling her posterior, it probably wouldn't bother me at dl. Why the hell should | care just because she
wasasant?It'scrazy, | tel you. Hell, she wasn't even agood saint. Good saints don't go around making
the kind of proposition she made me, no matter what the cause. Saint Annabelle Leigh isn't quite asnoble
asyou might think."

"Wasnt," said Madame Gin.

"All right then, | killed her. I'll even admit it. All I'm trying to say isthat her being asaint makesit
worse."

"Murderer,” said Madame Gin.

Nathaniel Drake seized her around the neck, whereupon she turned into an empty bottle. He
smashed the bottle on the edge of the table, and spectra splintersflew in all directions. "I'm not a
murderer!" he screamed. "I'm not, I'm not, I'm not."

Thefirst person to set eyes on "The Jet-propelled Dutchman™ wasthe pilot of the New Paris sewage
barge. He saw the ghost ship rather than its ghostly occupant, but thisis of small consequencein view of
the fact that the same looseness of terminology that marksthe origina legend aso marksthe second. He
took one long look, then dumped his cargo into orbit post-haste and put back into port. The word
spread rapidly, and when Nathaniel Drake put down some fifteen minutes |ater the New Paris Streetsand
rooftops were jammed with jaded curiosity-seekers hopefully waiting to be scared out of their wits. They
were not disappointed.

It isonething to scare people who have no chestnuts in the fire that frightens them; it is quite another
to scare people who have. The Fly by Night had bardly settled itsalf on its anti-gray jackswhen a
ground car came skimming across the spacestrip and drew up before the cargo dock. Out of the car



stepped Thaddeus P. Terringer, president of Dernier Cri Garments, Dorrell Numan, vice president of
Dernier Cri Garments, and the mayor of New Paris, who had hisfinger in the pie alamode somewhere
but exactly where not even the RS troopers had been able to find out. Nathaniel Drake did not keep his
visitorswaiting, but donned his anti-gray belt, opened the ventra lock, and came drifting down to the
dock. He had not shaved in two weeks, his unkempt hair hung over hisforehead, and he was as

trand ucent astissue paper. They gaped.

The dock, rising asit did some five feet above the spacestrip, gave him an eminence of sorts, and the
eminence, in turn, gave him confidence. "First time | ever rated awelcoming party,” he said. "Wheresthe
red carpet?'

Thaddeus P. Terringer wasthefirst of the tongue-tied trio to recover hisvoice. Hewasatdl portly
man, and he was dtired as were his companionsin the latest of Dernier Cri Garments creationsfor the
modern mae: apink tophat, agreen, form-fitting suit of hand-twilled thrip fuzz, and high-heded
plastigator shoes. "Drake," he said, "you're drunk."

"No, I'm not—I'm disintegrated.”

Terringer took abackward step. So did Dorrel Numan and the mayor. ™Y ou went through a
Lambda-Xi fidd!" Numan exclaimed.

"That's about the size of it."

"Nonsense," Terringer said. "No one could survive Lambda-Xi bombardment.”

"You cal thissurvival?* Drake asked.

"The cargo," groaned the mayor. "What about the cargo?

Drake answered him. "With alittle luck, it might make good wrapping materia for invisble bread.
Put on your belt and go up and take alook."

By thistime, the port master had arrived upon the scene. "'l don't want anyone to board that ship till
I've run aradiation check onit,” he said. "Meanwhile Drake, takeit up and park it on the five-hundred
foot level. | don't know what happened to it and | don't know what happened to you, but I'm not taking
any chances."

"Bring back asample bolt,” Terringer said. "Wewon't be contaminated if welook at it from a
disance”

Drake nodded, adjusted his belt and guided himself up through the ventral lock. He extended the
anti-grav jacksto five hundred feet, then, after getting abolt of pastelsilk out of the hold, he drifted down
to the dock again. He unrolled the bolt alittle ways and held it up so that Terringer, Numan and the
mayor, al of whom had retreated to asafer distance, could get agood look at it. It was as tenuous as
mist, and owed whet little visibility it still possessed to the exquisite blueness which the worms of Forget
Me Not had imparted to it. Terringer groaned. So did Numan. So did the mayor. "And it'sdl like that?'
Terringer asked.

Drake nodded. "Every last yard."

"Takeit back to Forget Me Not," Terringer said.

Drake stared a him. "Why? They won't make it good."

"Of course they won't. But they may be able to induce their wormsto reprocessit, or be ableto
savageit in some other way. Meanwhile, well just have to order another shipment.” He regarded Drake
shrewdly. "Y ou'd better hopethey can sdvageit. If they can't, your bonding company will beliable, and
you know what that means." He glanced skyward to where the maimed and ghostly Fly by Night
hovered like an awry baloon. " Although how aship in that condition can be auctioned off isbeyond
me"

He turned, and together with Numan and the mayor re-entered the ground car and skimmed away .
Drakefdt suddenly, desperately sober. "Before you run aradiation check on my ship, run one on me,”
he told the port master. "I'm going into town and tie agood one on."

The port master grinned sympathetically. "Will do, Mr. Drake. I'll have the doc take alook &t you
too."

He was as good as hisword, and both the Fly by Night and Drake checked out satisfactorily.
Drake then went to see the port doctor, who gave him acomplete physica and finally confessedina



rather awed voice that he could find nothing wrong with him. Afterward, Drake visited the Port Exchange
Bank, turned in histrand ucent credit notesfor aless spectra species, and withdrew his savings—a
matter of some five hundred Rockefellows. However, he did not tie agood one on. He did not tie any
kind of aone on. He had barely set foot outside the port when it al began. People looked at him and ran
away, or, even worse, stared a him and followed him wherever he went. Thefirst lush lair he went into
emptied almost as soon as he stepped in the door. In the next, the bartender refused to serve him. He
said hello to apretty girl walking down the street, and she fainted right before his eyes. He had gotten a
haircut and a beard-trim by that time in one of the automatic barberbooths scattered strategically
throughout the city, but apparently neither concession to propriety had made his appearance any the less
ghadtly. Findly, in desperation, he visited one of New Paris leading physcigs. The physicist ran alengthy
series of testson him, stared a him for along time, then asked, "Are you of Dutch descent by any
chance?'

"No," Drake said, and |€ft.

He bought ten fifths of gin and returned to his ship. It had already been recharged and reprovisioned.
Repairing it, of course, had been out of the question. He thumbed his nose at the city as he soared
spaceward. Soon he was beyond the sewage belt and free among the stars,

Forget Me Not

In Nathaniel Drake's day, the worms of Forget Me Not werelegion. All over Silk City you could
hear the sad susurrus of their tiny bodies as they spun their colorful cocoonsin the long low sheds
thoughtfully provided for them by the good folk of Pastelsilks, Inc. Toward twilight, the whispering would
fade away, then, with the timid twinkling of thefirst ar, it would cometo life again and build up and up
and up until the night would be one great vast whispering of worms at work—pink worms, green worms,
blue worms, yellow worms, spinning silk such as had never been known before and will never be known
again, for now the worms of Forget Me Not are dead.

Rai se one more monument to the onward march of mankind. Place it beside the Statue of the buffalo.
Y ou know where the statue of the buffalo stands. It stands right next to the statue of the blue whale.

Nathaniel Drake was well acquainted with the whispering. Forget Me Not was his birthplace, and his
father had brought him to the fabled city-farm when Drake was a smdll boy. In his capacity as merchant
spaceman, Drake had been there many times since, but it wasthe firgt time that sood out the most vividly
in hismemory. Hisfather had been a grower of multi-pastels, a Forget Me Not plant genus whose
mulberry-like leaves formed the worms main diet, and had occasionaly cometo Silk City on business.
On one of these occasions, he had brought the boy Nathaniel with him and taken him through severa of
thelong low sheds, hoping that the experience might help the boy to forget about his mother, who had
died the spring before and about whom he had been brooding ever since. There had been the sad
susurrus of the wormsworking, and the glowing of colorful cocoonsin the gloom, and in the processing
sheds there had been the relentless turning of the automatic reels and the tiny corpsesfaling to the floor,
one by one, and the boy Nathaniel, obsessed with thoughts of death, had wondered why more of the
larvae were not spared theignominy of the hegt-trestment ovens and alowed to attain the gpotheosis that
wastheir birthright, not knowing then the sensdess sdlfishness of mankind.

The man Nathaniel had not wondered. The man Nathaniel had not cared. The ghost of the man
Nathaniel cared even less.

"Hello," said the ghost to a pretty girl asit passed her on the street.

The girl screamed, and ran away .

An old woman looked at him with horror in her eyes, then looked the other way. An IRS trooper
stopped and stared. Nathaniel Drake went on.

Behind him in the Silk City spaceport, atrio of reluctant techs from Pagtelsilks, Inc. were conducting
various tests upon his cargo in order to determine whether or not it could be salvaged. Astheir findings
would have to be processed through the executive echelons of the company and would not be made
known to him till later in the day, he had afew hoursto kill.



Hedid not intend to kill them in lush lairs, however. He had awound to take care of.

It was the wound that had appeared in the Sde of his conscience. It had festered on the trip in from
Dior, and now it was so painful that he could barely endureit. Madame Gin had only made it worse.

Conscience-wounds are different from physical wounds. In treating physica wounds, you attack the
effect. In treating conscience-wounds, you attack the cause. Once the causeis eliminated, the wound
automaticaly closes. Thisisrarely possible, but quite often the cause can be weakened, in which casethe
wound, while it will never completely close, will a least be less painful. In Nathaniel Drake's case, the
cause was Saint Annabelle Leigh. If he could prove to himself that his suspicions were correct and that
she had been something less than her sainthood would seem to indicate, a quantity of hispain might go
away, and if he could discredit her sainthood altogether, hiswound might close completdly.

He proceeded directly to the local headquarters of the Army of the Church of the Emancipation.
There, heinquired whether a Saint Annabelle Leigh were assigned to any of the local chapels. A
white-faced clerk replied in the affirmative, and referred him to the Saint Julia Ward Howe chapel on
Redemption Strest.

In common with al Church of the Emancipation chapds, the Saint JuliaWard Howe chape was an
unpretentious wooden building, long and narrow, with crossed Confederate and Union flags hanging
above its entrance. Entering, Drake walked down anarrow aide between two rows of backless benches
and paused in front of asmdl pulpit upon which a crude lectern stood. Beyond the lectern therewas a
curtained doorway, and above this doorway two more crossed-flags hung. Presently the curtains parted,
and atdl, pale man with a seamed and narrow face and gray and quiet eyes stepped onto the pulpit. "I
am Saint Andrew," he began, then stopped in staring consternation.

"I'm Nathanidl Drake, the captain of the. Fly by Night," Drake said. "I've come about Saint
AnncbelleLeagh.”

Comprehens on supplanted the consternation on Saint Andrew's lined face—comprehension and
relief. "I am so glad you came, Mr. Drake. | am but just returned from the port, where | wasinformed
that you had just left. I—I refrained from asking them about Saint Annabelle. Tell me, isshedl right? Did
you put her down on lago 1ago? | have been half out of my mind ever since | heard what happened to
you and your ship."

"l had bad newsfor you," Drake said. "Saint Annabelle Leigh isdead.”

Thewhispering of the worms crept into the room. Saint Andrew'simmeaculate blue-gray uniform
seemed suddenly severa sizestoo largefor him. "Dead? Please tell methat's not true, Mr. Drake."

"l can't,” Drake said. "But | can tell you how it happened.” He did so briefly. "So you can seeit
wasn't my fault,” he concluded. "I couldn't put her down on lago lago. It would have meant jeopardizing
my pilot'slicense, and piloting ashipisal | know how to do. It isn't fair to ask aman to put hislivelihood
on the block—it isn't fair at all. She should have contacted me before she stowed away. Y ou Ssmply
can't hold me responsible for what happened.”

"Nor do |, Mr. Drake." Saint Andrew wiped away atear that had run halfway down his cheek. "She
did what she did against my advice," he went on presently. "The information she had received concerning
aresurrection on lago lago was of dubious origin to say theleast, and | was dead set against her stowing
away on board your ship in any event, but she was very set in her ways. None of which in the least
dleviatesthe crud fact of her death.”

"Sheleft much to be desired as a saint then?' Drake asked.

"On the contrary, she was one of the finest persons| have ever indoctrinated. One of the kindest and
the gentlest. And inal my years of servicein the Army of the Church of the Emancipation, | have never
seen amore dedicated and selfless soldier than she was. Her—her passing grieves me immeasurably,
Mr. Drake."

Drakelooked at the floor. He fdlt suddenly tired. "May | sit down, Saint Andrew?" he said.

"Pleasedo.”

He sank down on the nearest bench. "Was she a native of Forget Me Not?!

"No: She came from the vineyards of Azure—from alittle province cdled Campagne Piasible.”
Saint Andrew sighed. "I remember vividly thefirst time | saw her. Shewas so pae and so thin. And her



eyes—I| have never seen torture in anyone's eyes that could compare to the torture | saw in hers. She
walked in here one morning, much in the same way you yourself walked in, and she knelt down before
the lectern and when | appeared, she said, 'l want to die." | stepped down from the pulpit and raised her
to her feet. "No, child," | said, 'you do not want to die, you want to serve—else you would not have
come here,' and it was then that shelifted up her eyesand | saw the torture in them. In the two yearsthat
followed, much of the torture went away, but | knew somehow that dl of it never would." Saint Andrew
paused. Then, "Therewas aquality about her which | cannot quite describe, Mr. Drake. It wasin the
way shewalked. In theway shetalked. Mogt of dl, it manifested itself when she stood up here behind
the lectern and spread the Word. Would you like to hear one of her sermons? | taped them—every
one"

"Why—uwhy yes," Drake said.

Saint Andrew turned, parted the curtains behind the lectern, and disappeared into the room beyond.
He regppeared afew moments later, bearing an archaic tape-recorder which he placed upon the lectern.
"| selected atgpe at random,” he said, flicking the switch. "Listen.”

For awhile there was no sound save the whispering of the worms, and then above the whispering
came her rich, full voice. Sitting therein the dim chapel, Drake pictured her stlanding straight and tall
behind the lectern, her stern, blue-gray uniform trying vainly to tone down the burgeoning of her breasts
and thethrilling sweep of her calves and thighs; her voice risng now in rich and stirring resonance and
filling the room with unpremeditated beauty ..." "I have chosen to spesk to you this day of the Potomac
Peregrination, of the walking of His ghost upon the land; of the rising of His stone figure from the ruins of
the temple where it had sat in slent meditation for three score and seventeen years, and of its coming to
lifeto wak down to the blood-red ses, there to fal asunder on the beach. They will tell you, No, thisdid
not happen, that the broken statue was borne there by men who wished to immortalize Him, and they will
supply you with pseudo-scientific datathat will seem to prove that the Planet of Peace that hovered
above His head and then came down and absorbed His ghost and bore it from the face of the earth was
no more than amass-figment in the minds of the beholders. Y es, they will tdl you this, these
cynica-minded people will, these fact-stuffed creatures who are incapable of believing that aman can
become immortal, that stone can transcend stone; that thiskindest of men was the strongest of men and
the greatest of men and the most enduring of men, and walkslike agiant in our midst even unto this day.
Wéll, let it be known by al present, and let it be bruited about, that | believe: | believe that stone can take
on lifeand that this great man did rise from the ruins of His desecrated temple to walk upon the land; like
atowering giant He walked, agiant with the fires of righteousness burning in Hiseyes, and Hedid raise
His voice againg the bombsfaling and He did wipe the incandescence from the hellish heavenswith His
terrible gaze, and the thunder of Histread did set the very earth to trembling as He walked down the
Potomac to the sea, ‘Lo, | have arisen,' He proclaimed. ‘Lo, | walk again! Look a Me, ye peoples of
the earth—I have come to emancipate you from your shackling fears, and | have summoned the Planet of
Peace from out of the immensities of space and time to transport My ghost to the sars. Lo, | force
peace upon you, ye peoples of the earth, and | command you to remember aways thisterrible day when
you drove Kindness from your doorsteps and threw wide your portalsto Perdition . ... Yes, He said
these things, | swear unto you He said them as He walked down the Potomac to the sea benegath the
brief bright bonfires of the bombs; the Planet of Peace shining high above His head, and if you cannot
believein the waking of His ghost upon the land and in His ascension to the stars, then you are as one
dead, without hope, without love, without pity, without kindness, without humanity, without humility,
without sorrow, without pain, without happiness, and without life. Amen.”

The sad susurrus of the worms crept softly back into the room. With astart, Drake realized that he
had bowed his head.

Heraised it abruptly. Saint Andrew was regarding him with puzzled eyes. "Have you naotified her
family, Mr. Drake?'

"No," Drake said. "I mentioned the matter to no one."

"I'll radio them at once then, and tdl them everything."

Saint Andrew rewound the tape, removed it from the recorder, and started to dip it into his pocket.



"Wait," Drake said, getting to hisfedt.

Again, the puzzled regard."Y es?'

"I'dliketo buy it," Drakesaid. "I'll pay you whatever you think it'sworth."

Saint Andrew stepped down from the pul pit and handed him the tape. "Please accept it asagift. I'm
sure she would have wanted you to haveit." There wasapause. Then, "Areyou abeliever, Mr.

Dreke?'

Drake pocketed the tape. "No. Oh, | believe that the War of Nineteen Ninety-nine cameto ahalt on
the very day it began al right. What | don't believeisthat the nuclel of the enemy warheads were negated
by the ‘terrible gaze' of a second Chrit. I've dways gone a ong with the theory that they were negated by
the bombardment of aLambda-Xi field that 'dipped its moorings and wandered into the area—the same
kind of a bombardment that nearly negated me."

"And acommendable theory it istoo—but basically isn't it as dependent upon divine intervention as
the Potomac Peregrination?’

"Not necessarily. Such concurrences seem providentia merely because wetry to interpret the
macrocosm on amicrocosmic scae. Well, | have to be on my way, Saint Andrew. The powers-that-be
at Pagtelsilks should have come to some decision concerning my transparent cargo by thistime. Thank
you for the tape, and for your trouble.”

"Thank you for bringing me news of Saint Annabelle, Mr. Drake. Even though it was bad.

Goodbye."
"Goodbye," Drake said, and l€ft.

* * %

The offices of Pagtelsilks, Inc. were as many as they were magnificent, and the building that houses
them pre-empted amost an entire acre. The whispering of the worms was absent here, shut out by
sound-proof congtruction or devoured by the sterile humming of air-conditioning units. "Right thisway,
Mr. Drake," afrightened office girl said. "Mr. Pompton iswaiting for you."

The vice president of Pagtelsilks, Inc. gave a start when Drake entered, but Drake was accustomed
by thistime to the reactions his gppearance gave rise to and no longer paid them any heed. "Good news
or bad news, Mr. Pompton?' he said.

"Bad news, I'm afraid. Please sit down, Mr. Drake."

Drakedid so. "But surely my cargo must be worth something.”

"Not to us, it isn't. Nor to Dernier Cri Garments. And thereés no way it can be salvaged. But you
just might be able to dispose of it on one of the more backward planets, and to this end Pastelsilks,
Incorporated iswilling to defer demanding restitution from your bonding company for sx months.”

"Six months doesn't give me very much time to peddle athousand bolts of invisble silk," Drake said.

"I consider it a very handsome gesture on our part. Of courseif you're not interested, we can—"

"I'll giveit atry,” Drake said. "Which of the backward planets would you recommend?”

"Marie Elena, Danddion, Little Sun, Dread—"

"IsAzureaposshility?’

"Why yes, Azure ought to provide a potential market. Its peoples are largely members of the
peasantry, and it's conceivable that they might be attracted by bolts of colored mists and pastel
nothingness.”

"Good," Drake said, getting to hisfeet. "I'll be on my way then.”

"One minute, Mr. Drake. Before you leave, | would like to make asuggestion with regard to your
appearance.”

Drake frowned. "I don't seewhat | can do about it."

"There are quite anumber of things you can do about it. First of al, you can buy yoursdlf some
clothing that is not tranducent. Secondly, you can buy yoursdf apair of skin-tight gloves. Thirdly, you
can buy yoursdlf aflesh-colored rubber mask that will dignitself to your features. Y ou can, in other
words, cease being an gpparition in the eyes of everyone you meet, and become a perfectly presentable



Slk sdesman.”

Drake shifted hisweight from one foot to the other. "I'm afraid | can't do any of thosethings,”" he
sad.

"You can't? In the name of al that'swholesale, why not?"

Theword "penance’ cameinto Drake's mind, but heignored it. "I don't know," he said. Heturned to
go.

"One more minute please, Mr. Drake. Will you enlighten me on alittle matter before you leave?"

"All right.”

Mr. Pompton cleared histhroat. "Areyou of Dutch descent by any chance?'

"No," Drake said, and | ft.

Azure

The best way to build amenta picture of Azureisto begin with abunch of grapes. The bunch of
grapesis cobat-bluein hueand it is part of a cobalt-blue cluster of smilar bunches. The cluster hangs
upon avinewhich is bursting with heart-shaped leaves, and the vineis one of many smilar vinesthat form
averdant row, inturn, isone of many similar rowsthat form averdant vineyard. Y ou see them now, do
you not?—these lovely vineyards rolling away, and the white, red-roofed houses in between?—the
intervals of green and growing fieldsin the blue swaths of rivers and the sparkling zigzags of little
sreams?—the blue eyes of little lakeslooking up into the warm blue sky where big Sirius blazes and little
Sirius beams? Now, picture people working in the fields and in the vineyards; picture trees, and children
playing undernesath them; picture housewives coming out back doors and shaking homemade rugs that
look like little rainbows, picture toy-like trains humming over anti-gray beds from town to town, from city
to city, tying in the entire enchanting scheme of things with the spaceport a Vin Bleu. Findly, picturea
narrow road winding among the vineyards, and aman waking dong it. A man? No, not aman—aghost.
A tall gaunt ghost in spectral space-clothes. A ghost named Nathaniel Drake.

He had come many miles by train and he had visited many towns along the way and talked with many
merchants, and each time he had unfolded the sample of pastelsilk he carried and held it up for
inspection, and each time the word had been no. In the town he had just l&ft, the word had been no too,
and he knew by now that wherever he went on Azure the word would be no aso, but right now he did
not care. Right now he was about to carry out the ulterior purpose of hisvisit, and the ulterior purpose of
hisvist had nothing to do with the sdlling of Silk.

He could see the house aready. It sat well back from the road. In it, she had grown up. Along this
very road, she had walked, to school. Between these verdant vineyards. Benesath this benign blue sky.
Sometime during those green years she must have sinned.

Likedl its neighbors, the house was white, itsroof red-tiled. In the middle of itsfront yard grew a
Treeof Love, and the tree was in blossom. Soon now, the blossoms would be faling, for autumn was on
hand. Already the time for the harvesting of the grapes had come. Had she picked in these very
vineyards? he wondered. Clad in colorful clothing, had she waked dong these growing banks of green
and hesped baskets with brilliant blue? And had she come home eveningsto thislittle white house and
drenched her face with cool water from that archaic well over there, and then gone inside and broken
bread? And afterward had she come outside and waited in the deepening darknessfor her lover to
appear? Nathaniel Drake's pulse-beat quickened as he turned into the path that led acrossthe lawn to
the small front porch. No matter what Saint Andrew had said, Saint Annabelle Leigh could not possibly
have been dl saint.

A girl inayelow maternity dress answered the door. She had hyacinth hair, blue eyes and delicate
features. She gasped when she saw Drake, and stepped back. "I've come about Annabelle Leigh,” he
said quickly. "Did Saint Andrew radio you about what happened? He said he would. I'm Nathaniel
Dreke."

The girl'sfright departed as quickly asit had come. "Yes, he did. Please comein, Mr. Drake. I'm
Penelope Leigh—Annabelles sgter-in-law.”



The room into which he stepped was both pleasant and provincid. A long wooden table stood
before a big stone fireplace. There were cushioned chairs and benches, and upon thefloor lay a
homemade hook-rug that embodied dl the colors of the spectrum. A big painting of the Potomac
Peregrination hung above the mantel. The marble figure of the Emancipator had been huge to begin with,
but over the centuries the minds of men had magnified it into a colossus. Artists were proneto reflect the
popular conception, and the artist who had painted the present picture was no exception. In juxtaposition
to the towering figure that strode along its banks, the Potomac was little more than a pae trickle; houses
were matchboxes, and trees, blades of grass. Stars swirled around the gaunt gray face, and some of the
stars were glowing Komets and Golems and T-4A's re-entering the atmosphere, and some of them were
interceptors blazing spaceward. The sea showed blood-red in the distance, and in the background, the
broken columns of thefdlen Memoria wereilluminated by the hellish radiance of the funera pyre of
Washington, D.C. High above the ghastly terrain hovered the pae glove of the Planet of Peace.

"Pease gt down, Mr. Drake," Penelope said. "Annabelle's mother and father are in the vineyard, but
they will be home soon.”

Drake chose one of the cushioned chairs. " Do they hate me?' he asked.

"Of coursethey don't hate you, Mr. Drake. And neither do |."

"I could have averted her death, you know," Drake said. "If I'd put her down on lago lago as she
asked meto, shewould till be divetoday. But | vaued my pilot'slicensetoo highly. | thought too much
of my daily bread."

Penelope had sat down in a cushioned chair that faced his own. Now she leaned forward, her blue
eyesfull upon him. "There's no need for you to justify your action to me, Mr. Drake. My hushand isa
Suez Candl tech, and he can't pursue his profession without alicense either. He worked very hard to get
it, and he wouldn't dream of jeopardizing it. Neither would I."

"That would be Annabelle's brother, wouldn't it. Is he here now?'

"No. He's on Wayout, working on the'leak.' | say “working onit," but actualy they haven't found it
yet. All they know isthat it's on the Wayout end of the warp. It'sredlly quite a serious Situation, Mr.
Drake—much more serious than the officias let on. Warp seepages are something new, and very littleis
known about them, and Ral ph saysthat this one could very well throw the continuum into a state of
imbaanceif it isn't checked intime."

Drake hadn't come al the way to Campagne Paisible to talk about warp seepages. "How well did
you know your sigter-in-law, Miss Leigh?" he asked.

"I thought | knew her very well. We grew up together, went to school together, and were the very
best of friends. | should have known her very well."

"Tell me about her," Drake said.

Shewasn't at al an outward person, and yet everyone liked her. She was an excellent
student—excelled in everything except Ancient Lit. She never said much, but when shedid say
something, you listened. There was something about her voice ..."

"I know," Drake sad.

"Asl said, | should have known her very well, but apparently | didn't. Apparently no one else did
either. We were utterly astonished when she ran away—especialy Estevan Foursons.”

"Estevan Foursons?"

"He's a Polydrian—he lives on the next farm. He and Annabelle were to be married. And then, as|
said, sheran away. None of us heard from her for awhole year, and Estevan never heard from her at all.
Leaving him without aword wasn't at dl in keeping with the way she was. Shewas akind and gentle
person. | don't believe he's gotten over it to this day, although he did get married several months ago. |
think, though, that what astonished us even more than her running away was the news that she was
studying for the sainthood. She was never inthe least religious, or, if shewas, she kept it adeep dark
secret.”

"How old was she when she left?" Drake asked.

"Almost twenty. We had a picnic the day before. Raph and |, she and Estevan. If anything was
troubling her, she certainly gave no sign of it. We had a stereo-camera, and we took pictures. She asked



meto take one of her stlanding on ahill, and | did. It'salovey picture—would you like to seeit?"

Without waiting for his answer, she got up and left the room. A moment later she returned carrying a
gmall stereo-snapshot. She handed it to him. The hill was a high one, and Annabelle was outlined sharply
againgt avivid azure backdrop. She was wearing ared dress that barely reached her knees and which let
the superb turn of her calves and thighs come through without restraint. Her waist was narrow, and the
width of her hipswasin perfect harmony with the width of her shoulders—details which her Church of
the Emancipation uniform had suppressed. Spring sunlight had bleached her hair to atawny ydlow and
had turned her skin golden. At her feet, vineyards showed, and the vineyards were in blossom, and it was
asthough she too were apart of the forthcoming harvest, ripening under the warm sun and waiting to be
savored.

There was aknot of painin Drake'sthroat. He raised his eyesto Penelope's. Why did you haveto
show methis? he asked in silent desperation. Aloud, he said, "May | haveit?'

The surprise that showed upon her face tinged her voice. "Why—why yes, | suppose so. | have the
negative and can get another made.. . . Did you know her very wdll, Mr. Drake?"

He dipped the stereosnapshot into the inside breast-pocket of hislongcoat, where it made a dark
rectangle over hisheart. "No," hesaid. "I did not know her at al."

Toward twilight, Annabelle's parents came in from the vineyard. The mother, buxom of build and
rosy of cheek, was attractive in her own right, but shewas afar cry from her daughter. In order to see
Annabelle, you had to look into the father's sengitive face. Y ou could glimpse her in the line of cheek and
chin, and in the high, wide forehead. Y ou could see her vividly in the degp brown eyes, Drake looked
away.

He was invited to share the evening mesdl, and he accepted. However, he knew that he would not
find what he was searching for here, that if there had been another side of Annabelle, she had kept it
hidden from her family. Estevan Foursonswasthelogica person to whom to take hisinquiries, and after
the meal, Drake thanked the Leighs for their hospitality, said good by, and set off down the road.

Estevan Foursonslived in ahouse very much likethe Leighs. Vineyards grew behind it, vineyards
grew on either Side of it, and across the road, more vineyards grew. The sweet smell of grapes ripening
on the vinewas dmost cloying. Drake climbed the steps of the front porch, stood in the artificid light
streaming through the window in the door, and knocked. A tal young man wearing pastdl dacksand a
red-plaid peasant blouse came down the hal. He had dark-brown hair, gray eyes, and rather full lips.
Only the mahogany cast of his skin betrayed hisracid origin—that, and his unruffled cam when he
opened the door and saw Drake. "What do you want?' he asked.

"Estevan Foursons?"

The young man nodded.

"I'd liketo talk to you about Annabelle Leigh,” Drake went on "It was on my ship that she—"

"I know," Estevan interrupted. "Penelope told me. Nathaniel Drake, isit not?"

"Yes |—"

"Why are you interested in adead woman?"

For amoment, Drake was disconcerted. Then, "|—I fed responsiblefor her death in away."

"And you think that knowing more about her will make you fed lessresponsible?’

"It might. Will you tell me about her?"

Egtevan sghed, "I sometimeswonder if | redly knew her mysdlf. But come, | will tell you what |
thought | knew. Wewill walk down the road—thisis not for my wifé's ears.”

Beneath the stars, Drake said, "I talked with the saint who indoctrinated her. He thought very highly
of her."

"He could hardly have thought otherwise."

Estevan turned off the road and started walking between two starlit rows of grapevines.
Disappointed, Drake followed. Had Annabelle Leigh never done anything wrong? It would seem that she
had not.

For sometime the two men waked in sillence, then Estevan said, "l wanted you to seethisplace. She
used to come here often.”



They had emerged from the vineyard and were climbing asmall dope. At thetop of it, Estevan
paused, and Drake paused beside him. At their feet, the ground fell gradually away to the wooded shore
of asmall lake. " She used to swim there naked in the starlight,” Etevan said. "Often | came hereto
watch her, but | never let on that | knew. Come.”

Heartened, Drake followed the Polysirian down the dope and through the trees to the water's edge.
Drake knelt, and felt the water. It wasice-cold. A granite outcropping caught his eye. Nature had so
shaped it that it brought to mind a stone bench, and approaching it more closdly, he saw that someone
had sculptured it into an even grester semblance. "I did that," Estevan said from behind him. "Shall we sit
down?'

Seated, Drake said, "I find it difficult to picture her here. | suppose that's because | associate saints
with cold corridors and cramped little rooms. There's something pagan about this place.”

Estevan did not seem to hear him. "We would bring our lunch here from the vineyards sometimes,” he
said. "Wewould st here on this bench and eat and talk. We were very much in love—at least everybody
said we were. Certainly, | was. Her, | don't know."

"But she must have loved you. Y ou were going to be married, weren't you?'

"Y es, we were going to be married.” Estevan was slent for awhile; then, "But | don't think sheloved
me. | think shewas afraid to love me. Afraid to love anyone. Once, it hurt me even to think likethis.
Now, itisdl past. | am married now, and | love my wife. Annabelle Leigh isapart of yesterday, and
yesterday isgone. | can think now of the moments we spent together, and the moments no longer bring
pain. | canthink of usworking together in the vineyards, tending the vines, and | can think of her standing
inthe sun at harvest time, her aramsfilled with blue dlusters of grapes and the sunlight spilling goldenly
down upon her. | can think of the afternoon we were rained out, and of how we ran through the rows of
vines, therain drenching us, and of thefire we built in the basket shed so that she could dry her hair. | can
think of her leaning over the flames, her rain-dark hair dowly lightening to bronze, and | can think of the
raindrops disgppearing one by one from her glowing face. | can think of how | seized her suddenly in my
arms and kissed her, and of how she broke wildly free and ran out into therain, and the rain pouring
down around her assheran . . . | did not even try to catch her, because | knew it would do no good,
and | stood there by thefire, miserable and alone, till the rain stopped, and then went home. | thought she
would be angry with me the next day, but she was not. She acted as though the rain had never been, as
though my passion had never broken free. That night, | asked her to marry me. | could not bdlieveit
when she said yes. No, these moments give me no more pain, and | can recount them to you with
complete cam. Annabelle, | think, was born without passion, and hence could not understand it in others.
Shetried to imitate the actions of norma people, but thereisalimit to imitation, and when she discovered
thislimitation sheran awvay."

Drake frowned in the darkness. He thought of the tape Saint Andrew had given him, of the picture
that he carried in his|eft breast-pocket. Try as hewould, he could correlate neither of the two Annabelles
with the new Annabelle who had stepped upon the stage. "Tell me," he said to Estevan, "when sheran
away, did you make any attempt to follow her?’

"I did not—no; but her people did. When awoman runs away because sheisafraid of love, it isfutile
to run after her because when you caich up to her, shewill till be running." Estevan got to hisfeet. "l
must be getting back—my wife will be wondering where | am. | havetold you al | know."

He st off through the trees. Bitterly disappointed, Drake followed. In trying to discredit the woman
he wanted to hate, he had merdly succeeded in vindicating her. The new Annabelle might be inconsistent
with the other two, but she certainly was not inconsistent with saintliness, and asfor the other two, for all
their seeming disparity neither of them wasincons stent with saintliness either. It wasalong step from the
girl onthehill to the girl he had locked in the storeroom to die, but it was not an illogical step, and
therefore it could be made. Two years was more than enough time to transform the surcharged fires of
Spring into the smoldering ones of fall—

Two years?

That was the length of time she had served under Saint Andrew. In the cabin of the Fly by Night,
however, she had given her age as twenty-three.



The two men had reached the road. Suddenly excited, Drake turned to Estevan. "How old was she
when shel€eft?" he asked. "Exactly how old?!

"In two more months she would have been twenty."

"And when she l€eft, did anybody check at the spaceport? Does anybody know positively that she
went directly to Forget Me Not?!

"No. At thetimeit never occurred to anyone—not even the police—that she might have left Azure.”

Then she could have gone anywhere., Drake thought. Aloud, he said, "Thank you for your trouble,
Egtevan. I'll be on my way."

He proceeded by anti-grav train to the spaceport at Vin Bleu, only to find that the records he desired
access to were unavailable to unauthorized personnel. However, by distributing a quantity of his
fast-dwindling capital (he had drawn out the second half of his bi-planetary nest egg on Forget Me Not),
he managed to bring about atemporary suspension of the rule. Once handed the big departure log, he
had no trouble finding the entry he wanted. It was over three years old, and read, 9 May, 3663:
Annabelle Leigh via Transspacelines to Worldwellost, class C. Departure time: 1901 hours, GST.

Hope throbbed through him. There were no Army of the Church of the Emancipation missonson
Worldwellost. Worldwellost was amecca of snners, not saints.

In amatter of hours, Azure was ablue blur inthe Fly by Night's rear viewplate.

On the chart table in his cabin, Madame Gin sat. Drake regarded her for sometime. For al her
refusal to help himin histime of need, he ill found her presence indispensable. Why, then, did he not go
to her a once and enrich hisintellect with her fuzzy philosophies?

Presently he shrugged, and turned away. He propped the picture Penelope had given him against the
base of the chart lamp; then he incorporated the tape Saint Andrew had given him into the automatic pilot
and programmed a continua series of playbacks over the intercom system. He returned to the table and
sat down. Ignoring Madame Gin, he concentrated on the girl on the hill—

"I have chosen to speak to you this day of the Potomac Peregrination, of the walking of His ghost
upon the land; of therising of His stone figure from the ruins of the temple whereit had sat in slent
meditation for three score and seventeen years, and of its coining to life to walk down to the blood-red

Worldwellost

In common with Azure, Worldwellost is one of the inner planets of the vast Sirian system. However,
it haslittle elsein common with Azure, and in Nathaniel Drake'sday it had even less.

Before the commercid apotheosis of itslustrous neighbor, Starbright, it had flourished as a vacation
resort. Now, its once-luxurious hotels and pleasure domes had fallen into desuetude, and the broad
beaches for which it had once been renowned were catchalsfor debris, dead fish, and decaying dgae.
But Worldwellost was not dead—far from it. The rottenest of logs, once turned over, reved life at its
most intense, and the rotten log of Worldwellost was no exception.

Nathaniel Drake put down in the spaceport-city of Heavenly and set forth upon hisiconoclagtic
quest. Annabelle Leigh'strail, however, ended amost as soon as it began. She had checked into the
Halcyon Hotel one day, and checked out the next, leaving no forwarding address.

Undaunted, Drake returned to the port, distributed some more of his fast-dwindling capital, and
obtained access to the departure log. He found the entry presently: 26 June, 3664:

Annabelle Leigh via Transspacelines to Forget Me Not, class A. Departure time: 0619 hours,
GSIT.

Spacetime was synonymous with earth time and, while it was used in caculating al important time
periods, such asaperson's age, it ssldom coincided with local caendars. Therefore, while the month and
the year on Worldwellost might seem to indicate otherwise, Drake knew definitely that Annabelle Leigh
had |eft the planet over two years ago, or approximately one year after she had arrived.

Judging from her changein travel-status, she had bettered hersdlf financialy during that period.

Had she spent the entire year in Heavenly? he wondered. When al other attemptsto obtain



information about her failed, he had a photostat made of the stereosnapshot Penel ope had given him,
presented it to the missing persons department of Heavenly'slargest 3V station, and engaged them to
flash adaily circular to the effect that he, Nathaniel Drake, would pay the sum of fifty creditsto anyone
providing him with bona fide information concerning the girl in the picture. He then retired to hisroom at
the Halcyon Hotdl and waited for hisvisphoneto chime,

Hisvigphonedidn't, but severd days|ater, hisdoor did. Opening it, he saw an old man clad infilthy
rags standing in the hdl. The old man took onelook at him, lost what little color he had, and turned and
began to run. Drake seized hisarm. "Forget about the way | look," he said. "One hundred of my credits
makes a Rockefellow the same as anyone esg's, and I'll pay cash if you've got the information | want."

Some of the old man's color came back. "I've got it, Mister—don't you worry about that." Reaching
into the inside pocket of hisfilthy coat, he withdrew what at first appeared to be alarge map folded many
times over. He unfolded it with clumsy fingers, shook it out, and held it up for Draketo see. It wasa
stereo-poster of agirl, life-size and in color—the same girl who had had her picture taken on ahill on
Azure

Only thistime she wasn't wearing ared dress. She was wearing a cache-sexe, and except for a pair
of dippers, that was dl she was wearing.

Drake could not move.

Therewas alegend a the bottom of the poster. It read:

Mary Legs, now stripping at King Tutankhamen's

Abruptly Drake came out of his state of shock. He tore the poster out of the old man's hands.
"Where did you get it?" he demanded.

"| goleit. Ripped it off the King's billboard when nobody was |ooking. Carried it with me ever
snce”

"Didyou ever seeher . . . parform?’

"Youbet | did! You never saw anything likeit. Sheld—"

"How long ago?'

"Two-three years. Big years. She's the one you want, ain't she? | knew it the minute | saw the picture
on 3V. Sure, the name's different, | saysto mysdf, but it'sthe same girl. Y ou should have seen her
dance, Migter. As| say, shed—"

"Where's King Tutankhamen's place?' Drake asked.

"In Storeyville. Asl say, shed—"

"Shut up,” Drake said.

He counted out fifty credits and placed them in the old man's hand. The old man was regarding him
intently. "Y ou're the Jet-propel led Dutchman, ain't you."

"What if | am?"

"Y ou don't look like a Dutchman. Areyou?'

"No," Drake said, and re-entered the room and dammed the door.

* % *

The anti-grav trains of Worldwellost were as rundown as the towns and cities they connected. Drake
rode dl night and dl the next morning. He didn't deep awink throughout the whole trip, and when he got
off the train at the Storeyville station, he looked even more like aghost than he had when he had got on.

His appearance provoked the usua quotaof starts and stares. Ignoring them, he made hisway to the
main thoroughfare. Tal and gaunt and grim, he looked up and down the two rows of grimy facades,
finally spotted the neoned name he wanted, and started out. A knot of teen thieves formed behind him as
he progressed down the street. "The Jet-propelled Dutchman,” they cried jeeringly. "L ook, the
Jet-propelled Dutchman!™

Heturned and glowered at them, and they ran away.

The exterior of King Tutankhamen's had arundown mien, but it retained traces of an ers-while
elegance. Within, dimness prevailed, and Drake practically had to fed hisway to the bar. Gradually,



though, as the brightness of the afternoon street faded from hisretina, he began to make out detalls.
Rows of glasses; rows of bottles. Obscene paintings on thewall. A pae-faced customer or two. A
bartender.

Outsdein the Street, the teen thieves had regrouped and had taken up their jeering chant again. "The
Jet-propelled Dutchman, the Jet-propelled Dutchman!” The bartender came over to where Drake was
ganding. He wasfat, his skin was the color of nutmeg, and his hair was white. "Y our—your plessure,
gr?' hesad.

Eyes more perceptive now, Drake looked &t the obscene paintings, wondering if she were the
subject of any of them. She was not. He returned his gaze to the bartender. " Are you the owner?

"King Tutankhamen at your service, Sr. | am cdled 'theKing'."

"Tell meabout AnnabdleLeigh.”

"Annabelle Leigh? 1 know of no such person.”

"Then tell me about Mary Legs.”

Thelight that cameinto the King's eyes had a sublimating effect upon hisface. "Mary Legs? Indeed, |
can tell you about her. But tell me, have you seen her latdly? Tell me, isshedl right?"

"She'sdead," Drake said. "l killed her."

TheKing'sfat face flattened dightly; firesflickered in his pae eyes. Then hisfacefilled out again, and
thefiresfaded away. "No," he said, "she may be dead, but you did not kill her. No onewould kill Mary
Legs. Killing Mary Legswould be like killing the sun and the stars and the sky, and even if aman could
kill these things, he would not do so, and neither would hekill Mary Legs."

"I did not kill her on purpose,”" he introduced himsdlf and told the King about the Fly by Night's
encounter with the Lambda—Xi field, of how he had locked Saint Annabelle Leigh in the starboard
storeroom to die. "'If | had not been so sdlfish,” he concluded, "she would still be dive today."

The King looked at him pityingly. "And now your hands are bloodied, and you must seek her ghost.”

"Yes" said Drake. "Now | must seek her ghost—and destroy it."

The King shook hishead. "Y ou may seek it dl you want, and you may even find it. But you will never
dediroy it, Nathaniel Drake. It will destroy you. Knowing this, | will help you find it. Comewith me."

He spoke afew words into an intercom at his elbow, then came around the bar and led the way
down aspira staircaseinto asubterranean room. Their entry brought vein-like celling lightsinto
luminescence, and the room turned out to be alarge hall. Cushioned chairs were arranged in rows on
either side of anarrow ramp that protruded from avelvet-curtained stage, and to theright of the stage, a
chromium piano stood.

"Itisfitting that | tell you about her here," King Tutankhamen said, "for thisis where she danced.
Come, we will take the best seatsin the house."

Drake followed him down the aide to the juncture of stage and ramp. The King sested himin the
chair nearest the juncture and took the adjacent chair for himself. Leaning back, he said, "Now | will
begin.

"It was over three galactic years ago when she first walked into my establishment. The tourists had
not entirely forsaken Worldwellost in those days, and | was still enjoying prosperity. The bar was bright
and bustling, but | saw her neverthel ess the minute she stepped upon the premises. Thin, she was, and
pale, and | thought at first that she was sick. When she sat down at the table by the door, | went
immediately over to her sde.

" 'Wine, would you like? | asked, knowing as | do the revivifying qudities of the grape. But she
shook her head. 'No," she said, 'l want work.' "But what can you do? | asked. "I can take off my
clothes,' shereplied. 'I s there something else | need to know? Looking at her more closely, | saw that
indeed there was nothing e se she needed to know; nevertheless, thereisan art of sortsto bumps and
grinds, and this| told her. "Y ou have other girlswho can show methe rudiments,’ she said. ‘After that, it
will beup to me.' "What isyour name? | asked then. 'Mary Legs,' she answered. ‘It isnot my real name,
however, and you will have to pay mein cash.' | took one more look at her, and hired her on the spot.

"It developed that she had no aptitude for bumps and grinds. It also devel oped that she did not need
to have. Thefirst time she danced, only adozen men sat herein thisroom and watched her. The second



time she danced, two dozen sat here. The next time she danced, the room was packed, the bar was
overflowing, and therewas aline of men waiting in the street. Some girls dance smply by waking. She
was one of them. She had what is called 'poetry of mation,’ but | think it was her legs, redly, that most
men cameto see. | will let you judge for yoursdlf. Incidentally, the piano which you will hear
accompanying her was played by me."

King Tutankhamen leaned forward, did aside asmall pand just beneath the edge of the proscenium,
and depressed severa luminescent buttons. Ingtantly the lights went out, and the velvet curtains parted. A
stereo-screen legped into bright life, and amoment later, Mary Legs, nee Annabelle Leigh, appeared
upon it. So flawlesswastheillusion that it was as though she had stepped upon the stage.

Perfume reminiscent of the vineyards of Azureinfiltrated the room. Drake found breething difficult.

She was wearing a standard stripper's outfit that could be removed piece by piece. Hardly had she
"gppeared” upon the stage when the firgt piece fluttered forth and disappeared. Three morefollowed in
swift succession. A fifth went just as she stepped, seemingly, out upon the ramp.

"Shewas dwaysthat way," the King whispered. "1 told her that she should be coy, that she should
tease, but she paid no attention. It was as though she couldn't get her clothes off fast enough.”

Drake barely heard him.

Mary Legswas moving down the ramp now, and now another garment drifted forth and winked out
of aght. He saw her breasts. Chords sounded in the background. A progression of ninths and elevenths.
Her face was glowing; her eyeswere dightly turned up. Glazed.

Drake watched the final garment disappear into the mists of time. She was down to sandasand
cache-sexe now. Her dow walk down the ramp continued.

There was poetry in the play of light upon her flesh, there was poetry in her every motion. The flabby
pectoras of beauty queens, she knew not. Here was firmness; depth. Her hair burned with the yellow
firesof fall. An arpeggio like the tinkling of glass chimeslegped up and formed abrief invisble hao over
her head. At the base of the ramp she went through a series of contemptuous bumps and grinds, then
returned casually the way she had come. Now there was a subtle differencein her walk. Swest broke
out on Drake's face. His breath burned in histhroat. Eyes turned up, she saw no one, then or now; knew
no one, knew nothing but the moment. Her body writhed obscenedly. Notesfdl around her like cool rain.
Suddenly Drake redlized that she had not been flaunting her sex to the audience, but to the worlds.

She began a second series of bumps and grinds. Whileit lacked finesse, it was obscene beyond
belief, and yet, in another sensg, it was somehow not obscene at al. There was something tantaizingly
familiar about it, so tantalizingly familiar that he could have sworn that he had seen her dance before. And
yet he knew perfectly well that he had not.

His mind ceased functioning, and he sat there hel plesdy, a prisoner of the moment. Presently she
began a series of movements, adance of sortsthat had in it the essence of every orgy known to mankind,
and yet smultaneoudy possessed aquality that had nothing whatsoever to do with orgies, aqudity that
was somehow transcendant and austere. She paused transiently just above him, and her legswere
graceful pillars supporting the splendid temple of her body and her head wastherising sun, then she
stepped back into the screen, the lights went on, and the curtain closed.

| amawall, and my breasts like the towers thereof:

Thenwas | in his eyes as one that found peace.

It was some time before either man spoke. Then Drake said, "I'd liketo buy it."

"The reditape? Why—s0 you can destroy it?"

"No. How much do you want?"

"Y ou must understand,” said the King, "that it is very preciousto me, that—"

"I know," Drake sad. "How much?'

"Six hundred Rockefellows."

The amount came periloudy close to the figure to which Drake's capital had dwindled. Nevertheless,
he did not haggle, but counted the hundred-credit notes out. The King removed the reditape from the
proscenium projector, and the exchange was made. "Y ou are getting abargain, Mr. Drake," the King
sad. "For acollector'sitem like that, | could get twice six hundred Rockefellows.”



"When did she leave here?' Drake asked.

"About ayear after shearrived. A big year. | went to her room after one of her dances and found her
gone. Her clothes, everything ... For al her willingnessto exhibit hersdlf, shewas never redly one of us.
She would never permit any of usto get closeto her in any sense of the word. There was something
tragic about her. She said once that she could not bear children, but | do not think that this had very
much to do with her unhappiness. She was unhappy, you know, athough she was very careful never to
let on." The King raised his eyes, and Drake was dumfounded to seetearsin them. "Y ou have told me
that after she left Worldwellost she became a saint. Somehow this does not surprise me. Thereisan
exceedingly thin line between good and evil. Most of us manage to walk thislinewith agreater or lesser
degree of equilibrium, but | think Mary Legs could not walk it at dl: with her, | think it had to be oneside
or the other. Evil she found intolerable after awhile, and she ran away, crossing the line to good. But
good she eventuadly found intolerable too, and she ran away again. Shetold you that she wished to be
put down on lago lago to witness aresurrection. This, | do not believe. Red or not, the resurrection was
an excusefor her. | believe that she was searching for away of life that would combine the two extremes
of good and evil and that she hoped to find it among the primitive Polysirians. And | think that she dso
hoped to find aman who would understand her and accept her for what she was. Do you think | may be
right, Nathaniel Drake?"

"I don't know," Drake said. Abruptly he stood up. "I'll be on my way now."

King Tutankhamen touched hisarm. "The question which | am about to ask is an exceedingly delicate
one, Nathanid Drake. | hope you will not take offense?”

Drake sghed wearily. "Ask it then, and get it over with." "By any chance, are you of Dutch
descent?'

"No," Drake said, and l€ft.

Three of the six months which Pagtelsilks, Inc. had given Draketo sell his cargo had now passed,
and his cargo was undiminished by so much asasingle bolt of blue. His capital, on the other hand, was
virtualy exhausted. Even Der Fliegende Hollander had never had it so bad.

Drake had not expected to be able to sell any of the pastelsilk on Worldwellost, nor, heredlized in
retrospect, had he expected to be able to sell any of it on Azure. It wasimperative, however, that he s
it somewhere and sdll it soon, for, unredeemed or not, he till intended to go on living, and in order to go
on living, he needed ameans by which to make hisdaily bread, and while a ghost-ship left much to be
desired, it was better than no ship at dl. He had known all dong that there was one placein the Sirian
Satrapy where the people were naive enough to barter worthwhile goods for "bolts of blue and pastel
nothingness,”" and that place was lago lago. However, he had deferred going there for two reasons. The
first reason had been his eagernessto discredit Saint Annabelle Leigh, and the second had been hisfear
that fencing the goods he procured on 1ago lago might get him into trouble with the authorities and lead to
thelossof hispilot'slicense. But for al his seeming successin blackening the face of the woman he
wanted to hate, he had failed so completely to evoke the desired emotion that he knew by now that the
cause was hopeless; and in view of the fact that his pilot's license would be worthlessif he lost his ship,
the second objection was no longer vdid. It had been in the books all dong for him to go to lago lago.

Helifted up from Heavenly and found the stars again, and the stars were good. Madame Gin, he left
behind. After turning over the ship to the automatic pilot, he got out the redlitape he had purchased from
King Tutankhamen and fitted it into the girlie reditape projector. Presently Mary Legs stepped out of the
past. He propped the stereosnapshot Penel ope had given him againgt the base of the chart lamp, then he
turned on the intercom. "I have chosen to speak to you this day of the Potomac Peregrination, of the
walking of Hisghost upon theland,” said Saint Annabdlle Leigh. Mary Legs cast her find garment into
the mists of time and walked lewdly down the ramp. Perfume reminiscent of the vineyards of Azure
permeated the room. Cancelling out the background music, Drake discovered that her dance blended
with the words Saint Annabelle Leigh was uttering. No, not Saint Annabelleswords exactly, but the
rhythm and the resonance of her voice. What the one was trying to express, the other wastrying to
expressaso. Look at me, they "sad" inunison. | am lonely and afraid, and full of love. Yes, yes!
cried thegirl onthenhill. Full of love, full of love, full of love! . . . Andinthecabin, vineyards



blossomed, flowers bloomed; there rose ablue-bright sun, and in its radiance the boy and the girl
walked, the boy Nathaniel and the girl Annabelle Leigh, and the wind blew and the grass sang and the
trees put their heads together in rustling consultations ... and al the while, the hull-beams creaked and the
gray generator murmured, and the spectral Fly by Night sped on itsway to lago lago.

It wasfitting that aghost should fal inlove with aghost.

lago lago

lago lagoislikeamassve bal of yarn left lying in the hdl of the universe by some capricious cosmic
cat. Itisemerald in hue, and when it is viewed from agreat distance its atmosphere lendsiit a soft and
fuzzy effect: This effect diminishes as the distance decreases, finally ceasesto be afactor, and the planet
emerges as a bright green Christmas-tree ornament hanging upon the star-bedight spruce of space.

The Polysirians were expecting Nathaniel Drake. They had been expecting him for many months. "'l
will arise and come back to you," he had said. "1 will gppear in your sky, and come down to you, and
you will know then that Hisghost did truly walk, and that it did not walk in vain." Nathaniel Drake did not
know that they were expecting him, however, nor did he know that he had said these words.

He brought the Fly by Night down in a grassy meadow, parked it on extended anti-grav jacks, and
drifted down to the ground. He heard the shouts then, and saw the Polysirians running toward him out of
anearby forest. He would have re-boarded his ship and closed the lock behind him, but the tenor of their
shoutstold him that he had nothing to fear, and he remained standing in the meadow, tall and gaunt and
ghodtly, waiting for them to come up.

They halted adozen yards away and formed a colorful semi-circle. They wore flowersin their hair,
and their sarongs and |ap-laps were made of pastelsilk. The pastel silk was decades-old. Had another
trader come down out of the heavensin times past and defiled this virgin ground?

Presently the semicircle parted, and an old woman stepped into the foreground. Drake saw ingtantly
that she was not aPolysirian. Her Church of the Emancipation uniform stood out in jarring contrast to the
colorful attire of the natives, but it was not one of the mass-produced uniformsworn by her compeersin
the civilized sections of the satrapy. It had been spun and cut and sewn by hand, and initsvery smplicity
hed attained adignity that its civilized cousins could never know. Somehow he got the impression that she
waswearing it for thefirst time.

She began walking toward him through the meadow grass. There was something tantdizingly familiar
about the way she moved; something nostalgic. The brim of her kepi kept her eyesin shadow, and he
could not seeinto them. Her cheeks were sere and thin, yet strangely lovely. She stopped before him and
looked up into hisface with eyesinto which he still could not see. "The people of 1ago lago welcome you
back, Nathaniel Drake," she said.

The heavens seemed to shimmer; the terrain took on an unreal cast. The semicircle knelt and bowed
its be-flowered heads. "I don't understand,” he said.

"Comewithme"

Hewalked beside her over the meadow, the ranks of the people parting, and the peoplefdlingin
behind; over the meadow and through the park-like forest and down the street of anidyllic village and up
agentle hill that swelled like avirgin's breast into the sky. The people began to sing, and thetunewas a
thrilling one, and the words were fine and noble.

Ontop of the hill lay alondly grave. The old woman halted before it, and Drake hated beside her.
Out of the corner of his eye he saw atear flash down her withered cheek. At the head of the grave there
was alarge stone marker. The marker was intended for two graves, and had been placed in such away
that when the second grave was dug, the stone face would be centered behind both.

"Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coining of the Lord;" the Polygrianssang. "Heis
trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored; He hath loosed the fearful
lightning of histerrible swift sword, His truth is marching on."

Nathaniel Drake looked at the marker's stone face. One half of it was blank. On the other half—the
half that overlooked the grave—the following letters had been inscribed:



SAINT NATHANIEL DRAKE
Drake knew the answer then, and knew what he must do—What, in asense, he had done dready

He turned to the old woman standing beside him. "When did | first come here?' he asked.

"Fifty-two yearsago.”

"And how old was | when | died?"

"Y ou were eighty-three.”

"Why did | become asant?'

"Y ou never told me, Nathaniel Drake."

Gently, he touched her cheek. She raised her eyesthen, and thistime he saw into them—saw the
years and the love and the laughter, the sorrow and the pain. "Were we happy together?' he asked.

"Y es, my darling—thanksto you."

He bent and kissed her upon the forehead. "Good-bye, Mary Legs," he said, and turned and wal ked
down thehill.

"Glory, glory hallelujah,” the Polysirians sang, as his ship rose up into the sky. "Glory, glory,
hallelujah. Glory, glory, hallelujah, his truth is marching on."

To what may awarp seepage be likened?

It may belikened to aleak in theroof of atwentieth-century dwelling. The roofs of twentieth-century
dwellings were supported by rafters, and whenever alesk occurred, the water ran aong these rafters and
seeped through the ceiling in unexpected places. While the "rafters’ of man-made spacewarps are of afar
more complex nature than the rafters of such smple dwellings, the basic andogy sl holdstrue: the
spatio-temporal e ements that escape from spacewarps such as the Suez Cand never emergein the
immediate vicinity of therift.

Even in Nathaniel Drake's day, the Suez Canal techs knew this, but what they did not know was that
such seepages do not pose athreat to the continuum, but only to whoever or whatever comesinto
contact with their foci. Neither did the Suez Cand techs—or anyone e se, for that matter—know that the
effect of thesefoci variesin ratio to the directness of the contact, and that in the case of partiad contact,
the effect upon ahuman being or an object is seemingly smilar to the hypothetical preliminary effect of a
Lambda-Xi bombardment. Henceit is not surprising that no one, including Drake himself, had tumbled to
the true cause of his"ghosthood": i.e,, that he and the major part of his ship, in coming into partial
contact with a focus, had been partially transmitted into the past. Smultaneoudy, therest of the
ship—and Annabelle Leigh—had comeinto direct contact with the focus and had been totaly
transmitted into the past.

Here then was the Situation when Drake left 1ago lago:

Part of himsalf and part of hisship and dl of Saint Annabelle Leigh were suspended in a past moment
whose tempora location he knew to be somewhere in the year 3614 but whose location, athough he
knew it to be within displacement-drive range of 1ago lago, he could only guess at, while the
preponderance of himself and the preponderance of his ship hurtled toward the region of space that was
responsible for his"ghosthood" and whose co-ordinates he had jotted down in the Fly by Night's log
over three months ago. In the light of the knowledge with which hisvisit to lago lago had endowed him,
he quite naturaly assumed that once he and the ship made direct contact with the force that had partialy
tranamitted them, the rest of the transmission would automaticaly take place—asin asenseit dready
had. But what Drake did not know, and had no way of knowing, was that spatio-temporal
incong stencies must be balanced before they can be eliminated, and that before total transmission could
be effected, his three months-plus sojourn in the future had to be compensated for by a corresponding
sojourn in the past, the length of said sojourn to bein inverseratio to the spatio-tempora distance he
would be catapulted. Consequently he was shocked when, following the Fly by Night's coincidence with
the focus, he emerged, not in the spatiotemporal moment he was prepared for, but in the war-torn skies
of aplanet of another eraand another system.

At theingant of emergence, every warning light on the ship began blinking an angry red, and the
scintillometric Sren began wailing like an enfant terrible. Drake's conditioned reflexes superseded his



shock to the extent that he had the anti-fission field activated before the automatic pilot had finished
processing the incoming sensoria. Although he did not know it a the time, the shield that the ship threw
out cleansed nearly an entire hemisphere of radio-activity and engulfed half an ocean and awhole
continent. All of which brings up another aspect of time that was undreamed of in Drake's day:
Expangon.

Neandertha man stood knee-high to a twentieth-century grasshopper, and the woolly mammoth that
he hunted was no longer than a twentieth-century cicada. The universe expands on atemporal aswell as
aspatia bass, and thisexpansion is cumulative. Over aperiod of haf acentury, theresultsare negligible,
but when milleniaare involved, the results are staggering. Look not to fossilsto dispute this seeming
paradox, for fosslsare an integral part of the planetsthey areinterred upon; and do not point with
polemic fingers to such seemingly insuperable obstacles as mass, gravity, and bone tissue, for the cosmos
isrun on aco-operative basis, and al things both great and small co-operate. Nor are there any
discrepanciesin the norma order of events. A six-foot man of apast generation isthe equivalent of a
sx-foot man of afuture generation: it isonly when you lift them from their respective eras and place them
sde by sdethat the difference in relative size becomes manifest. Thus, in the eyes of the inhabitants of the
planet he was about to descend upon, Nathaniel Drake would be afigure of heroic proportions, while his
ship would loom in the heavenslike asmal moon—

Orasmdl planet ...

Benesth him lay the ruins of aonce-magnificent structure. Not far away from theruins, apaeriver
ran, and acrossthe river, acity burned brightly in the night. Nathaniel Drake knew where hewas
then—and when. Looking down upon the ruins, he had an inkling of hisdestiny.

What | do now, he thought, has aready been done, and | cannot change it oneiota. Therefore, what
| do | am degtined to do, and | am hereto fulfill my degtiny.

He still wore his anti-grav belt. He parked the Fly by Night on extended jacks, and drifted down to
the ground.

Here, cherry trees grew, and the cherry trees were in blossom. Towering above the pink explosions,
Nathaniel Drake knew his heroic proportions.

He approached the ruins he had seen from above. The noble columns lay broken; the stately roof
had falen in. The walls, blasphemed not long ago by the hate-steeped scrawls of segregationists, were
rivened. Wasthat a marble hand protruding over there?

A hand. A marble arm. A shattered white-marble leg. Drake knew his destiny then, and began to
dig.

No one saw him, for men had become moles, and cowered in dark places. Above him in the sky,
missiles sruck the anti-fisson shield and winked out like gutted glowworms. Interceptors blazed up, then
blazed back down again, and died. The flames of the burning capital painted the Potomac blood-red.

He continued to dig.

A falen column lay across the broken marble body. He rolled the column aside. The noble head lay
broken on the floor. He picked it up with gentle hands and carried it out and laid it on the spring-damp
ground. Piece by piece, he carried the broken statue out, and when he was sure that not a single fragment
remained among the ruins, he brought his ship down and loaded the piecesinto the hold. Lifting, he set
forth for the sea.

Some distance inland from the shores of Chesapeake Bay, he left the ship and drifted down to the
bank of the river and began walking along theriver to the sea. Above him, the automatic pilot held the
ship on the course.

Hefdt likeagiant, Nathaniel Drake did, walking down the Potomac to the sea, and in thislong-ago
age agiant hewas. But dl the while he walked, he knew that compared to the giant he was
impersonating, he was a pygmy two feet tall.

... and if you cannot believe in the walking of His ghost upon the land and in His ascension to
the stars, then you are as one dead, without hope, without love, without pity, without kindness,
without humanity, without humility, without sorrow, without pain, without happiness, and without
life. ..



"Amen," said Nathanid Drake.

He cameto avillage untouched by the destruction around it, and saw people crawling out of
underground shelters. Looking down upon them, he proclaimed "L o, | have arisen. Lo, | walk again!
Look at Me, ye peoples of the earth—I have come to emancipate you from your shackling fears, and |
have summoned the Planet of Peace from out of the immensities of space and time to transport My ghost
tothe stars. Lo, | force peace upon you, ye peoples of the earth, and | command you to remember
aways thisterrible day when you drove Kindness from your doorsteps and threw wide your portalsto
Perdition.”

On the shore of Chesapeake Bay he hdted, and when the automatic pilot brought the ship down, he
removed the fragments of the statue from the hold and laid them gently onthe beach . . . And the Planet
of Peace absorbed His ghost and bore it from the face of the earth.

A moment later, complete transmission occurred.

* * %

The cabin was alondly place. Heleft it quickly and hurried down the companionway to the starboard
storeroom. The bulkheads no longer shimmered, and the deck was solid beneath hisfeet. His
trand ucence was no more. He opened the storeroom lock and stepped across the threshold. Mary Legs,
nee Annabdlle Leigh, was huddled on the floor. She looked up when she heard his step, and in her eyes
was the dumb and hopeless misery of an animal that is cornered and does not know what to do.
Heraised her gently to her feet. "Next Stop, lago lago,” he said.



