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EDITOR'S NOTES 
By Charles C. Ryan

The Hugo Nomination

As I was in the process of writing 
this introduction — the last thing to be 
done for the anthology — I received a 
telephone call from a representative 
of NolaCon II, the 1988 World Science 
Fiction Convention. It seems ABO  
(which is w hat we affectionately call 
Aboriginal Science Fiction) had been 
nominated for a Hugo Award.

The Hugo, nam ed after Hugo 
Gernsback and voted by fans atten ­
ding or supporting the WorldCon. is 
science fiction’s equivalent of an 
Academy Award.

I t’s terrific to be nominated for a 
Hugo in the sm all-press (“semi- 
prozine” ) category. The nomination 
was for 1987, our first full year of 
publication.

The other four nominees in the 
category a re  Interzone, a  British 
m agazine of specu lative fiction; 
Locus and Science Fiction Chronicle, 
both trade news m agazines; and 
Thrust, a  critical review magazine. 
Locus has won the aw ard for the last 
10,000 years or so, much to Andrew 
P o rte r’s distress. Andy edits Science 
Fiction Chronicle, a d irec t, but 
sm aller, com petitor of Locus.

All the nominees in this category 
a re  professional publications. All of 
them have paid circulations under 
10,000. None is “sem i-pro” in the 
normal sense of the word. (The funny 
thing is tha t even though there is an  
aw ard for sm all-press magazines, 
there is no category for la rger m aga­
zines, called “prozines.” Prozines a re  
SF magazines with paid circulations 
over 10,000. The clbsest is the catego­
ry  of Best Editor, which lumps book, 
anthology and m agazine ed ito rs 
together.)

It was also nice to learn that Bob 
Eggleton, one of our regular il­
lustrators, has been nominated for a 
Hugo for Best Artist. Other ABO  con­
tributors nominated for aw ards in­
clude Orson Scott Card, who appeared 
in ABO  #1, for the novel Seventh Son 
and the novella “Eye for E ye,” and 
M artha Soukup, who appeared in ABO  
#7, for the John W. Campbell Award 
for best new writer.

A m iles to n e
This anthology m arks several 

milestones for the m agazine. F irs t 
and foremost, it m eans ABO  has su r­
vived — a m ajor accom plishm ent in 
the m agazine industry.

It also m eans tha t we a re  just 
about out of back issues of the m aga­
zine, so we have, retroactively, ac ­
complished one of our goals — selling 
more than 10,000 copies of each issue.

Since the full run of back issues 
won’t be available much longer, we 
felt those who join us in m idstream , so 
to speak, m ight like to get a peek at 
our origins.

This collection, then, represents 
some of the best stories we published 
in our form ative years, 1986 and 1987. 
Needless to say, we think all of the 
stories, poems and illustrations we 
published deserve to be reprinted, but 
we had a lim ited am ount of space and 
had to pick just a few. If w e’ve done 
our job, you’ll find stories in here 
which will m ake you glad and mad, 
happy and sad. You’ll be entertained. 
And m aybe the stories will ignite a 
thought or two about the future. 
T hat’s w hat science fiction is all 
about,

The cover for the anthology, done 
by Carl Lundgren, has already won an 
aw ard. It was picked as the best 
science fiction illustration at the 1986 
WorldCon. We had commissioned it 
for a story which appeared in our sec­
ond issue, but somehow, either in the 
separations or in the printing, it lost 
the sharp  contrasts that should be 
visible now. Even though we didn’t 
have space to rep rin t the story, we felt 
C arl’s cover a r t deserved another 
shot a t being printed properly.

O ur h is to ry
ABO  began as an 11- by 17-inch 

full-color tabloid. We chose a tabloid 
for several reasons. F rom  the beginn­
ing we w anted to em phasize science 
fiction a r t nearly as much as science 
fiction. The way to do that, we decid­
ed, was to publish the a r t in full color, 
not just on the cover, but inside as 
well.

We actually had wanted to begin 
w here the m agazine is now — as a 
full-color, full-slick. But tha t was too 
expensive. ABO  also began as a 
bootstrap operation — meaning we 
didn’t have much money. This w asn’t 
Tim e Inc. launching a new magazine, 
it was me, and m y w allet is pretty  
thin.

We introduced the first issue of 
ABO  (October 1986) a t the World 
Science Fiction Convention in Atlanta 
on Labor Day weekend. We had fairly 
decent sales, but for the most part no 
one seemed to know w hat to m ake of 
it. It looked a  little like a newspaper, 
but was printed on a good 50-pound of­
fset stock (better paper than that used 
by any of the prozine digests). It also 
had color a r t  and short stories. We 
called it a  magazine, but people were 
scratching their heads — it didn’t fit 
their preconceptions for a magazine, 
which for m ost had to be a digest or 
8V2- by 11-inch publication.

Those who took the tim e to read 
ABO  generally liked it. We got letters 
and began to grow. We also m et in­
creasing resistance from book stores 
that hadn’t the faintest idea how to 
display a tabloid m agazine. Most 
w anted it folded in half so it would fit 
in their display racks (and obscure 
the art) . Others refused to take it. 
Few bothered to read it to see if it was 
any good. It w as mostly a reaction to 
the form. By the third issue we had 
gotten the message. Everyone who 
liked a r t also liked the way we were 
able to display it. But few, from col­
lectors to bookstores, knew how to 
cope with a tabloid.

We switched to a  more traditional 
m agazine form at, but refused to drop 
to a digest size — which is the form at 
for all of the other science fiction pro­
zines. We still wanted to provide a 
forum for reproducing good illustra­
tions. But we w eren’t in a position yet 
to afford a slick cover.

We kept growing. More and more 
people who read ABO  liked it. We 
began getting unsolicited renewals. 
Some even sent renewals for 36 issues.

(C o n tin u ed  to  p a g e  39)
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Sing
By Kristine Kathryn Rusch

Art by Bob Eggleton
W hen I w as  a  li t t le  g ir l, th e re  w as  th is  guy  

w ho lived  dow n th e  ro a d . H e w as  b ig , b u t he 
w e re n ’t m e an . I d o n ’t th in k  h e  e v e r  h u r t  nobody 
b e fo re  I f i r s t  m e t h im .

H e ca lle d  h im se lf  D irk  a n d  th e  n a m e  fit 
’c a u se  h e  looked  lik e  th e  d a g g e rs  ch ild re n  u se  
H e w as  long a n d  th in , w ith  only  tw o a r m s  a n d  
tw o legs. B u t h e  w as  s tro n g , a n d  h e  m oved  like  
he  ow ned th e  w o rld  — o r a t  le a s t  a  sm a ll p a r t  of 
it.

I u sed  to  w alk  p a s t  h is  p la c e  a  lot. I t  w as  th e  
s tr a n g e s t  p la c e  I e v e r  seen , a ll sh in y  a n d  s ilv e r , 
b u t th e  law n  w as  r e a l  n ice . H e k e p t th e  flo w ers 
w ell-c ropped . S o m etim es  th e se  s tr a n g e  sounds 
echoed  a ro u n d  th e  s ilv e r  a n d  k ep t m e  aw ay . B u t 
m o s t of th e  tim e , h e ’d s i t  r ig h t o u ts id e  h is  door 
a n d  blow  a i r  th ro u g h  a  hollow  tu b e . I t  m a d e  th e  
m o s t aw fu l no ise  I e v e r  h e a rd , b u t h e  se em e d  to 
lik e  it.

O ne d ay  he  c a lle d  m e  o v er, s a t  m e  dow n a n d  
show ed  m e  h is  tu b e . I t  h a d  a  b u n ch  of li t t le  ho les 
p u n ch ed  in  it. I th o u g h t m a y b e  h e  w a n te d  m e  to 
ta k e  i t  b ack  to  m y  d ad  ’c a u se  m y  d a d  w as  good 
a t  fix ing  a ll k in d s of th in g s , b u t D irk  sa id  no, he  
h ad  so m e th in g  e lse  to  a s k  m e.

— W ould you, h e  a s k e d  like  h e  w as  s c a re d  
I ’d s a y  no ev en  b e fo re  I h e a rd  th e  qu es tio n , 
w ould  you te ac h  m e  how  to s in g ?

W ell, I ’d  n e v e r  h e a rd  th e  w o rd  “ s in g ” b e ­
fo re  a n d  I to ld  h im  so. H e k in d a  fro w n ed  a n d  sa id  
it  w as th e  only  w o rd  he  co u ld n ’t find  a  t r a n s la ­
tion  for. T h a t w o rd  a n d  a  coup le  o th e rs  h e  ca lle d  
“ r e la te d ,” a s  if w o rd s  cou ld  s h a re  blood like  
peop le  do.

— I c a n ’t  te a c h  so m e th in g  th a t  I d o n ’t know  
w h a t it is, I s a id  to  h im  an d  h e  s ta r t e d  la u g h in g  
then .

— Child, you  s in g  a l l  th e  tim e , w h en  y o u ’re  
w alk in g , w hen  y o u ’r e  e a tin g , ev en  w hen  y o u ’re  
laugh ing . Y ou peop le  m a k e  th e  m o s t b eau tifu l 
m u s ic  — (one of h is r e la te d  w o rd s) — in th e  e n ­
ti r e  g a lax y . So I c a m e  h e re  to  le a rn  how  to do it.

I to ld  h im  I su re  d id n ’t  know  w h a t “ i t ” w as  
an d  I go t to  th in k in g  th a t  m a y b e  h e  w as  a  lit t le  
c ra z y  som ehow . N ot s c a ry -c ra z y  like  so m e  folks 
c a n  be, b u t ju s t  p la in  n u tty . W acky  enough  to 
m a k e  m o s t peop le  u n co m fo rta b le .

— L ook, s w e e th e a r t, h e  sa id , b ac k  w h e re  I 
co m e  from , I ’m  one of th e  m o s t fam o u s  m u s i­
c ia n s  in th e  w orld . B u t I c a n ’t do h a lf  of w h a t you 
peop le  do. Y ou m a k e  th e  e x p e r ie n c e  of tw o 
m illen n ia  sound  lik e  th e  tin k e rin g  of ch ild ren . I

PAGE 4

w a n t to  u se  y o u r so n g s  th e  w ay  C opeland  a n d  
S ib e liu s  u sed  fo lk  tu n es . B u t f ir s t  I g o tta  know  
how  you sing .

—  Y ou ’r e  no t he lp in g  m e , I sa id . If th is  s in g  
is so m e th in g  I do a ll th e  tim e  like  b re a th in g  or 
b link ing , how  co m e I d o n ’t know  a b o u t it?

— T h a t ’s th e  b ig  q u es tio n . N one of you  peo­
p le  s e e m s  to  know  w h a t y o u ’r e  do ing . I t ’s d r iv in g  
m e  nu ts . E v e ry b o d y  h a s  th e ir  ow n p e rso n a l 
m e lo d y  w h ich  th e y  p la y  e v e ry  d ay  w ith  a  d if­
fe re n t v a r ia tio n . I t ’s lik e  g y p s y  m u s ic ,  n ev e r  the  
s a m e . A nd I ’m  th e  only  one  w ho ca n  h e a r  it.

I go t a  lit t le  s c a re d  th e re  w hen  he sa id  he  
w as  go ing  n u ts . Y ou n e v e r  know  w h a t som eone 
n a m e d  D irk  w ould  do w h en  he  w en t c ra zy . So I 
p ick ed  m y se lf  u p  off th e  f lo w ers  a n d  m oved  
a w a y  a  lit tle , te llin g  h im  I h a d  to  go so m e w h ere  
w hen  I re a lly  d id n ’t.

H e s a id  th a t  w as  o kay , I shou ld  com e b ack  
w hen  I d id n ’t h a v e  an y th in g  b e t te r  to  do.

I w en t h o m e  th e n  a n d  to ld  m y  d a d  ab o u t the  
aw fu l b ro k en  tu b e  a n d  he  sa id  th a t  m a y b e  I 
shou ld  s ta y  aw a y  fro m  D irk  ’ca u se  D irk  w e re n ’t 
lik e  o th e r  peop le . N o m a t te r  w h a t m y  d ad  sa id , I 
p la n n e d  to  go b a c k  ’c a u s e  I tho u g h t D irk  w as  
p re t ty  in te re s tin g  even  if h e  w e re  s tra n g e . B u t I 
d id n ’t g e t  to  go ’c a u se  th e  n ex t d a y  w as th e  d ay  
th e  f ir s t  d e a d  body tu rn e d  u p  o u ts id e  of D irk ’s 
p lace .

I t  w as  th e  body  of R a s te e  th e  sa ilo r . R a s te e  
h a d  been  th e  m o s t ro m a n tic  p erso n  in tow n. H e 
sa ile d  on a i r  c u r r e n ts  a n d  so m e tim e s , if he  w ere  
fee lin g  n ice , h e  ta k e  a  h an d fu l of us a long . A in’t 
no th in g  so  sm o o th  a n d  fine  a s  g lid in g  a long  w ith  
th e  b ree ze , le ttin g  th e  a i r  d ip  in a n d  ou t of y o u r 
p o res . B u t o u r  c h a n c e  to  sa il w as  gone w ith  
R a s te e  ’c a u s e  he  w as  th e  only e x p e r t sa ilo r  ou r 
lit t le  tow n  had .

H e w as  ly in g  in  th e  law n , c ru sh in g  a  n ice 
poppy  g ro u p in g  th a t  th e  peop le  w ho lived  th e re  
b e fo re  m a d e . T he p opp ies  h a d  so ak ed  in to  
R a s te e ’s sk in , a ll th e  ju ic e s  in  h is  body h a d  d ried  
up  a n d  h is w ings h a d  gone b lue  lik e  he  co u ld n ’t 
g e t no b re a th , b u t th e re  w e re n ’t no b ro k en  bones 
o r  no th ing  so  ev en  th o u g h  it looked  like  he 
c ra sh -la n d e d , m o s t peop le  w as sa y in g  he  d id n ’t.

B u t w e ju s t  p ick ed  h im  up  an d  c a r r ie d  h im  
off to th e  p la c e  of g r a s s  so  he  w o u ld n ’t d e c a y  a n d  
ru in  a n y  m o re  flow ers. A nd nobody sa id  no th ing  
to  D irk  o r  to  an y o n e  e lse . W e a ll w en t hom e a n d  
m o u rn ed  th e  fre ez in g  of R a s te e ’s so u l.
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D irk  w as  a ro u n d , s a m e  a s  u su a l th a t  day , 
an d  w e w as  a ll s u rp r is e d  ’c a u se  th e re  a in ’t  no 
such  th in g  a s  a  m u rd e r  w ith o u t a  su ic ide . 
T h e re ’s ju s t  so  m u ch  p a ss io n  a n d  v io len ce  going 
on th a t  th e  sou ls in te r tw in e  a n d  w hen  one soul 
fre ezes  o v er th e  o th e r  tu rn s  to ice  too. So w e a ll 
knew  th a t  D irk  d id n ’t k ill E a s te e  a n d  ’c a u se  
th e re  w e re n ’t no o th e r  d ea d  bod ies a ro u n d , th e  
tow n e ld e rs  w en t to th e  p la c e  of g r a s s  to s tu d y  
R a s te e  hop ing  he  h a d n ’t flow n o v e r  a n o th e r  tow n 
a n d  b ro u g h t a  p la g u e  b ack  w ith  h im .

T he e ld e rs  h a d n ’t  f ig u re d  an y th in g  ou t y e t 
w hen  a n o th e r  d ead  body  tu rn e d  up  on D irk ’s 
law n  in th e  s a m e  sp o t a s  R a s te e . N obody w as  too 
su rp rise d  w hen  th e y  found  ou t it w as  M ag g tan a . 
S h e ’d been  po ison ing  h e rse lf  fo r y e a r s ,  sp r in k l­
ing d r ie d  p a rsn ip s  o v e r  e v e ry th in g  sh e  a te .  I 
a d m it, I tr ie d  p a rsn ip s  once o r  tw ice , a n d  th e  
ru sh  th ey  g iv e  is m ig h ty  n ice, b u t ev e ry b o d y  
know s those  th in g s  a r e  ad d ic tin g  a n d  w ill k ill you  
if you  a in ’t c a re fu l. A nd ev e ry b o d y  knew  M ag­
g ta n a  w e re n ’t c a re fu l.

T h a t w as  p re tty  m u c h  it  u n til th e  n ig h t D irk  
c a lle d  m e o v e r  fro m  th e  s id e  of th e  s tr e e t .

— Y ou know , he  sa id , I th in k  I go t it a ll fig­
u red  out. Y o u r e a r  c a n ’t  h e a r  c e r ta in  p itc h e s .  
T h a t’s w hy you  w a lk  a ro u n d  ob liv ious to  th e  
sounds you  m a k e .

L ike u su a l, I d id n ’t  know  w h a t h e  w as ta lk ­
ing ab o u t so I ju s t  nodded  a n d  p re te n d e d  I did.

— B u t I th in k  I fix ed  it, he  sa id  r e a l  exc ited - 
like. I ju ry -r ig g e d  th e  p la y b a c k  on one of m y  r e ­
co rd ers  so th a t  e v e ry th in g  w ill b e  in  y o u r f r e ­
q u en cy . I c a n  p lay  y o u r so n g  fo r  you if you like.

W ell, I th o u g h t th a t  so u n d ed  ju s t  fine. I t ’d  
been  b u gg ing  m e  fo r d ay s  w h a t th e m  re la te d  
w ords of h is  m e a n t a n d  I w as p re tty  g la d  I w as  
fina lly  g onna  find  out.

H e took m e  in side  h is p la c e  an d  i t  looked  a s  
s tr a n g e  a s  h e  d id . T h e re  w as  w ire s  a n d  m e ta l  a ll 
over, an d  m o re  hollow  tu b es  — so m e  m a d e  fro m  
wood — a n d  hollow  boxes w ith  s tr in g s . H e s a t  m e  
dow n on th is  p la tfo rm  w ith  fo u r leg s  th a t  he  
ca lle d  a c h a ir  b u t it d id n ’t look lik e  no c h a ir  to 
m e.

I fe lt k in d a  funny  in  th e re  w ith  a l l  th a t  
s tr a n g e  s tu ff  a n d  so I a sk e d  h im  a  q u es tio n .

- Y ou done th is  w ith  an y o n e  e lse?
— Sit th e m  in h e re  a n d  m a k e  th e m  lis ten ?  he 

a sk ed  back .
— I g u ess , I sa id , no t know ing  re a lly  w h a t I 

m e a n t a t  a ll.
— No. I p u t ou t a  d ire c tio n a l m ik e  an d  r e ­

co rd ed  th e m  w hile  th ey  w e re  p a s s in g  by. I d id n ’t 
th in k  of a sk in g  th e m  in. I p la y ed  th e  so n g s  b ac k  
on m y  o u ts id e  sp e a k e rs ,  b u t I d o n ’t th in k  an y o n e  
h ea rd .

H e w as  ta lk in g  k in d a  od d -lik e  a n d  I 
re m e m b e re d  h im  sa y in g  how  th in g s  h e re  w as  
d riv in g  h im  n u ts  an d  I k in d a  go t a  li t t le  sc a re d .

— W h a tch a  m e an , re c o rd e d  th e m ?  I a sk e d  
a n d  he  d id n ’t a n sw e r, ju s t  to u ch ed  one of those  
p ieces of m e ta l  w ith  th e  w ire s  a ll a ro u n d  it.

I t m a d e  a  funny  li t t le  h igh  no ise  a n d  th en  I 
saw  R a s te e  r ig h t in  fro n t of m e , le a n in g  a g a in s t  
a m e ta l th in g  a n d  ta lk in g  like  h e  a lw a y s  d id . O n­
ly I knew  it  w e re n ’t  R a s te e  s in ce  he  w as  d ea d . I t 
h ad  to be  a  fro zen  p a r t  of h is  soul. I a in ’t  n e v e r

h e a rd  of nobody  se e in g  a  frozen  sou l b e fo re  a n d  I 
w as  a f r a id  it m ig h t f re e z e  m e , so  I s c re a m e d  
r e a l  loud. D irk  h it  th e  p ie ce  of m e ta l  an d  R a s te e  
w en t aw ay .

— W h a t’s th e  m a t te r?  he  ask ed .
— T h a t w as  R a s te e !
H e sm ile d  th en  a n d  sa id , — Y es, R a s te e ’s 

song . I s n ’t it  lovely? I t ’s one  of th e  b es t. So f re e  
a n d  hap p y .

— Y ou g o t M a g g ta n a  too then .
— H e r  s o n g  h a s  m o re  m e lan c h o ly  in it  th an  

a ll th e  o th e rs . I t  te a r s  m y  h e a r t .
T h en  h e  s a t  in one of th o se  odd  c h a ir s  a n d  

looked r ig h t  a t  m e .
— B u t y o u rs  is th e  b es t. M y v e ry  fav o rite . So 

lig h t a n d  in n o c en t a n d  w a rm . If you ju s t  s i t  a 
m in u te , I ’ll re c o rd  it. I t ’s sound -p roo f in  h e re  a n d  
I ’ll g e t  ev e n  b e t te r  q u a lity  on you  th a n  I d id  on 
th e  o th e rs .

— No. I g o t up  ou t of th e  c h a ir  a n d  r a n  fo r 
th e  door. — Y o u ’r e  no t g onna  do no th ing  to  m e. 
You fro ze  th e ir  sou ls  a n d  now  th e y ’r e  d ea d  a n d  I 
d o n ’t w a n t to  d ie  lik e  th a t  w ith  c logged  p o res  a n d  
no b re a th  a n d  no ju ic e s  a n d  a  soul th a t  c a n ’t 
c h a n g e  w h en  I do.

H e p u t h is  h a n d  on th e  do o r a n d  stood  in m y 
w ay . H e looked  r e a l  u p se t.

— I ’ll le t you  go, ju s t  tel! m e  w ho d ied .
— R a s te e  a n d  M a g g ta n a . W e found  th em  out 

in  y o u r popp ies.
— H ow  c o m e  nobody to ld  m e?
— ’C au se , I s a id , w e th o u g h t it d id n ’t h av e  

no th ing  to  do w ith  you. Y our sou l w as a ll r ig h t. 
N obody m u rd e rs  a n d  l iv e s . E x c e p t y o u .

— B u t a l l  I  d id  w as  re c o rd  th e m , h e  sa id . 
R e c o rd in g  d o e sn ’t  h u r t  anyone .

I t r ie d  to  inch  a ro u n d  h im  re a l  slow . — All I 
know  is th a t  R a s te e ’s sou l is  froze  an d  h e ’s d ea d  
a n d  you  b rin g  m e  in h e re  an d  show  m e  p a r t  of 
R a s te e  th a t  d o n ’t e x is t no m o re .

D irk  w as  s ta r in g  a t  h is  m e ta l  s tu ff. — We 
re c o rd e d  h u n d re d s  of you  off p la n e t an d  nobody 
d ied , e x c e p t . . . .

H e w en t o v e r  to  one  of th e  m e ta l  boxes an d  
pu lled  p a p e r s  ou t fro m  b es id e  it. I m oved  c lo se r  
to  th e  door. I d id n ’t  w a n t to  ru n  in c a s e  he  tu rn e d  
one of th e m  boxes on m e.

— P la y b a c k ,  he  w h isp e red . T hey  d ied  a f te r  
p la y b a c k .  Oh m y  god.

H e go t o u t of m y  w ay . H e s ta re d  a t  h is  m e ta l 
s tu ff  a n d  w a te r  s ta r t e d  ru n n in g  dow n h is  cheeks . 
— Oh m y god.

I o p en ed  th e  do o r a n d  le t  m y se lf  o u t a n d  
w en t ru n n in g  to  th e  tow n e ld e rs  to  te ll th e m  it  
w e re n ’t  no p la g u e  a t  a ll b u t D irk  a n d  h is funny  
hollow  tu b e s  a n d  w e a l l d ec id e d  th a t  w e ’d  h a v e  to 
m a k e  h im  le a v e , so  w e  w en t b a c k  to  h is  p la ce  in 
a  b ig  g ro u p , b u t h e  w as  gone. H is p lace , his 
tu b e s , h is  m e ta l .  E v e ry th in g  w as  a ll gone. T h ere  
w as  ju s t  a  b ig  f la t  sp o t in  th e  flo w ers w h e re  h is 
p la c e  u se d  to  be.

We s e a rc h e d  a ll o v e r  fo r  h im , b u t w e n ev e r  
d id  find  h im . A nd R a s te e  an d  M a g g ta n a  s ta y e d  
ju s t  a s  d e a d  a s  th ey  w e re  th a t  m o rn in g  in  th e  
popp ies. B u t th e  r e s t  of u s  w as  a ll r ig h t. And

(C o n tin u ed  to p a g e  47)
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Prior Restraint
By Orson Scott Card

Art by Larry Blamire
I m e t Doc M u rp h y  in  a  w ritin g  c la s s  ta u g h t by  a  

m a d  F re n c h m a n  a t  th e  U n iv e rs ity  of U ta h  in  S a lt 
L ak e  C ity. I h a d  ju s t  q u it m y  job  a s  a co a t-an d -tie  
ed ito r  a t  a  c o n se rv a tiv e  fam ily  m a g az in e , a n d  I 
w as  h av in g  a  lit t le  tro u b le  g e ttin g  u sed  to  b eing  a  
slob s tu d e n t a g a in . Of a  sh a g g y  lo t, D oc w as  th e  
sh a g g ie s t an d  I w as  p re p a re d  to  be an n o y ed  b y  h im  
an d  ign o re  h is opinions. B u t h is  op in ions w e re  n o t to 
be  ig n o red  A t f ir s t  b e c a u s e  of w h a t h e  d id  to m e. 
And th en , a t  la s t,  b e c a u s e  of w h a t h a d  been  done to 
h im . I t  h a s  sh a p e d  m e ; h is  p a s t  loom s o v e r  m e 
w h en e v er  I s i t  dow n to w rite .

A rm an d  th e  te a c h e r ,  w ho h ad  no t im p ro v e d  on 
h is F re n c h  a c c e n t by  re p la c in g  it  w ith  B oston ian , 
looked puzzled  a s  he  he ld  u p  m y  s to ry  b e fo re  the  
c la s s .“ T h is is c o m m e rc ia lly  v ia b le ,” h e  sa id . “ I t  is 
a lso  c ra p . W hat e lse  ca n  I sa y ?  ’ ’

I t  w as Doc w ho sa id  it. N ail in one h an d , h a m ­
m e r  in  th e  o th e r , h e  c ru c ified  m e  a n d  th e  s to ry . 
C onsidering  th a t  I h a d  a l re a d y  d ec id ed  n o t to  p ay  
a tte n tio n  to  h im , a n d  co n s id e rin g  how  a r ro g a n t  I 
w as  in th e  lo fty  position  of b e in g  th e  one s tu d e n t 
w ho h a d  ac tu a lly  so ld  a  novel, it  is s u rp r is in g  to  m e  
th a t  I l is ten e d  to  h im . B u t u n d e rn e a th  th e  a lm o s t 
a n g ry  a t ta c k  on m y  w o rk  w as  so m e th in g  e lse : a  
b a s ic  re sp e c t, I th ink , fo r  w h a t a good w ri te r  shou ld  
be. A nd fo r th a t  sm a ll h in t in  m y  w o rk  th a t  a  good 
w r i te r  m ig h t be  h id ing  so m e w h ere  in  m e.

So 1 lis ten ed . A nd I le a rn ed . A nd g ra d u a lly , a s  
th e  F re n c h m a n  g o t c ra z ie r  a n d  c ra z ie r ,  I tu rn e d  to 
Doc to  le a rn  how  to w rite . S h ag g y  though  h e  w as , he 
h ad  a f a r  c r is p e r  m in d  th a n  an y o n e  I h a d  e v e r  
know n in a  b u s in e ss  su it.

W e b eg a n  to m e e t o u ts id e  c la s s . M y w ife  h ad  
le ft m e tw o y e a r s  befo re , so I h ad  p le n ty  of f re e  
tim e  a n d  a  p re tty  la rg e  re n te d  house  to  sp ra w l in ; 
w e d ra n k  o r r e a d  o r  ta lk e d , in  f ro n t of a  f ire  o r  o v er 
D o c’s conv incing  v ea l p a rm e s a n  o r ou t chopp ing  
dow n a n  insid ious v in e  th a t  w a n te d  to  ta k e  o v e r  th e  
w orld  s ta r t in g  in  m y  b a c k  y a rd . F o r  th e  f ir s t  tim e  
s in ce  D en ae  h ad  gone I fe lt a t  h o m e  in  m y  
h o u se—Doc se e m e d  to know  by in s tin c t w h a t p a r ts  
of the  house held  th e  w ro n g  m e m o rie s , a n d  he  soon 
b a lan c ed  th em  by m a k in g  m e  fee l c o m fo r ta b le  in 
th em  ag a in .

O r u n co m fo rta b le . Doc d id n ’t a lw a y s  sa y  n ice  
th ings.

“ I c a n  se e  w hy y o u r w ife  le ft y o u ,” h e  sa id  
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once.
“ Y ou d o n ’t th ink  I ’m  good in bed , e i th e r ? ” 

(T h is  w as  a  jo k e  — n e ith e r  D oc no r I h ad  an y  
u n u su a l s e x u a l p re d ile c tio n s .)

“ Y ou h a v e  a  n e a n d e r th a l  w ay  of d ea lin g  w ith  
peop le , t h a t ’s  a ll. If  th e y  a r e n ’t go ing  w h e re  you 
w a n t th e m  to  go, c lu b  ’e m  a  good one a n d  d ra g  ’em  
a w a y .”

I t  w as  i r r i ta t in g , I d id n ’t lik e  th in k in g  ab o u t m y  
w ife. W e h a d  on ly  b een  m a r r ie d  th re e  y e a rs , an d  
no t good y e a r s  e ith e r , b u t in  m y  ow n w ay  I h ad  lov­
ed  h e r  a n d  I m is se d  h e r  a  g r e a t  d e a l a n d  I h a d n ’t 
w a n te d  h e r  to  go w h en  sh e  left. I d id n ’t  like  h av in g  
m y  nose ru b b e d  in  it. “ I d o n ’t re c a ll  c lu b b in g y o u .”

H e ju s t  sm iled . A nd, of co u rse , I im m e d ia te ly  
th o u g h t b a c k  o v e r  th e  c o n v e rsa tio n  a n d  rea liz e d  
th a t  h e  w as  r ig h t. I h a te d  h is  g o d d am  sm ile .

“ O K ,”  I sa id , “ y o u ’r e  th e  one w ith  long h a i r  in 
th e  la n d  of th e  la s t  su rv iv in g  c rew  cu ts . T ell m e  
w hy  you like  ‘S w a p ’ M o rr is .”

“ I d o n ’t lik e  M o rris . I th in k  M o rris  is a  w h o re  
se llin g  so m eo n e  e ls e ’s fre ed o m  to  w in  vo tes . ’ ’

A nd I w a s  con fused , th en . I h ad  been  ex ­
c o r ia tin g  good old “ S w a p ” M o rris , D av is  C ounty 
C o m m iss io n er, fo r h av in g  f ire d  th e  h e a d  l ib ra r ia n  
in th e  co u n ty  b e c a u se  sh e  h a d  d a re d  to  s to ck  a  
“ p o rn o g ra p h ic ”  book d e sp ite  h is  o b jec tio n s . M orris  
show ed  e v e ry  s ig n  of b e ing  ill i te ra te ,  fa sc is t, a n d  
e x tre m e ly  p o p u la r, a n d  I w ou ld  g lad ly  h a v e  h it  the 
h o rse  a t  h is  lynch ing .

“ So you  d o n ’t lik e  M o rris  e i th e r—w h a t d id  I sa y  
w ro n g ? ”

“ C en so rsh ip  is n e v e r  e x c u sa b le  fo r  a n y  rea so n , 
s a y s  y o u .”

“ Y ou l ik e  c e n so rsh ip ?  ’ ’
A nd th en  th e  h a lf-se rio u s  b a n te r  tu rn e d  co m ­

p le te ly  se rio u s . S udden ly  he  w o u ld n ’t look a t  m e. 
S udden ly  he  only  h a d  ey e s  fo r th e  f ire , a n d  I saw  th e  
f lam es  d an c in g  in  te a r s  re s tin g  on h is low er 
ey e lid s , a n d  I re a liz e d  a g a in  th a t  w ith  D oc I w as  ou t 
of m y  d ep th  co m p le te ly .

“ N o ,” h e  sa id . “ No, I d o n ’t lik e  i t . ”
A nd th e n  a  lo t of s ilen c e  u n til h e  f in a lly  d ra n k  

tw o full g la s se s  of w ine, ju s t  like  th a t ,  a n d  w en t ou t 
to  d r iv e  ho m e; h e  liv ed  u p  E m ig ra t io n  C anyon a t  
th e  en d  of a w ind ing , n a rro w  ro a d , a n d  I w as  a f ra id  
h e  w as  too d ru n k , b u t h e  only  sa id  to  m e  a t  th e  door, 
“ I ’m  no t d ru n k . I t  ta k e s  h a lf  a  ga llo n  of w ine ju s t  to
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get up  to n o rm a l a f te r  a n  ho u r w ith  you, y o u ’r e  so 
d am n  s o b e r .”

One w eek en d  he  ev en  took m e  to w o rk  w ith  
h im . D oc m a d e  h is liv ing  in  N ev ad a . W e le f t S alt 
L ake C ity on F r id a y  a fte rn o o n  a n d  d ro v e  to  Wen- 
dover, th e  f ir s t  tow n o v er th e  b o rd e r . I ex p ec ted  
h im  to  be  a n  em p lo y ee  of th e  ca s in o  w e  s to p p ed  a t. 
B ut he  d id n ’t punch  in , ju s t  le ft h is  n a m e  w ith  a 
guy ; a n d  then  he s a t  in  a  c o rn e r  w ith  m e an d  
w aited .

“ D on’t  you h a v e  to w o rk ? ” I ask ed .
“ I ’m  w o rk in g ,” he  sa id .
“ 1 u sed  to  w ork  ju s t  th e  s a m e  w ay , b u t I got 

f ire d .”
“ I ’v e  go t to  w a it m y  tu rn  fo r a  ta b le . I to ld  you  I 

m a d e  m y  liv ing  w ith  poker. ’ ’
A nd it  f ina lly  d aw n ed  on m e  th a t  h e  w as a 

f re e la n ce  p ro fess io n a l — a p la y e r  — a  c a rd sh a rk .
T h ere  w ere  fo u r g u y s  n a m e d  D oc th e re  th a t 

n igh t. Doc M urphy  w as  th e  th ird  one c a lle d  to  a 
tab le . H e p lay ed  qu ie tly , an d  lo s t s te a d ily  b u t lig h t­
ly  for tw o hou rs. T hen, sud d en ly , in fo u r h an d s  he

m a d e  b a c k  e v e ry th in g  h e  h a d  lo s t a n d  a d d e d  n e a r ly  
f ifteen  h u n d re d  d o lla rs  to it. T h en  h e  m a d e  h is 
ap o log ies  a f te r  a  d ecen t n u m b e r  of lo sing  h an d s  
a n d  w e d ro v e  b ack  to  S a lt L ake .

“ U su a lly  I h av e  to  p la y  a g a in  on S a tu rd a y  
n ig h t,” h e  to ld  m e . T hen  he g rin n ed . “ T on igh t I w as 
lucky . T h e re  w as  an  id io t w ho th o u g h t he  knew  
p o k e r .”

I re m e m b e re d  th e  old s a w : N ev e r  e a t  a t  a  p la ce  
c a lle d  M om ’s, n e v e r  p la y  p o k er  w ith  a  m a n  n am ed  
D oc, a n d  n e v e r  s le ep  w ith  a  w o m an  w ho’s go t m o re  
tro u b le s  th a n  you. P u re  t ru th .  D oc m e m o rize d  the 
deck , knew  all the  odds by h e a r t ,  a n d  it  w as a  r a r e  
p o k er face  th a t  D oc co u ld n ’t  e v e n tu a lly  see  
th rough .

A t th e  end  of th e  q u a r te r ,  though , it f ina lly  
d aw n ed  on m e  th a t  in a ll th e  tim e  w e w e re  in c la s s  
to g e th e r , I h ad  n e v e r  se en  one of h is  ow n s to r ie s . He 
h a d n ’t w ritte n  a d am n  th ing . A nd th e re  w as his 
g ra d e  on th e  b u lle tin  b o a rd  — A .

I ta lk e d  to A rm an d .
“ Oh, Doc w r i te s ,” he  a s s u re d  m e . “ B e tte r  th an
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you  do, a n d  you  go t a n  A , G od know s how , you  d o n ’t 
h av e  th e  ta le n t fo r it. ”

“ W hy d o esn ’t he  tu rn  it  in  fo r  th e  r e s t  of th e  
c la s s  to  re a d ?  ”

A rm an d  sh ru g g ed . “ W hy shou ld  he? P e a r ls  
b e fo re  sw in e .”

S till it i r r i ta te d  m e . A fte r w a tc h in g  Doc 
d isem bow el m o re  th a n  one w ri te r , I d id n ’t th in k  it 
w as  fa ir  th a t  h is ow n w o rk  w as n e v e r  p u t on th e  
chopp ing  block.

T he n ex t q u a r te r  h e  tu rn e d  up  in  a  g ra d u a te  
se m in a r  w ith  m e, an d  I a sk e d  h im . H e la u g h ed  a n d  
to ld  m e  to  fo rg e t it. I la u g h ed  b ac k  a n d  to ld  h im  I 
w o u ld n ’t. I w an te d  to  r e a d  h is s tu ff. So th e  n ex t 
w eek  he  g av e  m e  a  th re e -p a g e  m a n u sc r ip t. I t  w as 
a n  un fin ish ed  f ra g m e n t  of a  s to ry  ab o u t a  m a n  w ho 
honestly  th o u g h t h is w ife h a d  le ft h im  even  though  
he  w en t ho m e to find  h e r  th e re  ev e ry  n igh t. I t  w as 
so m e  of th e  b e s t w ritin g  I ’v e  e v e r  r e a d  in  m y  life. 
No m a t te r  how  you m e a s u re  it. T he s tu ff  w as  c le a r  
enough  a n d  ex c itin g  enough  th a t  an y  m oron  w ho 
likes  H aro ld  R obb ins cou ld  h a v e  en jo y ed  it. B u t th e  
s ty le  w as  r ic h  enough  a n d  th e  m a t te r  of it d eep  
enough  ev en  in  a  few  p a g e s  th a t  it m a d e  m o s t o th e r  
“ g r e a t” w r i te r s  look lik e  ch ick en  f a rm e rs .  I r e re a d  
th e  f ra g m e n t five tim e s  ju s t  to m a k e  su re  I go t it 
a ll. T he  f ir s t  tim e  I h a d  th o u g h t it  w as  m e ta p h o r i­
ca lly  a b o u t m e . T he th ird  t im e  I knew  it w as  ab o u t 
God. T he fifth  tim e  I knew  i t  w as  ab o u t e v e ry th in g  
th a t  m a tte re d , a n d  I w a n te d  to  r e a d  m o re .

“ W h ere ’s  th e  r e s t? ”  I a sk ed . H e sh ru g g ed . 
“ T h a t’s i t ,”  he  sa id .

“ I t  d o esn ’t  fee l f in ish e d .”
“ I t  isn ’t . ”
“ W ell, f in ish  it! D oc, you could  se ll th is  a n y ­

w h ere , ev en  th e  N e w  Y o rk e r . F o r  th e m  you  p ro b a ­
b ly  do n ’t ev en  h a v e  to  f in ish  i t . ”

“ E v en  theiV ew  Y o rker . G olly .”
“ I c a n ’t be liev e  you  th in k  y o u ’r e  too good fo r 

a n yb o d y , Doc. F in ish  it. I w a n t to  know  how  it 
e n d s .”

H e shook h is h ead . “ T h a t’s a ll th e re  is. T h a t’s 
a ll th e re  ev e r  w ill b e .”

A nd th a t  w as th e  en d  of th e  d iscussion .
B u t fro m  tim e  to  tim e  h e ’d show  m e  a n o th e r  

f ra g m e n t. A lw ays b e t te r  th a n  th e  one befo re . A nd 
in  th e  m e a n tim e  w e b ec am e  c lo se r , no t b e c a u s e  he  
w as  su ch  a  good w r i te r  — I ’m  not so  se lf-e ffac in g  I 
like  h an g in g  a ro u n d  w ith  peop le  w ho ca n  w ri te  m e  
u n d e r  th e  ta b le  — b u t b ec a u se  he  w as  D oc M urphy . 
We found  ev e ry  d ec en t p la c e  to  g e t  a  b e e r  in S a lt 
L ak e  C ity  — n o t a p a r tic u la r ly  tim e-co n su m in g  a c ­
tiv ity . We saw  th re e  good m o v ies  a n d  a n o th e r  dozen 
th a t  w e re  so  b ad  th ey  w e re  fu n  to w a tc h . H e ta u g h t 
m e  to  p la y  p o k er w ell enough  th a t  I b ro k e  even  
ev e ry  w eekend . H e p u t u p  w ith  m y  su cce ss io n  of 
g irlfr ien d s  a n d  p ro p h esied  th a t  I w ould  p ro b ab ly  
end  up m a r r ie d  a g a in . “ Y ou’r e  ju s t  w eak  w illed 
enough to try  to  m a k e  a  go  of i t ,”  h e  c h e e rfu lly  told 
m e.

At la s t,  w hen  I h a d  long s in c e  g iv en  u p  ask in g , 
he  to ld  m e  w hy h e  n e v e r  f in ish ed  an y th in g .

I w as  tw o a n d  a  h a lf  b e e rs  dow n, a n d  h e  w as

d rin k in g  a  h ideous m ix  of T ab  a n d  to m a to  ju ic e  th a t 
he  d ra n k  w h en e v e r  he  w a n te d  to pun ish  h im se if  fo r 
h is  s ins , on th e  th e o ry  th a t  it w as  ev en  w o rse  th a n  
th e  H indu  p ra c t ic e  of d rin k in g  y o u r own p iss . I h ad  
ju s t  g o t a  s to ry  b a c k  fro m  a  m a g a z in e  I h ad  been  
su re  w ou ld  bu y  it. I w as th in k in g  of g iv ing  it  up. H e 
la u g h ed  a t  m e.

“ I ’m  se r io u s ,”  I sa id .
“ N obody w h o ’s a n y  good a t  a il n eed s to  g ive up  

w ri tin g .”
“ Look w ho’s ta lk in g . T h e  k ing  of th e  d e te rm in ­

ed  w r i te r s .” H e looked  a n g ry . “ Y o u ’r e  a  p a ra p le g ic  
m a k in g  fun  of a  one-legged  m a n ,” he  sa id .

“ I ’m  s ick  of i t . ”
“ Q uit th en . M akes no d iffe ren ce . L eav e  the 

fie ld  to th e  h ac k s . Y ou’r e  p ro b ab ly  a  h ack , too .”
D oc h a d n ’t been  d r in k in g  an y th in g  to  m a k e  h im  

su r ly , no t d ru n k -su rly , an y w ay . “ H ey, D oc, I ’m  
a sk in g  fo r en c o u ra g e m e n t. ’ ’

“ If you  need  en c o u ra g e m e n t, you  do n ’t d e se rv e  
it. T h e re ’s  on ly  one w ay  a  good w r i te r  c a n  be  s to p ­
p e d ,”

“ D o n ’t te ll m e  you  h a v e  a  se le c tiv e  w r i te r ’s 
block. A g a in s t e n d in g s .”

“ W rite r ’s b lock? J e s u s , I ’ve  n ev e r  been  block­
ed  in  m y  life. B locks a r e  w h a t h ap p e n  w hen  yo u ’r e  
no t good enough  to  w rite  th e  th in g  you  know  you 
h a v e  to  w r i te .”

I w as  g e ttin g  a n g ry . “ A nd yo u , of co u rse , a r e  
a lw a y s  good en o u g h .”

H e le an e d  fo rw a rd , looked  a t  m e  in  th e  eyes. 
“ I ’m  th e  b e s t w r i te r  in  th e  E n g lish  la n g u a g e .”

“ I ’ll g iv e  you  th is  m u ch . Y ou’r e  th e  b e s t w ho 
n e v e r  fin ish ed  an y th in g . ’ ’

“ I f in ish  e v e ry th in g ,”  he  sa id . “ I fin ish  
e v e ry th in g , b e loved  frien d , a n d  th en  I b u rn  a ll b u t 
th e  f i r s t  th re e  p ag e s . I f in ish  a  s to ry  a  w eek, so m e­
tim es . I ’v e  w ri t te n  th re e  co m p le te  novels, fo u r 
p lays. I ev en  d id  a  sc re e n p la y . I t  w ou ld ’v e  m a d e  
m illions of d o lla rs  a n d  b een  a  c la s s ic .”

“ S ay s  w h o ?”
“ S ay s—n e v e r  m in d  w ho sa y s . I t  w as bough t, it 

w as  c a s t ,  it  w a s  re a d y  fo r film ing . I t h ad  a  b u d g e t 
of th ir ty  m illion . T he s tu d io  b e liev ed  in it. Only in ­
te llig e n t th in g  I ’v e  e v e r  h e a rd  of th e m  doing. ’ ’

I  co u ld n ’t  be liev e  it. “ Y ou’r e  jo k in g ,”
“ If  I ’m  jok ing , w ho’s lau g h in g ?  I t ’s  t r u e .”
I ’d n e v e r  seen  h im  looked so  po isoned , so  p a in ­

ed . I t  w as  tru e , if I knew  D oc M urphy , a n d  I th ink  I 
d id . Do. “ W h y ?” I a sk ed .

“ T he  C en so rsh ip  B o a rd . ’’
“ W hat?  T h e re ’s  no su c h  th in g  in  A m e r ic a .”
H e lau g h ed . “ N ot fu ll- tim e  a n y w a y .”
“ W ho th e  h e ll is th e  C en so rsh ip  B o a rd ?  ”
H e to ld  m e :
W hen I w a s  tw en ty -tw o  I liv ed  on a  r u ra l  ro ad  

in  O regon , h e  sa id , o u ts id e  of P o r tla n d . M ailboxes 
ou t on th e  ro ad . I w as  w ritin g , I w as  a p lay w rig h t, I 
th o u g h t th e re ’d be  a  c a r e e r  in  th a t ;  I w as  ju s t  s t a r ­
tin g  to  t ry  fic tion . I w e n t ou t one m o rn in g  a f te r  the 
m a ilm a n  h a d  gone by. I t  w as  d rizz lin g  s lig h tly . B u t 
I d id n ’t m u c h  c a re . T h e re  w as  a n  enve lope  th e re  
fro m  m y  H ollyw ood ag e n t. I t  w as  a  c o n tra c t. N ot an
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op tion—a sa le . A h u n d re d  th o u sa n d  d o lla rs . I t  h ad  
ju s t  o c c u rre d  to  m e  th a t  I w a s  g e ttin g  w e t a n d  I 
ough t to  go  in w hen  tw o m e n  c a m e  o u t of th e  
b u sh es—y ea h , I know , I g u ess  th ey  go for d r a m a tic  
e n tra n c e s . T hey  w e re  in  b u s in e ss  su its . God, I h a te  
m en  w ho w e a r  b u s in e ss  su its . T he  one  guy  ju s t  held  
ou t h is  h an d . H e sa id , “ G ive it  to  m e  now  a n d  s a v e  
y o u rse lf  a  lo t of tro u b le .”  G ive it  to  h im ?  I to ld  h im  
w h at I th o u g h t of h is  su g g estio n . T h ey  looked  like  
th e  m a fia , o r  like  a  co m ic  p a ro d y  of th e  m a fia ,  a c ­
tua lly .

T hey  w e re  a b o u t th e  s a m e  h e ig h t, a n d  th ey  
se em ed  a lm o s t to  be  th e  s a m e  p e rso n , r ig h t  dow n to 
a d u p lic a te  g lin t of f ie rc e n e ss  in th e  e y e s ; b u t th e n  I 
re a liz e d  th a t  m y  f ir s t  im p re ss io n  h a d  b een  d e c e p ­
tive. O ne w as  blond, one  d a r k - h a ir e d ; th e  b lond  h ad  
a s lig h tly  re c ed in g  ch in  th a t  g a v e  h is  fa c e  a  m eek  
look fro m  th e  nose dow n; th e  d a rk  one h a d  on ce  h ad  
a  b ad  sk in  p ro b lem  an d  h is  n eck  w as  tre e ish , g iv ing  
h im  a n  a i r  of s tu p id ity , a s  if a  fa c e  h a d  b een  p a s te d  
on th e  f ro n t of th e  n eck  w ith  no ro o m  fo r  a  h e a d  a t  
a ll. N ot m a fia  a t  a ll. O rd in a ry  peop le .

E x c e p t th e  ey es. T h a t g lin t in  th e  ey es  w as  no t 
fa lse , a n d  th a t  w as  w h a t h a d  m a d e  m e  se e  th em  
w rong  a t  f irs t. T hose  ey e s  h a d  se e n  p eop le  w eep , 
an d  h a d  c a re d , a n d  h a d  h u r t  th e m  a g a in  an y w ay . 
I t ’s a look th a t  h u m a n  ey e s  sh o u ld  n e v e r  h av e .

“ I t ’s  ju s t  th e  co n tra c t, fo r  C h r is t’s s a k e ,” I to ld  
th em , b u t th e  d a rk  one w ith  a c n e  s c a r s  on ly  to ld  m e  
a g a in  to  h a n d  it  over.

By now, tho u g h , m y  f ir s t  f e a r  h ad  p a s se d ; they  
w e re n ’t a rm e d , a n d  so  I m ig h t be  ab le  to  g e t r id  of 
th em  w ith o u t v io lence . I s ta r t e d  b a c k  to  th e  house . 
T hey fo llow ed m e.

“ W h at do you  w a n t m y  c o n tra c t  fo r?  ’ ’ I a sk ed .
“ T h a t film  w ill n e v e r  be  m a d e ,”  s a y s  M eek , th e  

b lond one w ith  th e  m iss in g  ch in . “ W e w on’t  a llow  it 
to be  m a d e .”

I ’m  th in k in g  w ho w rite s  th e ir  d ia lo g u e  fo r 
th em , do th e y  c r ib  it  fro m  F e n im o re  C ooper? 
“ T h e ir  h u n d re d  th o u san d  d o lla rs  s a y s  th ey  w a n t to 
try . I w a n t th e m  to .”

“ Y ou’ll n e v e r  g e t  th e  m o n ey , M u rp h y . A nd th is  
c o n tra c t  a n d  th a t  sc re e n p la y  w ill p a s s  o u t o f e x ­
is ten ce  w ith in  th e  n ex t fo u r d ay s . I p ro m ise  you 
th a t .”

I a s k h im ,  “ W hat a r e  you, a  c r i t i c ? ”
“ C lose en o u g h .”
By now  I w as  in s id e  th e  door a n d  th e y  w e re  on 

th e  o th e r  s id e  o f th e  th re sh o ld . I shou ld  h a v e  c lo sed  
th e  door, p ro b ab ly , b u t I ’m  a  g a m b le r . I h a d  to  s ta y  
in th is  t im e  b e c a u se  I h ad  to  know  w h a t k in d  of 
h a n d  th ey  had . ‘ ‘P la n  to  ta k e  it by  fo rc e?  ’ ’ I a sk ed .

“ B y in e v ita b ility ,” T re e  s a y s . A nd th e n  h e  
sa y s , “ Y ou see , M r. M urphy , y o u ’r e  a d a n g e ro u s  
m a n ; w ith  y o u r IBM  S e lf-C o rrec tin g  S e le c tr ic  II 
ty p e w r ite r  th a t  h a s  a  s lu g g ish  r e tu rn  so th a t  you 
so m e tim es  g e t le t te r s  p r in te d  a  few  sp a c e s  in  fro m  
th e  end . W ith y o u r f a th e r  w ho on ce  s a id  to  you, ‘B il­
ly, to  te ll you  th e  honest-to -G od tru th , I d o n ’t know  
if I ’m  y o u r f a th e r  o r  not. I w a s n ’t th e  on ly  gu y  y o u r 
M om  h a d  been  see in g  w h en  I m a r r ie d  h e r , so  I r e ­
a lly  do n ’t  g iv e  a  d a m n  if you  liv e  o r  die. ’ ”

H e h a d  it  r ig h t  dow n. W ord  fo r  w ord , w h a t m y  
f a th e r  to ld  m e  w h en  I w a s  fo u r  y e a r s  old. I ’d  n e v e r  
to ld  an y b o d y . A nd he  h a d  i t  w o rd  fo r  w ord .

CIA, J e s u s .  T h a t’s p a th e tic .
No, th e y  w e re n ’t CIA. T h ey  ju s t  w a n te d  to 

m a k e  s u re  th a t  I  d id n ’t  w rite . O r r a th e r ,  th a t  I 
d id n ’t  pub lish .

I to ld  th e m  I w a s n ’t in te re s te d  in  th e ir  su g g e s­
tions. A nd I w as  r ig h t—th e y  w e re n ’t m u sc le  ty p es . I 
c lo sed  th e  d o o r a n d  th e y  ju s t  w e n t aw a y .

A nd th e n  th e  n e x t d a y  a s  I w as  d r iv in g  m y  old 
G a la x y  a lo n g  th e  ro a d , u n d e r  th e  sp e e d  lim it, a  boy 
on a  b ic y c le  c a m e  r ig h t  o u t in  f ro n t of m e . I d id n ’t 
ev e n  h a v e  a  c h a n c e  to  b ra k e . O ne se co n d  h e  w a s n ’t 
th e re , a n d  th e  n e x t seco n d  h e  w as . I h it  h im . T he  
b ic y c le  w en t u n d e r  th e  c a r ,  b u t h e  m o stly  c a m e  up  
th e  top . H is foo t s tu c k  in  th e  b u m p e r, ja m m e d  in  by 
th e  b ike . T he  r e s t  o f h im  s lid  u p  o v e r  th e  hood, p u ll­
ing  h is  h ip  a p a r t  a n d  s e p a ra t in g  h is  sp in e  in  th re e  
p la c e s . T he  hood  o rn a m e n t d isem b o w eled  h im  a n d  
th e  b lood flow ed  u p  th e  w in d sh ie ld  lik e  a  h ea v y  
ra in s to rm , so  th a t  I c o u ld n ’t s e e  a n y th in g  e x c e p t 
h is  fa c e , w h ich  w a s  p re s s e d  u p  a g a in s t  th e  g la ss  
w ith  th e  ey e s  open . H e d ied  on  th e  sp o t, of co u rse . 
A nd I w a n te d  to.

H e h a d  b een  p la y in g  M a rtia n s  o r  so m e th in g  
w ith  h is  b ro th e r . T he  b ro th e r  w a s  s ta n d in g  th e re  
n e a r  th e  ro a d  w ith  a  p la s tic  r a y  g u n  in h is  h a n d  a n d  
a  s tu p id  look on h is  fac e . H is m o th e r  c a m e  o u t o f th e  
h o u se  s c re a m in g . I w as  s c re a m in g , too. T h e re  w e re  
tw o n e ig h b o rs  w ho sa w  th e  w ho le  th in g . O ne of 
th e m  ca lle d  th e  cops a n d  a m b u la n c e . T he  o th e r  one 
tr ie d  to  co n tro l th e  m o th e r  a n d  k e e p  h e r  fro m  k ill­
ing  m e . I d o n ’t  r e m e m b e r  w h e re  I w as  go ing . All I 
r e m e m b e r  is th a t  th e  c a r  h a d  ta k e n  a n  u n u su a lly  
long t im e  s ta r t in g  th a t  m o rn in g . A n o th e r  m in u te  
a n d  a  h a lf , I th in k —a long  tim e , to  s t a r t  a  c a r .  If  it 
h a d  s ta r t e d  u p  ju s t  like  u su a l, I w o u ld n ’t  h a v e  h it 
th e  k id . I k e p t th in k in g  th a t—it w a s  a ll ju s t  a  co in ­
c id en c e  th a t  I h a p p e n e d  to  b e  co m in g  by ju s t  a t  th a t 
m o m e n t. A h a lf-seco n d  so o n e r  a n d  h e  w ou ld  h a v e  
se en  m e  a n d  sw e rv ed . A h a lf-seco n d  l a te r  a n d  I 
w ou ld  h a v e  se e n  h im . J u s t  co in c id en ce . T he  on ly  
re a so n  th e  b o y ’s f a th e r  d id n ’t k ill m e  w h en  h e  c a m e  
h o m e  te n  m in u te s  l a te r  w as  b e c a u s e  I w as  c ry in g  so  
d a m n  h a rd . I t  n e v e r  w e n t to  c o u r t b e c a u s e  th e  
n e ig h b o rs  te s tif ie d  th a t  I h a d n ’t  a  c h a n c e  to  s top , 
a n d  th e  p o lice  in v e s tig a to r  d e te rm in e d  th a t  I h a d n ’t 
b een  sp e ed in g . N ot e v e n  n eg lig en ce . J u s t  te r r ib le ,  
te r r ib le  ch a n ce .

I r e a d  th e  a r t ic le  in  th e  p a p e r .  T he  boy w as  only  
n ine , b u t h e  w as  ta k in g  s p e c ia l c la s s e s  a t  school 
a n d  w as  v e ry  b r ig h t, a  good k id , r a n  a  p a p e r  ro u te  
a n d  a lw a y s  took  c a r e  of h is  b ro th e r s  a n d  s is te r s .  A 
r e a l  te a r - j e r k e r  fo r  th e  co n su m p tio n  of th e  
su b sc r ib e rs .  I th o u g h t o f k illin g  m y se lf . A nd then  
th e  m e n  in  th e  b u s in e ss  su its  c a m e  b ac k . T hey  h ad  
fo u r co p ies  o f m y  s c r ip t ,  m y  sc re e n p la y . F o u r  
co p ies  is a l l  I h a d  e v e r  m a d e —th e  o rig in a l w as  in 
m y  file.

“ Y ou see , M r. M u rp h y , w e h a v e  e v e ry  copy  of 

(C o n tin u ed  to  p a g e  78)
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Search and Destroy
By Frederik Pohl

Art by Val Lakey Lindahn

A ssau lt T ea m  B rav o  m oved  u p  to  th e  jum p-o ff 
position  in  d a y lig h t, b u t th e n  th ey  h a d  tw o h o u rs  to  
kill. C louds w e re  g a th e r in g , b u t th e  su n  p eep ed  ou t 
fro m  u n d e r  th em  ju s t  a s  it  w as  se ttin g , lik e  a  re d  se a l 
p a s te d  a g a in s t  th e  ho rizo n ’s s tr ip  of sky .

S om e of th e  n ine  m en  s lep t. T h e y ’d h u m p e d  th e ir  
b la n k e ts  th is  fa r , th e y  c e r ta in ly  w o u ld n ’t g e t  a n y  u se  
ou t of th em  o n ce  th e  a s s a u l t  b eg an , th e y  f ig u re d  they  
m ig h t a s  w ell u se  th e m  now . N ot G am b le . T hey  w e re  
a ll t ire d . T h e y ’d  m a rc h e d  th e  la s t  tw o m iles , b ec au se  
you  co u ld n ’t r isk  u sin g  p o w ered  v eh ic le s  so  c lo se  to  
th e  fa rm  co lony  th ey  w e re  a f te r .  G am b le  w as  p ro b a ­
bly th e  t ir e d e s t  of th e  te a m , b ec a u se  h e ’d b een  th e  one 
s tu c k  w ith  u n ro lling  th e  b a ll-b re ak in g  re e l o f f iber- 
op tic s  ca b le , b e c a u s e  you  c o u ld n ’t r isk  rad io , e i th e r , 
a n d  fo r th e  s a m e  rea so n . S till, G a m b le  d id n ’t w a n t to  
s leep . H e s a t  w a tc h in g  th e  su n  se t, a n d  fo r v a r ie ty  
w a tch in g  M a c R e a d y ’s  s c re e n  to  se e  if a n y th in g  show ­
ed  up  y e t, s e ism ic s  o r  in f ra re d . N o th ing  d id , b u t then  
a t  th is  e x tre m e  r a n g e  it  w as  v e ry  u n lik e ly  a n y th in g  
w ould. G am b le  w a s n ’t te r r ib ly  in te re s te d , one w ay  o r 
a n o th e r . H e w a s n ’t p a r t ic u la r ly  sc a re d , e i th e r ;  h e ’d 
se en  b udd ies  g e t it, a n d  h e ’d se e n  th e  w hole te a m  pu ll 
th ro u g h  w ith o u t a  s c ra tc h . If  he  th o u g h t a b o u t a n y ­
th in g  he  th o u g h t to  w o n d er a b o u t w h e th e r  th e  o th e r  
te a m s  up  an d  dow n th e  line  w ou ld  do th e ir  job , an d  
w h e th e r  M acR ead y , w ho w as a  b ran d -n ew  re p la c e ­
m en t, r e a lly  knew  w h a t he  w as  do ing  w ith  h is  in s t ru ­
m e n ts  an d  d e te c to rs , b u t m o stly  h e  ju s t  s a t. As soon a s  
it  w as  d a rk  enough  to  m o v e  H a lv e rsen  w e n t th ro u g h  
th e  te a m , p ass in g  ou t jo in ts  a n d  k ick in g  a t  th e  s le ep ­
ing  b ag s . “ L ig h t up , p eo p le ,”  h e  w h isp e red . “ W e 
m ove ou t in  te n .”

L ittle  M ikros je rk e d  a w a k e  a n d  s tr a ig h t  u p r ig h t 
befo re  h e  re m e m b e re d  w h ere  he  w as. “ Oh, c r a p ,” h e  
sa id , g e ttin g  it  a l l  in to  focus. “ H ey! A ny th ing  h a p p e n ­
ing  w ith  th e  c re ep s?  ’ ’

“ T h ey ’r e  ju s t  w a itin g  fo r u s ,” s a id  H a lv e rse n ,
‘ ‘a n d  k eep  yo u r effing  vo ice dow n.”

M ikros w a sn ’t th e  only  one b link ing  a n d  looking 
stu p id . T h a t w as  one of th e  re a so n s  G am b le  d id n ’t 
s le ep  b e fo re  a n  ac tio n . H e d id n ’t  re a l ly  w a n t th e  dope, 
e i th e r ,  b u t H a lv e rsen  w as  w a tc h in g  h im . G am b le  lit 
up  a n d  took a  d eep  d ra g . T he w a rm , g r a s s y  sm o k e  
filled  h is lungs a n d  s c ra tc h e d  h is  th ro a t ,  b u t it  fe lt

good. M ay b e  it  w a s n ’t  a  b ad  id e a  a f te r  a l l ,  b e c a u se  if 
you w e re  go ing  to  g e t  so m e  c r e e p ’s b u lle t in  you, it 
w as  p ro b a b ly  b e t te r  to  g e t i t  sto n ed .

T he  new  d o rk , M a cR e ad y , w as  buzz ing  a ro u n d  
H a lv e rse n  w ith  m o re  q u es tio n s . “ Is  it  go ing  to  ra in ?  
A re  th e  o th e r  te a m s  in  p la ce ?  S hould  w e ta k e  th e  
s le ep in g  b a g s ? ”

H a lv e rse n  w as  p a t ie n t  w ith  h im , fo r  H a lv e rsen . 
“ S hu t y o u r e ffing  m o u th ,” h e  w h isp e re d , a n d  th e n  
re le n te d  enough  to  a d d , g a th e r in g  th e  w hole te a m  
clo se  en o u g h  to  h e a r ,  “ S a te llite  re c o n n a is s a n c e  s a y s  
no b o d y ’s  m o v in g  u p  th e re , so  le t ’s  ju s t  k ee p  i t  dow n 
a n d  m a y b e  w e ’ll b e  a ll r ig h t. A nd, y ea h , th e y  s a y  th e  
r a in ’ll s t a r t  in  th e  n ex t h a lf  h o u r. G o !"

H e th u m b e d  G am b le  to  c a p  off th e  f ib er-o p tics  
w h ile  th e  r e s t  o f th e  te a m  w as  g ru n tin g  its  v a rio u s  
ite m s  of e q u ip m e n t on to  i ts  sh o u ld e rs . T h e y ’d b e  p ro ­
ceed in g  w ith o u t c o n ta c t u n til th e  f ire f ig h t b eg an , a t  
le a s t . A nd A ssa u lt T ea m  B ra v o  m o v ed  off th ro u g h  th e  
lig h tle s s  w oods.

F o r  tw o h u n d re d  y a r d s  th ey  m a rc h e d  in  co lum n , 
ro u te  s te p , s ilen t. T h en  th e  w oods th ic k en e d  a n d  
H a lv e rse n  w av ed  th e m  in to  o pen  r a n k s  w ith  h is 
g loves. T h e re  w a s n 't  en ough  lig h t to  s e e  any b o d y , b u t 
th e  lu m in o u s  p a lm s  of th e  g a u n tle ts  w e re  ju s t  will-o- 
the -w ispy  lig h t enough  to  be  v is ib le  to  th e  m en . G a m ­
b le  m o v ed  u p  f irs t ,  a  dozen  y a rd s ,  th e n  p a u se d  to  
lis te n  a n d  look. I t  w a s n ’t lik e ly  to  help . H u m an  e a r s  
a n d  h u m a n  ey e s  w e re n ’t m u c h  good c o m p a re d  to 
M ik ro s’s h ea d p h o n es  a n d  H a lv e rs e n ’s n ig h t gogg les, 
b u t th e re  w as  a lw a y s  th e  c h a n c e  h e  m ig h t c a tc h  
so m e th in g  th e y  m issed . E a r s  a n d  e y e s  w e re  a ll h e  h ad  
— e a r s  a n d  ey e s  a n d  fire p o w er, su re , b u t w h a t w as  the  
u se  of e ig h te e n  h u n d re d  ro u n d s  a  m in u te  if you d id n ’t 
know  w h e re  to  po in t y o u r p iece?

N obody re a l ly  s to p p e d  w hen  you w e re  m ov in g  up  
th is  w ay . G am b le  h a rd ly  go t s e t  b e fo re  he  saw  th e  
o th e r  m e m b e rs  of th e  te a m  s lip  n o ise le ss ly  p a s t  h im , 
no th in g  b u t th e  tin y  p h o sp h o re sc e n t glow  a t  th e  b ack  
of th e  h e lm e ts  to  te ll h im  th a t  th is  w as  M ikros, h u m p ­
ing  h is  sh o u ld e r  p a c k  w ith  th e  a m p lif ie r  a n d  sw eep ing  
th e  w oods a h e a d  w ith  h is p a ra b o lic  m ik e ; th en  Cor- 
fie ld  a n d  T u rt le m a n , C orfie ld  w ith  h is  g ren a d e -b u s  
la u n c h e r  a n d  T u r t le m a n  sw e a tin g  w ith  th e  b u se s  an d  
th e  g r e n a d e s ; th e n  M a cR e ad y  w ith  th e  seek -and -find
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IR  a n d  se ism ic  g e a r . M a cR e ad y  w a sn ’t  s ilen t, though . 
T w ice in th a t  f i r s t  h a lf  m ile  G am b le  h e a rd  M a cR e ad y  
b e fo re  h e  saw  h im , s to m p  of o ff-b a lan ce  boots w hen  he 
tr ip p e d  o v er a bu sh , m u t te r  of Shit! w hen  he p u sh ed  a 
b ra n c h  a s id e  an d  i t  s la p p ed  b ac k  in h is face . O ne dip- 
sh it  like M acR ead y  could  re a lly  spoil y o u r d ay . G a m ­
b le  hoped  h e ’d le a rn e d  m o re  ab o u t using  h is d e tec tio n  
g e a r  th a n  he  h a d  a b o u t s ilen t a d v a n c e  on an  en em y  
position . T he c re e p s  a h e a d  w e re n ’t p lay in g  g am es . 
T hey  w e re  ju s t  a  b u n ch  of f a rm e r s ,  su re , b u t th e y ’d 
h a d  a  lo t of p ra c tic e  in f ig h tin g  fo r th e ir  fa rm s . And 
they  h a d  a s  m u ch  g e a r  a s  th e  a s s a u lt  te a m , p re tty  
n e a r ly . T h e re  w as  no dou b t in  G a m b le ’s  m in d  th a t  
so m ew h ere  no t no t v e ry  f a r  ah e ad , on top  of the  
fa rm h o u se  m a y b e , m a y b e  in a  tre e , th e re  w as  a 
m ic ro p h o n e  six  tim e s  th e  size  of M ik ro s’s  th a t  w as  
nodd ing  b ac k  a n d  fo rth  tw en ty -fo u r h o u rs  a  day , 
lis ten in g  fo r som ebody  ju s t  like  M acR ead y .

T hey  to ld  you w hen  you sig n ed  up  fo r se a rch -  
an d -d e s tro y  m iss io n s  th a t  it  w as  a  p la c e  w h e re  y o u r 
a s s  w as on th e  line. T h en  th ey  to ld  you how im p o r ta n t 
it  w as to th e  U. S. of A., a n d  th en  th ey  to ld  you all 
a b o u t th e  co m b a t b o n u ses  you got. T hey  d id n ’t  lie . Y ou 
go t th e  bonus, a ll r ig h t, b u t w hen  you w e re  ou t in th e  
fie ld  you knew  fo r s u re  i t  re a lly  w a s n ’t enough .

*** *** ***

D oris  w as  a lw a y s  say in g  th a t. She w ould  be sw ee t 
a s  an y  w o m an  knew  how  to be w hen  he  w as  ho m e on 
leav e , m a k e  h im  h a p p y , m a k e  h im  know  h e  w as  loved, 
an d  th en  w hen  it  w as  tim e  to go b ack  s h e ’d c ling  to 
h im  a n d  c ry . A nd th e y ’d p lay  o u t th e  old r e f r a in s :

“ T his o n e ’s go ing  to be e a sy , th e y  to ld  m e  a l ­
r e a d y .’’

“ T h e y ’r e  n e v e r  e a sy ! P eo p le  g e t k illed ! ”
“ W ell, su re , honey , b u t — w ell, w h a t ab o u t w hen  

w e s ta r t  a  fam ily ?  W e’ll n eed  th e  m oney . ”
“ W hat I n eed  is  a  live  h u sb a n d .”  A nd th en  if h e r  

old m a n  h a d  co m e w ith  h e r  to th e  bus s to p  h e ’d ch im e  
in to c h e e r  h e r  up:

“ H ell, D oris, th is  is  n o th ing . W hy, w hen  w e w e re  
in th e  A rd en n es — ”  A nd th en  th e  old m a n  w ould  be off 
on a n o th e r  of th o se  b ig -belly  old v e te r a n s ’ s to r ie s  
ab o u t how  i t  w as  a g a in s t  th e  K ra u ts , a n d  th e  tan k s , 
an d  th e  155-m illim eters, a n d  th e  snow . W hat a d if­
fe re n t k ind  of w a r  th e  old m a n  h a d  b een  in! H e ’d lu g ­
g ed  a  h ea v y  m a ch in e -g u n  th ro u g h  a fo re s t th a t  m u s t 
h av e  b een  a  lo t like th is  one, in so m e th in g  c a lle d  “ T he 
B a ttle  of th e  B u lg e .”  In  th e  ey es  of D o ris ’s f a th e r  it 
w as  d e fin ite ly  th e  m o s t im p o r ta n t b a t t le  an y b o d y  in 
th e  w orld  h a d  e v e r  fought. To h e a r  h im  ta lk , y o u ’d 
th ink  e v e ry  la s t  N azi sn ip e r  w as  S u p e rm a n  an d  e v e ry  
la s t  d og face  w as  a  g en u in e  A m eric an  h ero , a n d  it  w as 
a  c e r tif ie d  m ira c le  th a t  a n y  one of th em  w as  s till a live .

P u t  h im  ou t h e re  fo r ten  m in u tes , G am b le  
though t, a n d  you  w o u ld n ’t  h e a r  an y th in g  a b o u t the 
W eh rm a ch t  an y  m o re .

G am b le  h e a rd  th e  ra in  b e fo re  he fe lt  i t ,  a  su d d en  
sp a tte r in g  in th e  le a v e s  of th e  tre e s  o v e rh e ad . It 
a lm o s t m a d e  h im  fee l good. So the b ra s s  h a d  been  
r ig h t ab o u t th a t ,  an y w ay . B u t like  ev e ry th in g  e lse  in 
G a m b le ’s line  of w ork , th a t  w as  bo th  good a n d  bad . 
B ad  b ec au se  nobody lik ed  s lipp ing  an d  s lid in g  th ro u g h  
th e  u n d e rb ru sh  in th e  w et, good b ec au se  th a t  m e a n t no

m oon to he lp  th e  c re e p s  w ith  th e ir  op tics.
T hey  c ro sse d  a  f a rm  ro a d  on th e  double , looking 

a ll a ro u n d  an d  d e lig h ted  th ey  found  n o th ing  to look a t.
T hen  th e y  w e re  a t  th e  ed g e  of th e  f irs t  of the  

c r e e p s ’ f ie ld s. T he c ro p  w as  ta ll a ll a ro u n d  them , 
a lm o s t o v e r  th e ir  h e a d s , it  w as  so n e a r  to h a rv e s tin g , 
b u t e x c e p t fo r s lip p in g  in th e  m u d d y  fu rro w s th e  m ov­
ing w as e a s ie r  now . T hey  c ro s se d  th e  fie ld  in a n o th e r  
ru sh , a n d  H a lv e rse n  h a l te d  th e m  in a  s tr ip  of w oods no 
m o re  th a n  a  h u n d red  fee t th ro u g h .

T hey  a ll took th e ir  positions. R iflem en  like  G a m ­
b le  d ro p p ed  on th e ir  be llie s  a t  th e  ed g e  of th e  nex t 
fie ld . M ikros s te p p ed  ca u tio u s ly  up  to jo in  th e m , h is 
b ig  ca rb o n -f ib e r  e le c tro n ic  e a r  flap p in g  in e v e ry  d i­
re c tio n . M a cR e ad y  h an d e d  ou t sp ik e s  to B u rto n  and  
C oglio, w ho m oved  a  few  s te p s  off, r ig h t an d  le ft, an d  
p la n te d  th e m  in th e  m u d d y  g ro u n d . T h a t w as  a n o th e r  
w ay  ra in  he lp ed , too. T he sp ik e s  s lid  in w ith  on ly  a  lit­
tle  g ru n tin g ; th ey  d id n ’t h a v e  to ta k e  th e  r isk  of poun ­
d ing  th e m  in.

F ro m  w h e re  he  la y  G am b le  could  see  th e  p ic tu re  
b u ild ing  up  on M a c R e a d y ’s sc re e n , b lue  f ig u re s  an d  
yellow . T he b lue  w as  w h a t th e  in f ra re d  d e tec to rs  
p ic k ed  up : h e a t. T he yellow  w as  w h a t th e  tin y , un fe lt 
tre m b lin g  of th e  g ro u n d  to ld  th e  se ism ic s . B eca u se  the  
se ism ic  d e te c to rs  w e re  tw e n ty  fe e t a p a r t ,  p a ra lla x  
g a v e  you ra n g e . IR  w as  b e t te r  a t  te llin g  you so m e ­
th in g  w as  t h e r e ; b u t th e  se ism ic s  to ld  you w h ere  you 
could  h it it.

A cco rd in g  to bo th  se ism ic s  a n d  IR  so m e th in g  big 
w as  sh a k in g  th e  g ro u n d  no m o re  th a n  a  h u n d re d  y a rd s  
aw a y . T he p ic tu re  w as  on ly  a  sc rib b le  of lines, bu t 
G am b le  knew  w h a t it h a d  to be. A Je e p , a lm o s t c e r ­
ta in ly  k e p t th e re  w ith  its  en g in e  ru n n in g  to g ive  po w er 
to th e  a rm s  an d  d e te c to rs  of a n  o u tp o st of th e  c re ep s . 
T he in f ra re d  to ld  m o re . T h e re  w e re  h a lf  a  dozen b lue 
b lobs on th e  sc re e n , m u c h  t in ie r  th a n  th e  b r ig h t b lo tch  
of th e  Je e p . F a rm e r s .

T he q u es tio n  w as , w h a t w e re  th ey  doing?
G am b le  hoped , a n d  a lm o s t co n v in ced  h im self, 

th a t  th ey  w e re  s im p ly  a  lis ten in g  post. T hey  d id n ’t 
se em  to be m o v in g  a ro u n d , an d  th e ir  d isp o sitio n  d id n ’t 
look th re a te n in g  — tw o o r th re e  of th e m  w ere  a c tu a lly  
b eh in d  th e  J e e p , b e c a u se  th e ir  im a g e s  m e rg e d  w ith  
its.

H a lv e rsen , b a c k  fro m  sw eep in g  th e  te r r a in  w ith  
h is n ig h t g la s se s , s ta r te d  to w a rd  G am b le , ca u g h t a 
g lim p se  of th e  sc re e n , b ounded  o v er  to M acR eady . 
“ M o th e re ffe r, tu rn  it a ro u n d !”  he  g ra te d . M acR ead y  
h a d  in c au tio u s ly  s e t  up  th e  s c re e n  so th a t  it w as  ed g e  
on to th e  open fie ld . A nybody on th e  o th e r  side  m ig h t 
e a s ily  p ick  up  its  glow.

M aybe  th ey  h ad .
S o m eth in g  p lopped  a m o n g  th e  ta ll  s ta lk s  in the  

m id d le  of th e  fie ld , an d  th e  v a s t  no ise  an d  ey e -sea rin g  
lig h t of a  f la sh b a n g  g re n a d e  to ld  ev e ry o n e  th a t  the  
b a t t le  h a d  s ta r te d .

T h a t w as  one no ise  a n d  one ligh t. In a  m o m e n t the  
w hole fo re s t se c tio n  w as  no ise  a n d  ligh t. I t  w as  like the  
b ig g e s t d a m n e d e s t F o u r th  of J u ly  in th e  h is to ry  of the  
R ep u b lic , only G am b le  w a s n ’t looking a t  it  a c ro s s  a 
r iv e r .  H e w as  in th e  m id d le  of it.

I t  h a d n ’t b een  M acR ead y . I t h a d  b een  som ebody
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fro m  A ssau lt T e a m  D og, off a few  h u n d red  y a rd s  to  
the r ig h t, in cau tio u sly  h ittin g  a  tr ip w ire  o r f ir in g  a t  a  
shadow . T h a t w as  w h e re  th e  ac tio n  s ta r te d , h u t in  a 
m om en t it  w as  ev e ry w h e re .

H a lv e rsen  w as  pound ing  G a m b le ’s sh o u ld e r  a n d  
pointing  to th e  sp o t in d ic a ted  on M a c R e a d y ’s sc re en , 
w h ere  th e  b ig  so m e th in g  w as  ch u g g in g  aw ay .

G am b le  nodded , w rig g led  h im se lf  c o m fo r ta b le  
beside th e  tru n k  of a  ta ll  p ine  a n d  f ire d  one  b u rs t. A 
sh o rt one. H e w a s n ’t hop ing  to  do th e  J e e p  m u ch  h u r t, 
only to  keep  th e  m en  a ro u n d  it busy . I t  w as  up  to  
Coglio a n d  his com pound  r if le  to  do th e  job .

As soon a s  he  h a d  f ired , G am b le  ro lled  o v e r  r a p id ­
ly  th re e  tim es  to h is  le ft b e fo re  he  lif ted  h is  h ea d  a  
q u a r te r  of a n  inch to see  w h a t w as  h ap p en in g .

Coglio h ad  ju s t  p u lled  th e  tr ig g e r . T h e re  w as  no 
m o re  no ise th a n  a n  a irg u n  — w ell, it  w as  a n  a irg u n  — 
un til th e  li t t le  b u s -c a rry in g  p en c il ro ck e t w a s  w ell 
c le a r  of th e  m uzzle . I t  w as  go ing  no m o re  th a n  500 fee t 
a  second  th en . T hen , a  y a rd  ou t, i ts  li t t le  ro c k e t c u t in. 
H alf a  second  la te r  c a m e  th e  s h a rp  k r ik  it  m a d e  w hen  
it w en t su p e rso n ic .

In th a t  m o m en t, r e tu r n  f ire  fro m  a c ro s s  th e  fie ld  
dug a  ho le w h ere  G a m b le ’s h e a d  h ad  been  befo re  he  
rolled.

H e w inced  an y w ay , b e c a u se  h e  co u ld n ’t he lp  it, 
bu t th a t  w as  w h a t h e  h a d  ro lled  aw ay  fo r. H e w a s n ’t 
h u rt. B u t Coglio h a d  go t h is  ro u n d  off a n d  w as  p ro b a ­
bly th ra sh in g  aw a y  h im se lf  a s  f a s t  a s  he  cou ld , w hile 
th e  f ire - tra il  of th e  ro c k e t la n c e d  in to  th e  w oods a c ro ss  
th e  field . I t  m u s t h av e  b a sh e d  a  few  b ra n c h e s  on th e  
w ay . T h a t d id n ’t m a tte r .  T he lit tle  p iezo -ac tiv a ted  fins 
ben t ju s t  enough  to  k eep  it  on c o u rse ; th e  s m a r t  fuze 
w ould no t le t i ts e lf  be  s e t off by  co n ta c t. T he m in ib u s 
re a c h e d  th e  e x a c t r a n g e  Coglio h ad  s e t  i t  fo r. T hen , 
ex a c tly  on ta rg e t,  it  f ired . F if ty  g r a m s  of h igh -density  
pow der d ro v e  a  sc o re  of f le c h e tte s  dow n on w h a t lay  
below , J e e p  a n d  m en . G am b le  th o u g h t he  h e a rd  a  yell 
of agony  — hoped  h e  h e a rd  it  — b u t th e re  w as  no ise  
from  a ll o v e r  now, a n d  no w ay  to b e  su re .

Som eone so m ew h ere  h a d  once  s a id  w h a t th e  
h u m an  e a r  w as like in  b a t tle : A cup . I t  cou ld  fill w ith  
noise , m o re  no ise  th a n  its  ow ner h ad  e v e r  h e a rd  b e ­
fore , b u t it  cou ld  ho ld  ju s t  so m u c h  no ise  a n d  th e  r e s t  
ju s t  r a n  ou t a n d  sp e n t itse lf. G a m b le ’s e a r s  w e re  full. 
M u tte rin g  c ru m p s  f ro m  h e re , s h a rp  ra p id -f ire  c la t te r  
from  th e re , th e  f a r t  sounds of a u to m a tic  s e r ia l  g r e ­
n ad e s  on th e ir  p a ra c h u te s  — th e re  w a s  no k in d  of no ise  
th a t  w a s n ’t b la s tin g  a t  h im . H e d id  no t even  
d istin g u ish  th e  f la sh -c ra c k  of th e  ro u n d  th a t  go t 
Coglio, b u t h e  saw  th e  m uzzle  f la re . H e a im e d  a t  th e  
so u rce  of th e  c o u n te rf ire  a n d  s p ra y e d  it, ro llin g  b ack  
to  h is  f irs t  position . H e h ad  t im e  to  no te  th a t  th e re  w as 
a  hole w h e re  h is h e a d  h a d  la in  th a t  sm e lle d  of ho t d ir t 
a n d  b u rn t po w d er w h ile  h e  go t off a n o th e r  b u rs t  an d  
ro lled  aw ay  ag a in .

T h e re  w as f ire  fro m  bo th  s id es a n d  in  fro n t, an d  
s tr a y  b u rs ts  b eh ind  th e  te a m ’s position . P a ra c h u te  
f la re s  lig h ted  up  th e  open  field . F la sh b a n g s  exp loded  
ev e ry  few  seconds. T hey  g av e  m o re  lig h t th a n  an y o n e  
on th e  te a m  w an te d , b u t a  lo t le ss  th a n  could  do th em  
an y  good. T he tr e e s  an d  th e  ta l l  c ro p  p la n ts  w e re  v is i­
b le  a s  hell, b u t w h a te v e r  w as  h id d en  beh in d  th em

s ta y e d  h idden .
A n o th er b u rs t  a n d  a n o th e r  ro ll p u t G am b le  n e x t to 

M acR ead y , ju g g lin g  h is  f i l te rs  a n d  h is  g a in  to  t r y  to 
k ee p  th e  no ise  of exp lod ing  o rd n a n c e  fro m  sw am p in g  
h is  se ism ic s  a n d  th e  f la re  of H E  fro m  d ro w n in g  th e  IR  
tr a c e s .  G am b le  co u ld n ’t  f i re  fro m  th e re . N o one in h is 
r ig h t m in d  w ould  d raw  c o u n te r f ire  on h is  ey e s  a n d  
e a r s .  B u t h e  took a  q u ick  look b e fo re  h e  ro lle d  aw ay . 
T he  se ism ic s  show ed  th a t, a t  le a s t ,  th e  J e e p  en g in e  
w a s n ’t ru n n in g  an y  m o re , an d  th e  m ov in g  sh a p e s  on 
th e  IR  w e re n ’t m ov ing . T he  f le c h e tte s  fro m  th e  
m in ib u s  h ad  done th e ir  job .

I t  re a lly  h a d  b een  a  y e ll h e ’d h e a rd , G am b le  
d ec id ed  a s  h e  ro lle d  to a  new  fir in g  position . T he 
c re e p s  w e re  tough  f ig h te rs , b u t ev en  th ey  go t u p se t 
enough  to  s c re a m  w h en  a  f le c h e tte  th e  size  of a  
ten p en n y  na il c a m e  dow n th ro u g h  h e lm e t o r  body 
a r m o r  a n d  sp e n t itse lf  in  th e ir  so ft p a r ts .

D ow n th e  line , T ea m  Z e b ra  opened  up  w ith  its  
a u to m a tic  m o r ta rs .  Y ou co u ld n ’t  h ide  th e  s ig n a tu re  of 
a  m o r ta r  on ce  i t  b e g a n  to  f ire . O nce th e  g u n la y e rs  h ad  
p u n ch ed  in  a z im u th , e lev a tio n  a n d  fuze s e ttin g  th ey  
w e re  gone, a s  f a r  a s  th ey  cou ld  g e t b e fo re  th e  co u n te r­
f ire  c a m e  in . S u rp ris in g ly , th e  f a rm e r s  w e re  slow . T he 
fo u r m o r ta r s  go t off m o re  th a n  a  dozen  ro u n d s  am o n g  
th e m  b efo re  m o r ta r s  f ro m  th e  o th e r  s id e  p u n ch ed  
th e ir  c lock  — a n d  th e n  m o r ta r s  fro m  T ea m  P o p p a  
r e tu rn e d  th e  fa v o r  on th e  m o r ta r s  of th e  c re ep s .

I t  w as  go ing  w ell, G a m b le  th o u g h t, ro llin g  a n d  f ir ­
ing , ro llin g  a n d  f irin g . In co m in g  f ire  w as  s lo w er th a n  
it  shou ld  h a v e  been . E i th e r  th e  f a r m e r s  h a d  been  
c a u g h t w ith  th e ir  p a n ts  dow n o r th e y  s im p ly  w e re n ’t 
a s  w ell p r e p a re d  a s  u su a l. In  th e  fa n  of f ire  ju s t  a h e a d  
of T e a m  B rav o , M a c R e a d y ’s s e n so rs  show ed  v e ry  l i t­
tle  a c tiv ity . A ny m o m e n t, G am b le  d ec id ed , H a lv e rsen  
w ould g iv e  a  ye ll a n d  it  w ou ld  be  tim e  fo r  th e  final 
ru sh .

T he  yell d id n ’t com e.
A f la sh b a n g  w e n t off no t a  dozen  y a rd s  from  

G am b le . H is e a rd ru m s  fe lt a s  th ough  th ey  h a d  been  
sp ik e d ; h is  ey e s  w e re  to ta lly  b lin d ed  fo r  th e  m o m en t. 
B u t in  th a t  sp li t  second  of v io len t f la r e  h e  h a d  c a u g h t a 
g lim m e r  of so m e th in g  o v erh ead .

I t  w as  a  p a ra fo il.
G am b le  froze.
H e ru b b e d  h is  ru in e d  ey e s , b lin k in g  fu rio u sly , t r y ­

ing  w ith  a s  li t t le  m o v e m e n t a s  p o ss ib le  to  g e t  b a c k  th e  
s ig h t h e  h a d  lost. I t  c a m e  b ac k  slow ly, only  o u tlin es  a t  
f irs t,  a n d  fla sh e s  of lig h t fro m  th e  f ire  zone —

T hen  h e  saw  th e  d im m e r , s c a r ie r  f lic k e r  fro m  th e  
p a ra fo il o v e rh e ad , sp in n in g  g en tly  dow n to w a rd  th em  
lik e  th e  seed p o d  fro m  a n  elm .

I t  w as  a  b ig  one. F ro m  M y la r  w in g tip  to  w in g tip  it 
h a d  to  b e  a  dozen  y a r d s  a c ro s s . B ig  ones held  b ig  
h u r ts . Y ou co u ld n ’t  te ll fro m  looking  a t  it  w h a t k ind  of 
g ifts  its  bus co n ta in ed . Y ou co u ld n ’t  te ll how i t  w as  
fu sed  — p ro x im ity , tim e , m otion , IF F ,  w h a te v e r . You 
cou ld  on ly  be  s u re  th a t  it  h a d  s e n so rs  th a t  w e re  look­
ing  fo r so m e th in g  to  h u r t, a n d  th a t  it  w as  b ad  new s. 
T h is  w as  no m in ib u s  w ith  a  coup le  dozen  flec h e tte s . 
T h is  cou ld  ru in  y o u r d ay  se rio u s ly .

< C on tinued  to  p a g e  38)
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It Came from 
the Slushpile
By Bruce Bethke
Art by Larry Blamire

T he p la ce  s ta n k . A q u ee r , m in g led  s te n c h  th a t  on­
ly  th e  m a n u sc r ip t-b u r ie d  offices of fic tion  m a g az in e s  
know . G roping  fo r th e  lig h t sw itch , R ex  M anly , the 
tw o-fisted  ed ito r  of S tu p e fy in g  S to r ie s  M a g a zin e , led  
tw o ju n io r  co llege  in te rn s  in to  th e  c ra m p e d  a n d  w in ­
dow less b ack  office.

“ T his is  th e  s lu sh  p ile ,”  R ex  sa id  in h is deep , 
m a tu re  vo ice. “ N o rm ally  w e try  to  s ta y  on top  of it, 
b u t our a s so c ia te  e d ito r  q u it s ix  m o n th s  ago  an d  w e 
co u ld n ’t a ffo rd  to r e p la c e  h er. So w e ’v e  le t it g e t a li t­
tle  ou t of h a n d .” R ex  found the  lig h t sw itc h ; a f te r  a 
few  c ra c k le s  from  a  dy ing  tr a n s fo rm e r , f lic k e ry  b lue 
f lu o re sc en t lig h t flooded th e  room . S heila , th e  ta ll, 
w illow y, b londe in te rn , g a sp e d ; Ja n in e , th e  o th e r  in ­
te rn , b it h e r  lip  a n d  fough t b ac k  th e  te a rs .

“ T h e re  a r e  som e s ix  th o u san d  u n so lic ited  m a n u ­
sc r ip ts  h e re ,”  R ex  con tinued . “ Of those , s ix  h u n d red  
a r e  w orth  re a d in g , an d  one h u n d red  w o rth  pub lish ing . 
A t b es t, tw e lv e  s u it o u r c u r re n t  n eed s  an d  b u d g e t w ell 
enough  to be p u rch a sed .

“ Y our jo b ,”  R ex  sa id , a s  he  la id  h is m a ss iv e  h and  
on th e  m an ila -co lo red  h eap , “ is  to  s if t th ro u g h  th is  and  
find th e  dozen g em s th a t  m ig h t  be h id ing  h e re .”  Sud­
denly , th e  s ta c k  of m a n u sc r ip ts  sh if ted  an d  b eg a n  co l­
lap sin g  a ro u n d  h im  like an  e ra s a b le  bond  a v a la n ch e . 
W ith an  ag ility  u n com m on  in a  m a n  h is size , R ex  le a p t 
c le a r . “ Y ou g e t h a lf  an  h ou r fo r lu n c h ,” he sa id  c a lm ­
ly , a s  if no th ing  h a d  h ap p en ed . “ W e se e  th e re  isn ’t a 
clock in h e re , so w e ’ll send  so m eo n e  by  a t  noon to 
check  up  on you. C offee’s  in th e  a r t  d e p a r tm e n t ;  if you 
d id n ’t b row n-bag  th e re ’s  a  B u rg e r  K ing up  th e  s t r e e t .”  
T he tw o w om en  w e re  s till o v e raw ed  by th e  H e rcu lean  
— o r r a th e r ,  A ugean  — ta sk  th ey  faced , an d  a s k e d  no 
questions. R ex  closed  the  door a s  h e  left.

“ R e ad y  fo r lunch  y e t? ”  th e  sh a p e ly  b ru n e tte  
a sk ed  a s  sh e  a rc h e d  h e r  b ack  a g a in s t  th e  d o o rfram e , 
an d  w ith  s tu d ied  c a re le s sn e s s  c a u g h t a  po lished  
f in g e rn a il on the  h em  of h e r  sk ir t,  tug g in g  it  up  to ex ­
pose a  f la sh  of s ilk -stock inged  th igh .

“ In  a  m in u te , G in a ,”  R e x  s a id  to th e  A rt D irec to r, 
w ith o u t looking up. “ W e’v e  g o t a  re a lly  tough  co m m a 
fau lt h e re  w e ’r e  try in g  to n a il dow n .”  G ina pou ted  and  
sig h ed  h eav ily , rem in d in g  R ex  th a t  it  w as  d an g e ro u s  
to le av e  h e r  w ith  id le  tim e  on h e r  h ands . “ T ell you 
w h a t ,”  R ex  sa id . “ Do us a  fav o r  an d  te ll th o se  tw o in­
te rn s  w o rk in g  th e  s lu sh  p ile  th a t  i t ’s  tim e  fo r lunch , 
o k a y ? ”  W ithout an sw erin g , th e  A rt D ire c to r  tu rn ed  
an d  s a u n te re d  dow n th e  ha ll, h e r  h igh  h ee ls  c lick ing  
ou t a  se d u c tiv e  M orse code on th e  te rra z z o  floor.

T his w as  follow ed, in s h o r t  o rd e r , by a p ie rc in g  
sc re a m .

R ex  v au lte d  o v e r  h is d esk  an d  ra n  out in to  the  
ha ll, to find  G ina w a ilin g  h y s te r ic a lly . M a sc a ra  
s tr e a m e d  dow n h e r  ch eek s  like  oil from  a  leak y  ro c k e r  
a r m  co v er. “ W hat h a p p e n e d ? ”  h e  d em an d e d  a s  he 
g ra b b e d  h e r  rough ly .

“ Y o u ’re  h u r tin g  m y  ro u g h ly !”  sh e  c r ie d . R ex 
re la x e d  h is g r ip ; G ina sobbed , b u ried  h e r  fa c e  in h is 
b ro ad  ch e s t, a n d  sa id , “ I t ’s aw ful! T e rr ib le !  H ideous! 
G r u e — !”

H e s la p p e d  h er. “ E x c e ss  a d je c tiv e s !  ”
G ina sh u d d e red , th e n  re g a in e d  h e r  com posu re . 

“ S heila  an d  J a n in e , th e y ’r e  ... oh, i t ’s  too h o rrib le ! ”  A 
sm a ll c ro w d  w as  g a th e r in g  a ro u n d  th e  door of the in ­
te rn s ’ o ffice, so R ex  help ed  G ina in to  a c h a ir  an d  b u ll­
ed  h is w ay  th ro u g h  th e  s ta ffe rs .

“ D oes an y o n e  h e re  know  — ? ”  H e stopped , the  
qu es tio n  ca u g h t in h is  th ro a t. S heila  an d  J a n in e  lay  on 
th e  floor, tw o c ru sh e d , in k -sm e a red  c o rp se s  half- 
co v e red  in m a n u sc r ip ts .

“ T he slu sh  p ile m u s t h a v e  im p lo d ed ,”  sa id  P hil 
J e n n in g s , th e  S cience  F a c t  E d ito r , w h o ’d slipped  
th ro u g h  th e  crow d  to  s ta n d  a t  R e x ’s  r ig h t elbow . “ No 
o ne’s  e v e r  re s e a rc h e d  th e  c r i t ic a l  m a s s  of u npub lished  
m a n u sc r ip ts . T hey m a y  u n d erg o  g ra v ita tio n a l co l­
la p se  like a  b lack  hole. ”

R ex  c ro u c h ed ; P h il c ro u ch ed  w ith  h im . “ B u t the  
ink s ta in s ,”  R ex  sa id  softly .

P h il g in g e rly  re a c h e d  ou t an d  touched  J a n in e ’s
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face . “ S till f re s h ,” he sa id .
“ T hen  a t  le a s t  w e’r e  g e ttin g  th ro u g h  ab o u t u sing  

new  ty p e w r ite r  r ib b o n s .”  R ex  stood , re so lv e  g iv ing  
s tre n g th  to h is voice. “ O kay , le t’s  g e t th e m  ou t of 
th e re . J e r r y ,  D a v e ,”  he po in ted  to tw o of the  
k ey lin e rs , “ g e t in th e re  an d  g e t th e ir  fee t. P h il, ta k e  
S h e ila ; w e ’ll ta k e  J a n in e .”  C au tiously , th e  k ey lin e rs  
w ad ed  in to  th e  office, b u t b e fo re  th e y ’d g o tte n  m o re  
th a n  an k le  d eep  they  bo th  s lip p ed  an d  fell on the  
e ra s a b le  bond. “ A re  you o k a y ? ” R ex  ca lle d  out.

“ T hink  s o ,”  a n sw e re d  J e r r y ,  w ho w a s  c lo se s t to 
th e  c e n te r  of the  h ea p , “ b u t th e r e ’s so m e th in g  funny  
go ing  on h e re . M y foo t’s  c a u g h t on so m e th in g .”

“ Oh m y  G od ,” D av e  g asp ed .
B ehind  J e r r y ,  a  la rg e , w hite- an d  b lack -sp eck led  

pseudopod w as slow ly e x tru d in g  fro m  th e  s lu sh  p ile . 
“ P h i l? ”  R ex  a sk e d  c a lm ly , h is  vo ice bely in g  th e  cold  
h o rro r  he fe lt. “ W hat do you m a k e  of th a t? ”

P h il le an e d  fo rw ard , sq u in ted , took off h is g la s se s  
an d  c lean ed  th em  on the  ta il of h is  s h ir t,  p u t th em  
b ac k  on, an d  th en  sq u in ted  ag a in . “ H a rd  to te ll fro m  
th is  d is ta n c e ,”  he sa id  so ftly , “ b u t it  looks like a 
p la g ia r iz a tio n  of a n  old T w ilig h t Z o n e  s c r ip t .”

“ W hat a r e  you ... ? ”  J e r r y  ro lled  a ro u n d  an d  
c a u g h t a g lim p se  of the  th in g  s li th e r in g  up  b eh in d  h im . 
H is s c re a m  ca ta ly z e d  th e  r e s t  in to  ac tion .

“ G ive m e  y o u r  h a n d !” R ex  bellow ed  a s  he le ap t 
in to  th e  room . In m o m e n ts  h e ’d w re n ch e d  D av e  fre e  
an d  p u sh ed  h im  out th e  door, b u t b y  th en  the  
pseudopod  h ad  J e r r y  an d  w as d raw in g  h im  d e e p e r  in ­
to th e  p ile. “ S om eone find  a  r o p e !” R ex  shou ted . 
F ig h tin g  for b a lan c e , he w ad ed  in d e e p e r . J e r r y  
c law ed  fo r h im  like a  d row n ing  m a n ; th e ir  f in g e rs  
touched  b rie fly , an d  then  R ex  lost h is foo ting  a n d  w en t 
dow n.

“ H old on, R e x !” P h il shou ted . H e pu lled  ou t his 
b u ta n e  lig h te r , s e t  i t  to H igh, a n d  c h a rg e d  in, w ield ing  
th e  l ig h te r  like  a  f lam in g  sw ord . W ith fou r w ild  
s la sh e s , he f re e d  R ex.

“ Now fo r J e r r y !  ” R ex  bellow ed.
“ I t ’s  too la t e ! ”  P h il sc re a m e d . R ex  p low ed  b ack  

into the  m a n u sc r ip ts , w h ile  P h il tr ie d  to s ta v e  off the  
ad v an c in g  p seudopod ia , b u t a  s ix ty -p a g e  re w r i te  of 
G enesis 5:1-24 ro se  up an d  s la p p e d  th e  l ig h te r  ou t of 
P h il’s h and . T hen  the  s lu sh  p ile  b eg a n  b u ild ing  in to  a 
g re a t  w av e  th a t  to w ered  o v er th em . “ R ex ! G et o u t! ” 
Ph il y e lled  a s  h e  dove h e a d f irs t  th ro u g h  th e  doo rw ay . 
R e lu c tan tly , R ex  follow ed. “ S h u t i t ! ”  P h il shou ted . 
M ost of th e  s ta f fe rs  h ad  a lre a d y  ru n  aw a y , a n d  those  
th a t  r e m a in e d  w e re  p a ra ly z e d  w ith  fe a r ,  b u t one of the  
f re e - lan c e  book re v ie w e rs  h ad  so m e th in g  of h is  w its 
left ab o u t h im  an d  he pu lled  th e  door sh u t, ju s t  a s  the  
h eap  s m a sh e d  a g a in s t i t  w ith  a  g r e a t  soggy  th u m p .

R ex  sa g g e d  a g a in s t  th e  w all. “ J e r r y , ” he sa id  
so ftly . “ Oh J e r r y ,  w e ’r e  s o r ry .”

D ab b in g  h e r  ey e s  w ith  a K leenex , G ina  g a v e  R ex  
a conso ling  hug. “ T h e re ’s  no th ing  you  cou ld  h a v e  
d o n e ,” she  sa id .

R eso lve  flooded back  in to  R ex , a n d  he b eg an  is s u ­
ing  co m m an d s . “ You th e re ,”  he b a rk e d , p o in ting  a t  
th e  su rv iv in g  p rod u c tio n  c re w , “ find  so m e th in g  to 
b a r r ic a d e  th is  doorw ay .

“ P h i l ! ”  h e  sn a p p ed . “ W h a t is  th a t  th in g ? ”
P h il took off h is  g la sse s , ch ew ed  th e  e a rp ie c e  fo r a 

b it, th e n  sh ru g g e d  an d  sa id , “ B e a ts  the  hell ou t of
m e .”

“ W e p a y  you tw o h u n d re d  d o lla rs  a  m o n th  fo r 
S c ien ce  F a c t s ,” R ex  g row led , “ an d  a ll you ca n  sa y  is_>>

“ H ey, I only  m in o r e d  in B io lo g y !” P h il sa id  
d e fen siv e ly . “ I m a jo re d  in  P h ilo so p h y . Y ou w an t a 
p h ilo so p h e r’s g u ess  a b o u t i t ? ”  R ex  sa id  n o th ing , so 
P h il co n tin u ed . “ O kay , h e r e ’s th e  h a rd -sc ien ce  g u ess : 
I t ’s  a  ce llu lo se  life fo rm  th a t  m im ic s  m a n u sc r ip ts  for 
p ro te c tiv e  co lo ra tio n . M aybe i t ’s  sy m b io tic  w ith  the  
scuzzy  b lu e  m o ld  th a t  g ro w s in old co ffee  cups. 
K a th ry n  w as  a lw a y s  le av in g  h a lf-em p ty  cu p s  in 
th e re .”

R ex  shook  his h ead . “ Too 1940-ish. Old h a t .”
“ O k a y ,”  P h il sa id , “ h e r e ’s th e  p h ilo soph ica l 

g u ess . I t ’s  d iv in e  re tr ib u tio n  fo r le ttin g  m a n u sc r ip ts  
s it  fo r s ix  m o n th s .”

“ W e n e v e r  b uy  th eo lo g ica l f a n ta s y .” R ex  thou g h t 
a m o m e n t m o re , th en  re a c h e d  a  decision . “ It d o esn ’t  
m a t te r  w h e re  it  c a m e  fro m . T he qu es tio n  is, w h a t do 
w e do ab o u t i t ? ”

“ G e t m o re  l ig h te r s ,”  th e  book re v ie w e r  sa id . 
“ T o rch  th e  s u c k e r .”

“ W e’d r a th e r  n o t,”  R ex  sa id . “ T he b u ild in g ’s a 
f i r e t r a p .”

“ L e t’s lu re  it in to  th e  p a p e r  c u t te r ,”  G ina  su g ­
g es ted . “ Do a  C onan on it. F ig h t h a c k s  w ith  h ac k s , I 
s a y .”

“ I d o n ’t th in k  th a t ’s  a good id e a ,”  P h il an sw e re d . 
“ I t ’s e x tre m e ly  a m o rp h o u s . I t m a y  ev en  be a colony 
o rg a n ism . C u t it  in h a lf  a n d  w e m a y  w ell end  up  w ith  
tw o  m o n s te r s .”

“ Do you h a v e  a  b e t te r  id e a ? ” R ex  asked .
“ I th in k  w e shou ld  a t ta c k  its  com p o n en t p a r t s ,” 

P h il sa id . “ If w e c a n  d isp e rs e  th em , w e m ig h t d e s tro y  
its  w ill to  e x is t .”

“ H u h ? ”  s a id  G ina.
“ W e m u s t r e je c t  i t , ” P h il s a id  p o rten to u sly . “ R e ­

je c t  e v e ry  la s t  p iece  of i t .”
“ I know  w h e re  th e re  a r e  som e re je c tio n  s l ip s !” 

th e  book re v ie w e r  sho u ted . H e d a sh ed  o v e r  to the  
m a n a g in g  e d i to r ’s  o ffice , a n d  in m o m e n ts  r e tu rn e d  
b e a r in g  tw o  fis tfu ls  of p a p e r .

R ex  took one, a n d  p u sh ed  th e  o th e r  in to  P h i l ’s 
h an d s . “ If it g e ts  p a s t  m e  . . . , ”  R ex  began . P h il nodd­
ed.

“ O h, be c a r e f u l ! ”  G ina  sobbed  a s  she  hu g g ed  R ex.
“ E a s y , k id ,”  he sa id  coolly . “ Y ou’re  g e ttin g  

m a s c a ra  on m y  s h i r t .”  T h en  he looked to Phil. 
“ R e a d y ? ” P h il nodded .

L uck ily , th e  s ta f fe rs  R ex  h ad  se n t ru n n in g  to find 
b a r r ic a d e  m a te r ia ls  h a d  s im p ly  k ep t run n in g , so a ll he 
h ad  to  do w as  k ick  open  th e  doo r, s te p  in to  the  b rea ch , 
a n d  s t a r t  p a s s in g  ou t th e  slip s . In seconds, though , it 
b e c a m e  obvious th a t  so m e th in g  w as  te rr ib ly  w rong . 
In s te a d  of be ing  d riv en  b ac k , th e  th ing  w as  su rg in g  
fo rw a rd , sw e llin g , g r o w in g ; i t  ev en  fo rm e d  a 
p seu d o h ea d  a n d  s ta r te d  ca tc h in g  th e  s lip s on th e  fly, 
like  a  sp a n ie l ju m p in g  fo r D oggie Snax. “ W hat the
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h e ll? ” P h il w o n d ered  aloud . T hen  h e  looked a t  th e  
slip s he h e ld :

S tu p e fy in g  S to r ie s

D e a r  W rite r,

T h a n k s  fo r  s h o w in g  u s  th e  
en c lo sed  m a n u sc r ip t. W e’ve  re a d  it 
a n d  a r e  so r ry  to sa y  w e do n o t th ink  
i t ’s  q u ite  r ig h t fo r S tu p e fy in g  a t  th is  
tim e . P le a s e  do n ’t  r e g a rd  th is  a s  a 
re flec tio n  on th e  q u a lity  of y o u r w ork ; 
w e re c e iv e  a g re a t  m a n y  p u b lish ab le  
s to r ie s  b u t s im p ly  d o n ’t h a v e  the  
sp a c e  to  p r in t e v e ry  one w e like.

B e ca u se  of th e  g r e a t  n u m b e r  of 
su b m iss io n s  w e re c e iv e , w e can n o t 
m a k e  m o re  sp ec ific  co m m en ts . B u t 
a g a in , th a n k s  fo r  g iv ing  u s th e  op p o r­
tu n ity  to  co n s id e r  it, a n d  w e hope you 
find  a  m a rk e t  fo r it  e lsew h e re .

C ord ia lly ,
R ex  M anly , E d ito r

“ G et ou t of th e r e ! ” P h il s c re a m e d . "Y o u ’r e  e n ­
courag ing  i t ! ”  R ex  h a s tily  b a c k ed  ou t of th e  ro o m ; th e  
th ing  follow ed h im , sw irlin g  a b o u t h is f e e t a n d  e m it­
ting  h ap p y  y ip p in g  sounds. T hey  b a re ly  go t th e  door 
sh u t in  tim e ; w hen  it re a liz e d  th a t  R ex  h a d  g o tten  
aw ay  it  b eg a n  fu riously  h u rlin g  itse lf  a t  th e  door, a n d  
it  took bo th  R ex  an d  P h il to  hold  th e  door closed.

“ W hat w en t w ro n g ? ” R ex  d em an d e d . “ A naly s is, 
M r. J e n n in g s !”

“ W e n eed  so m e th in g  co ld e r  a n d  b lu n te r ,” P h il 
an sw ered . “ W e need  to  s tu n  it, d e p re ss  it, c ru sh  its  
ego.”  T he  th in g  b u ilt up  in to  a n o th e r  g r e a t  w av e  a n d  
c ra sh e d  a g a in s t  th e  door; th is  t im e  th e  book re v ie w e r  
h ad  to  th ro w  h is sh o u ld e r in to  it, too. “ A nd soon! ” P h il 
shouted .

“ T he p rev io u s  ed ito r  u sed  s lip s  like  th a t ,” R ex  
sa id . “ C an  you  hold th e  do o r w h ile  w e look fo r s o m e ? ” 
N ot w a itin g  fo r an  an sw e r, R ex  sp r in te d  b ac k  to  h is 
office a n d  b eg an  ru m m a g in g  a ro u n d  in  th e  filing  c a b ­
inets.

“ I h a te  w o rk ing  on s p e c ,”  th e  book re v ie w e r  
g row led.

In  a  few  m in u te s , R ex  re tu rn e d . “ T h ese  a r e  a l l  w e 
could f in d ,” he  sa id . “ Will th ey  d o ? ” P h il took one an d  
re a d :

S T U P E F Y IN G  
S to r ie s  a n d  S c ien ce

D ea r C o n trib u to r,

W e r e g r e t  th a t  w e a r e  u n ab le  to  
use  th e  en c lo sed  m a te r ia l .  T h an k  you 
fo r g iv ing  us th e  o p p o rtu n ity  to con ­
s id e r  it.

T he E d ito rs

“ I t m ig h t ,”  P h il sa id , “ it  ju s t  m ig h t .”
W ith G in a 's  he lp , K ex  la id  o u t a  se m i c irc le  ot r e ­

jec tion  s lip s  in  f ro n t of th e  door. W hen th e  la s t  one w as  
in p la ce , h e  y e lled , “ N o w !” , a n d  P h il a n d  th e  book 
rev ie w er le a p t  c le a r .  T he  door b u r s t  open  w ith  a  v io­
lence  th a t  n e a r ly  to re  it  f ro m  its  h in g es , a n d  th e  
d isg u stin g , p u lsa tin g  m a s s  s li th e re d  fo rw a rd , found  
th e  f i r s t  re je c tio n  s lip , p a u s e d ...

“ I t ’s w o rk in g ! ”  P h il crow ed .
T h e  s lu sh  p ile  sh u d d e re d , d rew  b ack  s lig h tly , an d  

b eg an  w h im p e rin g . T h is  qu ick ly  b u ilt in to  a  sp a s tic  
q u iv e rin g , an d  th e  p ile  b eg a n  s lough ing  off r e tu rn  
en v e lo p es a n d  loose s ta m p s .

“ Is  it  dy in g ?  ’’ G ina  a sk ed .
P h il w iped  th e  p e rsp ira tio n  fro m  h is g la sse s , 

p e e re d  c lo se ly  a t  th e  tre m b lin g  hu lk , a n d  sa id , “ I ’m  
no t s u r e .”

“ I ’ll show  you  how  to m a k e  s u r e ! ” th e  book 
re v ie w e r  sh o u ted  a s  h e  r a n  u p  th e  hall. “ W e g iv e  it the  
coup  d e  g r a c e !” H e found  a  ty p e w r ite r , c ra n k e d  in a 
sh e e t of le t te rh e a d , a n d  b eg a n  f ra n tic a lly  c lack in g  
aw ay .

“ W h at a r e  you do ing? ’’ G ina ask ed .
“ W h at I do b e s t ,”  h e  sa id  w ith  a  w ick ed  g rin . 

“ C ru sh in g  a n  eg o .” H e f in ish ed  th e  le t te r ,  y an k e d  it 
ou t of th e  ty p e w rite r , a n d  r a n  b a c k  to  show  it to  the 
o th e rs . “ O ne look a t  th is , a n d  it  w ill sh r iv e l up  a n d  
d ie ! ”

“ A b it s tro n g , d o n ’t you  th in k ?  ’ ’ R ex  obse rv ed .
I t  re a d :

D e a r  T a le n tle s s  H ack ,
W ere  you  by c h a n c e  go ing  to  the 

tow n lan d fill on th e  s a m e  d a y  th a t  you 
m a ile d  y o u r m a n u sc r ip t?  W e a sk  
b ec a u se  it  a p p e a r s  th a t  you  h av e  go t­
ten  confused , d is c a rd e d  y o u r s to ry , 
a n d  m a ile d  y o u r g a rb a g e  in s tea d .

In  th e  fu tu re  you m a y  sa v e  
y o u rse lf  p o s ta g e  by s im p ly  no t su b ­
m ittin g  to  u s a t  a ll. W e w ill be  w a t­
ch in g  fo r y o u r  n a m e ; r e s t  a s s u re d  
th a t  w e w ill n e v e r  fo rg iv e  you fo r a t ­
te m p tin g  to  fo is t th is  load  of p a th e tic  
c ra p o la  off o n u s .

W ith m a lic e  a fo re th o u g h t,
T h e  E d ito rs

“ I ’m  no t so  su re  th is  is a  good id e a ,”  P h il sa id .
“ N o n sen se ,” th e  book re v ie w e r  co u n te red . “ I ’ve 

done th is  a  th o u sa n d  tim es . J u s t  w a tc h .” H e slipped  
th e  le t te r  u n d e r  th e  n e a re s t  e d g e  of th e  s lu sh  p ile ; 
w ith in  seco n d s  th e  th in g  w as  sm o k in g , sh ak in g , an d  
le ttin g  o u t h id eo u s g ro an s . “ Y ou s e e ? ” th e  book 
re v ie w e r  s a id  sm u g ly  — a n d  in  le ss  tim e  th a n  it  ta k e s  
to  d e s c r ib e  it, th e  s lu sh  p ile  ro se  up , q u iv e rin g  an d  
ro a r in g , a n d  sq u a sh e d  h im  f la t te r  th a n  a  th in -c ru s t 
p izza.

“ G ood G o d !” R ex  ye lled . “ T h a t only  en ra g e d  it! 
R u n ! "  he  sh o u ted , a s  if G ina a n d  P h il n eed ed  in s tru c ­
tions.

T he th in g  s u rg e d  dow n th e  h a llw ay  a f te r  them ,

Annual Anthology, May 1988 PAGE 19



b ellow ing  a n g r ily  an d  en g u lfin g  c h a ir s ,  d esk s , 
a s h tra y s  — an y th in g  th a t stood in its  w ay . T h e re  w as 
no p lan  to  th e ir  fligh t, only  sh e e r  a d re n a lin  p an ic , an d  
so  th e y  w ound  up  dash in g  in to  th e  A rt D e p a r tm e n t two 
s te p s  a h e a d  of th e  th ing. P h il s la m m e d  th e  door in its  
p seu d o fa ce ; sinew s s tra in in g , R ex  held  th e  door shu t 
w h ile  P h il tipped  ov er a few  filing  c a b in e ts  an d  pushed  
th em  to g e th e r  to fo rm  a b a r r ic a d e .

F ru s t ra te d ,  th e  pile d rew  b ack  a n d  th en  th rew  
itse lf  a g a in s t  the  door w ith  a ll i ts  fo rce . M iracu lo u sly , 
th e  filing  ca b in e ts  held. “ W ell, w e ’r e  s a fe  fo r the  m o ­
m e n t ,”  P h il s a id  betw een  g a sp s . “ I t  c a n ’t  g e t in .”

“ J u s t  one p ro b le m ,”  R ex  no ted . “ W e c a n ’t g e t out 
e i th e r .” T he th re e  of th em  looked  a ro u n d . T h e re  w as 
indeed  no o th e r  w ay  o u t: no w indow , no door, no co n ­
v en ien tly  la rg e  a i r  d u c t ...

“ W e’re  tra p p e d !  ”  G ina w ailed .
“ G e t a  g r ip  on y o u rse lf !”  R ex  sh riek ed . “ T his is 

no tim e  for h y s te r i a ! ”
“ I ’m  tra p p e d  in a d ead  en d  by  a  m o n s te r  th a t 

w an ts  m e  fo r lu n c h !”  G ina  sobbed . “ C an  you th ink  of 
a b e tte r  t im e ? ”

“ S h e’s r ig h t, R e x ,”  P h il sa id  so ftly . “ Sooner o r 
la te r  th a t  th ing  will re a liz e  th a t  it c a n  ooze a ro u n d  th e  
b a r r ic a d e . W e’r e  done fo r .”  H e took off h is g la sse s  
an d  slow ly , m o u rn fu lly , c le a n ed  th em  on h is  s h ir t  ta il 
one la s t  tim e.

“ N E V E R !”  R ex  bellow ed, find ing  his full im ­
p e ra tiv e  s tre n g th  a t  la s t, “ W e do not buy  s to r ie s  th a t 
end  in fu tility !

“ Look a t  u s ! ”  he co m m an d ed , a s  h e  s ta lk e d  ab o u t 
th e  room  g e s tu rin g  w ild ly . “ W hat a r e  w e? T h re e  peo ­
p le  tra p p e d  in a  b lind  a lley  by  an  u n sto p p a b le  
m o n s te r?  No! W e a r e  th re e  a rc h e ty p e s !  T he b r illia n t, 
sc ien tific , n e a r ly  o m n isc ien t m ind! T he c u rv a ceo u s , 
s c re a m y , em in en tly  re sc u a b le  h ero in e ! T he a g ­
g re ss iv e , d y n am ic , m ig h tily -th ew ed  hero ! W e h a v e  an  
obliga tion  to b e a t  th a t  th in g !

“ You! P h i l ! ”  h e  o rd e red . “ G o d isc o v e r  so m e ­
th ing! M e! I ! ”  R ex  p au sed , s tu n n e d  w ith  th e  r e a liz a ­
tion  th a t  h e ’d d ro p p ed  his ed ito r ia l p lu ra l . “ I ’ll th ink  
of an  ingenious p la n  to ta k e  a d v a n ta g e  of w h a te v e r  
you d isco v er. And G ina? Y ou — ,”  R ex  s a t  dow n, an d  
g ru m p ily  p u t h is ch in  in h is p a lm . “ Aw hell, go m a k e  
som e coffee o r s o m e th in g .”

As th e  w e ig h t of h is new  re sp o n s ib ility  s e ttle d  onto 
P h il, he  s a t  up a le r t ly  an d  sa id , “ L is ten ! I t ’s  s to p ­
p e d !”  R e x ’s  e a r s  p e rk e d  up ; the  th ing  h a d  indeed  
s to p p ed  h a m m e r in g  a t  th e  b a r r ic a d e . P h il c re p t  to  th e  
door an d  p e e re d  out. R ex  follow ed, a n d  saw  th e  q u ie s­
cen t b e a s t ly ing  in th e  hall.

“ I s  it d e a d ? ”  R ex  a sk ed  hopefu lly .
“D o  a rc h e ty p ic a l  m o n s te rs  e v e r  d ie ? ”  P h il a n ­

s w e re d  sco rn fu lly . “ I t ’s  d o rm a n t, of c o u rs e .”
“ So now w ould be the  p e r fe c t tim e  to s tr ik e ?  ”
“ If w e h ad  a w eap o n ,”  P h il ag re ed .
“ W e’r e  o u t of co ffee ,”  G ina sa id , “ w ill te a  d o ? ” 

She held up  a S a la d a  te a  b a g .
R ex  sn a tc h e d  th e  bag  ou t of h e r  hand . “ Of 

c o u r s e !”  h e  c r ie d , th e  lig h t of in sp ira tio n  bu rn in g  
f ie rce ly  in h is  eyes.

“ D id n ’t know  you  liked  te a  so  m u c h ,”  G ina  m u t­

te re d .
“ D o n ’t you s e e ? ”  h e  sh o u ted , ho ld ing  up th e  tiny  

p a p e r  ta g  on th e  en d  of th e  s tr in g . “ G ina , honey , can  
you re d u c e  ou r logo an d  m a k e  it f it on th is ? ”

“ W ell,”  sh e  sa id  dub iously , “ n o rm a lly  i t ’d ta k e  a 
w eek  to  k ey lin e  a n d  shoo t th e  s ta ts ,  b u t I th ink  — ”

“ D o n ’t th ink ! D o !”  H e sp u n  a ro u n d . “ P h il! H elp 
m e  w ith  ou r p a p e r  s tock . I w an t so m e th in g  tru ly  ob­
noxious. F lu o re sc e n t Y ellow  w ill do, B laze  O ran g e  
w ould  b e  b e t te r !  A nd find  so m e g lu e  s t ic k s ! ”  R ex 
s ta r te d  d u m p in g  boxes on th e  floor an d  s e a rc h in g  
th ro u g h  the  re su lt in g  heap .

“ W hat — ? ”  P h il s ta r te d  to  ask .
“ W e,”  R ex  sa id  p ro u d ly , “ a r e  going to c r e a te  the 

u ltim a te  re je c tio n  s lip . O ne th a t  c ru s h e s  a ll hope, 
d e s tro y s  a ll in cen tiv e , le av e s  no room  for a rg u m e n t o r 
in te rp re ta t io n  — ”

“ W ell, w e ’d b e t te r  h u r ry ,”  P h il sa id  om inously . “ I 
d o n ’t know  w h a t i t ’s  doing ou t th e re ,  bu t I ’m  s u re  I 
w o n ’t lik e  it  w hen  I find  o u t.”

An ho u r la te r  th ey  w e re  n e a r ly  re a d y . T h e y ’d had  
to m od ify  th e  d es ig n  s lig h tly  a s  th e y  w en t a long  to su it 
th e  m a te r ia ls  a t  h an d , b u t th e  r e s u l t  —

— on a  p o s ta g e  s ta m p -s iz ed  s lip  of Neon L im e 
G r e e n  s t o c k ,  w a s  c o m in g  o f f  th e  c o p i e r .  
“ R e m e m b e r ,”  R ex  w as  say in g , “ w e h it it h a rd , w e h it 
i t  fa s t,  w e ta k e  no p r iso n e rs  — ”

“ A nd w e h it i t  so o n ,”  P h il ad d e d  a s  h e  p ee red  out 
th e  door. “ I ’v e  f ig u re d  o u t w h a t i t ’s  doing. I t ’s 
m e ta s ta s iz in g .”

R ex  sto p p ed  sh o rt. “ W h a t? ”
“ Look a t  i t , ”  P h il sa id . “ T hose  lu m p s a ll o v e r  its  

b a c k ; th e y ’r e  buds. I t ’s  g e ttin g  re a d y  to re p ro d u c e .” 
“ Good g r ie f ,” R ex  g asp ed , “ you  m e an  w e ’ll h av e  

m o re  of th o se  th in g s?  ’’
“ W o rse ,”  P h il sa id  p en s iv e ly . “ If I ’m  r ig h t, in its 

la rv a l s ta g e  it ta k e s  th e  fo rm  of an  u n so lic ited  m a n u ­
sc rip t. In  a  few  m in u te s  th is  p la c e  is  going to be 
c ra w lin g  w ith  s to r ie s :  th o u san d s , m a y b e  ten s  of th o u ­
san d s , of s to r ie s . S to rie s  a b o u t f ly ing  s a u c e rs , dea ls  
w ith  th e  dev il, tim e  tr a v e le r s  k illing  th e ir  g ra n d ­
p a r e n ts ,”  th e  p a n ic  b eg a n  r is in g  in P h i l ’s  vo ice , “ evil 
g a la c tic  e m p ire s ,  C eltic  w itch es , s e n tie n t d rag o n s , 
k ille r  ro b o ts  d isg u ised  a s  to a s te r s .”  P h il w as  b o rd e r ­
ing on to ta l h y s te r ia  now . “ R e w rite s  o f th e  Old 
T e s ta m e n t!  S ta r  T re k  r ipo ffs! 21st C en tu ry  B a r ­
b a r ia n s !

“ R e x !” P h il s c re a m e d . “ T h e re  a r e  enough  nu ­
c le a r  h o lo cau st s to r ie s  in th e re  to w ipe out th is  en tire  
so la r  s y s te m ! ”

“ G in a !”  R ex  b a rk e d . “ H u rry  up  w ith  those

( C on tinued  to p a g e  47)
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By Paul A. Gilster
Art by Bob Eggleton

It is just past four in the morning. 
The gears of the clock grind in the 
moonlight as Merchant bolts awake, 
rubbing a palm sticky with sweat over 
throbbing eyes. Sara is a tight, hunched 
shape next to him; she hugs her pillow 
with both hands. The moonlight catches 
her eyes and ricochets, an echo made of 
light.

“What is it?” she says, and there is 
a tone of exasperation in her voice, still 
throaty from sleep.

Merchant pulls up his knees and 
puts his chin on them, wrapping his 
arms around his legs. He stares straight 
ahead into a room that seems filled with , 
light at 4:13 a.m. ,

“Go to sleep,” he says roughly. * y  
Sara sits up, stretches. She touches 

her right hand lightly to his cheek.
“Are you feeling bad?.*’ She asks this

quietly, and her words are almost lost in 
the rustling of the sheets as Merchant 
draws himself up-and out of bed to stand 
in the long moonlight. He is like a m an / 
carved out of white stone.

“I ache all over,” he says, ru^bin'g * 
his arms. “Every time I get to stt^pm y  
muscles hurt and I wake up.”

“It’s too early for ahother pill,” 
Sara says. . ;. .. jjjp'.-

But Merchant does not answer. He 
walks into the bathrbom and opens the 
medicine cabinet His tiny pills rattle in' 
their vial.

‘•‘Please, honey,” he calls out. “Go 
back to sleep.”

There is no further word from the 
•bedroom, but as he swallows the pill, he 
hears her drawing the sheets around 
her. The birds are chattering outside the 
screen in a loud cadence. Their chirping
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is  in te n se ; th ey  a r e  d r iv in g  th e ir  h igh  to n es  lik e  little , 
w h ite -ho t n a ils  in to  th e  house.

M e rc h a n t d ra w s  on h is  b a th ro b e  a n d  w a lk s  dow n 
th e  s ta ir s ,  a c ro ss  th e  sm a ll lan d in g , a n d  then , fee ling  
h is w ay  in  u t te r  b lack n e ss , dow n a  seco n d  f lig h t of 
s ta ir s  to  th e  h a llw ay  th a t  le a d s  to  th e  k itch en . H ere , in 
th e  d ep th s  of th e  house , th e  a r ro g a n t  b ird  ca lls  a r e  
m u ffled , a n d  b re a k  h a rm le s s ly  a g a in s t  th e  o u te r  
w alls .

H e d ra w s  cold w a te r  fro m  th e  ta p , fills th e  k e ttle , 
a n d  pu ts  it  on to  boil. H e is sh a k in g  now, a  trem o lo  th a t 
c a u se s  h im  to b an g  th e  coffee  c a r a f e  on th e  fau c e t 
h a rd  enough  th a t  he  in sp e c ts  it fo r c ra c k s . P u ttin g  it 
b ac k  dow n, h e  p la c e s  a  f ilte r  co n e  on top  of it  a n d  fills 
th e  cone w ith  coffee.

W hile th e  w a te r  h e a ts ,  h e  goes to  th e  phone a n d  
d ia ls  in a  n u m b e r, a lo n g  w ith  h is  p r iv a te  a c c e s s  code. 
T he  sc re e n  s ta y s  b la n k  w hile  h e  ty p es  th e  p a ssw o rd  
th a t  w ill p u t h im  th ro u g h  to T ullock. F in a lly , a  fac e  
a p p e a rs . I t is sm a ll, b u t th ick  le n se s  m a k e  th e  eyes 
la rg e , like  b ig  g ra y  m a rb le s .

“ L e e ! ’ ’ T u llock  e x c la im s .
“ I co u ld n ’t  s le e p ,”  M e rc h a n t sa y s . “ Is an y th in g  

go ing  o n ? ”
“ Y ou’r e  no t losing  s le ep  o v er th is  b ird , a r e  you, 

L ee? S h e’s in good h an d s  un til you g e t back . ”
M e rc h an t is annoyed . H e does no t like  q u es tio n s  to 

b e  an sw e re d  w ith  ques tio n s. H is h e a d  th ro b s . “ D am n  
you an y w ay . Y ou’r e  n o t m y  m o th e r ,”  he  say s .

T u llock  nods an d  th e re  is th e  g h o st of a  sm ile  on 
h is  lips. “ S ure . Y ou w a n t m e  to  ru n  so m e d a ta  a t  
y o u ? ”

“ P le a s e .” He m is se s  th is  m a n , h is  d a ily  a s so c ia te  
fo r fo u rte en  y e a rs ,  a n d  a s  the  s c re e n  d a rk e n s  a n d  
row s of n u m b e rs  beg in  to  sc ro ll u p  th e  sm o o th  su rfa c e , 
he  is filled  w ith  a n  in to le ra b le  loneliness.

H e s tu d ie s  th e  s c re e n  a n d  tr ie s  to ig n o re  h is su d ­
den ly  ch u rn in g  s to m ac h . T he coffee w a te r  is  bo iling  
now ; its  g u rg lin g  is a  h o m ey  co u n te rp o in t to  th e se  
n u m b e rs  an d  sy m b o ls  th a t  h a v e  c ro sse d  sp a c e  a n d  
tim e  to  r e a c h  h is  k itch en . T he n u m b e rs  a r e  like 
sn ak es . T hey  w ea v e  a n d  d a n c e  to  th e ir  ow n in te rn a l 
rh y th m s.

M erch an t h a s  n o t ca lle d  up  th is  in fo rm a tio n  to  
s tu d y  it, b u t b ec a u se  it  is h is  link  w ith  a liv ing  th ing , 
b eq u ea th ed  to  h im  by th re e  p rev io u s  g en e ra tio n s , th a t  
now b o res  th ro u g h  th e  d a rk  c u rv e  of sp a c e tim e . M er­
c h a n t is ho ld ing  its  h a n d  a c ro s s  th e  void , fee lin g  a  
p u lse  s ti ll  th ro b b in g . A lthough th e se  s ig n a ls  h av e  
tra v e le d  o v e r  e leven  y e a r s  to  r e a c h  h im , th ey  a r e  no t 
old. T hey  f lick e r in  a p re s e n t d ila te d  by  pain .

T he d a ta  d an c es . M e rc h a n t t r ie s  to  p ic tu re  th is  
p ro b e  of gold a n d  s ilv e r  d r in k in g  in fo rm a tio n  a c ro ss  
th e  e le c tro m a g n e tic  sp e c tru m , b u t h e  ca n n o t su m m o n  
it  up. L ike th e  fa c e  of a  lo s t love , it  w ill no t q u ite  
reso lve .

H e o v e rr id e s  th e  d a ta  s tr e a m  a n d  s a y s  in to  th e  
open  c irc u it, “ How ab o u t g iv ing  m e  so m e s ta r s  to  look 
a t ? ”

“ S u re , s u r e ,” T ullock  m u tte r s .  “ As th ough  I 
d id n ’t h av e  an y th in g  b e t te r  to  d o .” A nd now  th e  
n u m b e rs  a r e  re p la c e d  by  tiny  p o in ts  of ligh t. No one

s ta r  s ta n d s  ou t am o n g  th e  o th e rs . F ro m  th e  in fo rm a ­
tion  p rin tin g  ou t a c ro s s  th e  bo tto m  of th e  sc re en , 
M e rc h a n t know s th a t  th e  c r a f t  is looking  b a c k  a long  
i ts  p a th  of fligh t. One of th e se  do ts , one of th e  w eak est, 
shou ld  b e  th e  Sun.

M e rc h a n t th a n k s  T u llock  fo r h is  tim e , b u t befo re  
h e  ca n  b re a k  th e  conn ec tio n  T ullock  in te r ru p ts  h im . 
“ How  a r e  you fee lin g , L e e ? ”  h e  a s k s  softly . H e is 
c le a r ly  a p p re h e n s iv e , a n d  M e rc h a n t fee ls  s o r ry  fo r 
h im . T h e re  is no th in g  he  ca n  do to  m a k e  th is  e a s ie r .

“ A bout th e  s a m e , I g u e s s ,” h e  sa y s , fo r he  h as  
b eg u n  in th e  p a s t  w eek  to  lie . “ T h a n k s .”

T u llock  sm ile s  a n d  th e  s c re e n  goes b lank . M er­
c h a n t now a t te n d s  to  th e  coffee, h av in g  to  re f ill th e  
k e ttle  b e c a u s e  he  h a s  le t it boil d ry . T he coffee is a 
d e lic a te  In d o n esian , b u t a s  he  s ip s  fro m  h is m ug  it 
s e e m s  d a n k  a n d  life less . H e d r in k s  h a lf  of it  b e fo re  h is 
s to m a c h  lu rc h e s  a g a in , a n d  h e  ru n s  to  th e  b a th ro o m  
re tc h in g .

A t b re a k fa s t ,  S a ra  sco ld s h im  ab o u t th e  coffee an d  
feed s  h im  to a s t a n d  w a rm  m ilk . H e h a s  a  d oc to r a p ­
p o in tm en t a t  ten  a n d  goes to  it  ab sen tly . I t  w ill b e  like 
th e  o th e r  a p p o in tm e n ts , th e  s a m e  te s ts , th e  s a m e  
c h e e rfu l n u rse s . M e rc h a n t reco g n ize s  th e  lit t le  g lin t of 
f e a r  th a t  show s in  th e ir  ey e s . H e th in k s  th ey  a r e  a f ra id  
th a t  a t  so m e po in t in  a l l  th is  h e  w ill no lo n g e r  b e  ab le  to 
hold  d e a th  in , th a t  it w ill r is e  up  a n d  en g u lf  th em  a ll 
lik e  sm oke .

Now  h e  w alk s u p  th e  s ta i r s  an d  th ro u g h  th e  door. 
T he  n u rse s  w ill s e e  to  it th a t  h e  does no t h a v e  to  w a it; 
a lth o u g h  h e  is h a b itu a lly  e a r ly  to  a l l  ap p o in tm e n ts , 
th e y  w ill e s c o r t  h im  d ire c tly  dow n th e  b r ig h t -cor­
r id o rs . M e rc h a n t e n te r s  th e  ex a m in in g  room . H is 
h e a d  is tu rn e d  to  one s ide , h is  ey e s  dow n a s  th e  u su a l 
f u n c t i o n s  a r e  m e a s u r e d :  b lo o d  p r e s s u r e ,  
te m p e ra tu re ,  pu lse . All goes in to  h is re c o rd , now  a  
th ic k  b lack  v o lu m e in  th e  n u rs e ’s hand .

D r. F u sse ll is a  w o m an  of p e rh a p s  fo rty -five  
y e a rs .  M e rc h a n t a n d  sh e  s h a re  th e  s a m e  b ir th d ay , 
N o v em b er 11. She h a s  w on h is  re sp e c t, fo r no t once in  
th e  long d iag n o sis  a n d  t r e a tm e n t  h a s  sh e  o ffe red  an y  
fa lse  hope. F o r  th is  h e  is p ro fo u n d ly  g ra te fu l .

Now  D r. F u sse ll p e e rs  a n d  pokes a t  h is  to rso . H er 
ey e s  a r e  b loodsho t a n d  sh ad o w ed  by  c irc le s , re f le c tin g  
th e  lig h ts  of th e  m o n ito rs . B lue an d  re d  fla sh e s  b u rs t 
lik e  f ire w o rk s  w ith in  th em .

“ W ill I g e t  p n e u m o n ia ? ” M e rc h a n t a sk s  a s  she  
ta p s  upon  him .

“ P n e u m o n ia ! ”  She h a m m e rs  ou t th e  w ord . “ W hy 
a r e  you  w o rrie d  a b o u t p n eu m o n ia?  Y ou got enough  
tro u b le s , p a l .”

“ E v e ry b o d y  g e ts  it  r ig h t  b e fo re  th ey  d ie . I t ’s w h a t 
r e a lly  k ills  you, is n ’t i t ? ”

D r. F u sse ll sw e a rs  a b se n tly  a n d  le a d s  h is h a n d  to 
th e  m o n ito r. L ig h ts  a rc .  She w rite s  in  th e  b lack  book 
a n d  tu rn s  on h im .

“ Y ou’r e  no t go ing  to  go so ft on m e , a r e  y o u ? ” H er 
v o ice  is g ra v e lly  an d  sh e  frow ns a t  h im .

“ N ot m e ,” h e  sa y s , b u t th e  w ords co m e  ou t louder 
th a n  he  in ten d s.

“ W ell, good, b e c a u se  th e r e ’s  no c h a n g e  h e re . ”
“ M ay  I sm o k e  a  c ig a r e t t e ? ” he  ask s .

PAGE 24 Annual Anthology, May 1988





“ I ca n  th in k  of no re a so n  w hy n o t.”
“ T he p le a su re s  of th e  d a m n e d ,” s a y s  M e rc h an t. 

He lig h ts  a  P a ll  M all. Sm oking  is, fo r som e re a so n , one 
of the  few  th in g s  th a t does not m a k e  h im  fee l sick  to 
h is s to m ach .

“ H ow ’s  y o u r g a d g e t d o in g ?”  D r. F u sse ll a sk s , 
p e rc h ed  on th e  co rn e r  of th e  e x a m in a tio n  tab le .

“ V ery  w ell. In fa c t, th e  s tre n g th  of th e  s ig n a l h as  
ev e ry o n e  s u rp ris e d , co n s id e rin g  th e  d is ta n c e .”

She nods h e r  en c o u ra g e m e n t, b u t M e rc h a n t stops 
an d  looks aw ay . T he lines of h is fa c e  a r e  ta u t. F o r  a 
m o m e n t, th e re  is  s ilence . “ A m  I going to la s t  un til 
A u g u s t?”  he a sk s  f ina lly . “ I ’d like to be th e re  w hen  it 
a r r iv e s .”

H er ey e s  h a v e  so ftened . She sh a k e s  h e r  h ead . “ I 
d o n ’t th ink  so, L e e .”

So th ey  ta lk  of o th e r  th in g s , sp e c if ic a lly  S a ra , the  
new  ex h ib it a t  th e  a r t  m u se u m  an d , b e c a u se  th e  q u e s ­
tion  of h is s leep ing  co m es up, she  h an d s  h im  a 
p re sc rip tio n  fo r y e t an o th e r  b o ttle  of p ills. H e w ill fill 
i t  an d  ta k e  th e m , a s  h e  h a s  filled  a n d  ta k e n  a ll the  
o th e rs . W ere  it not fo r S a ra , he re f le c ts , h e  w ou ld  not 
ta k e  th e se  in fusions of d ru g s . He w ould  le t h is  body 
b lossom  w ith  its illn ess , co n su m in g  h im  w ith  th e  only 
en e rg ie s  he h a s  left. H e w ould  w alk  in to  th e  w oods an d  
b eco m e a  stone .

M e rc h a n t d r iv e s  h is v a n  th ro u g h  h ea v y  noonday  
tra f f ic , th ink ing  of S a ra . She is slip p in g  a w a y  from  
h im , a n d  he ca n n o t b r in g  h e r  b ack  b e c au se  h e  does no t 
re m e m b e r  how. H is in s tin c ts  h av e  been  d isso lv ed  by 
ch em ica ls . H e is a  tra n s -h u m a n  c r e a tu re  p ro d u ce d  by 
a la b o ra to ry . T oxic M an.

A fine r a in  h a s  begun . M e rc h a n t m oves dow n a 
long, s t r a ig h t  av e n u e  f lan k ed  by  p a lm s . T he s e a  r u s ­
tle s  beyond  th e  sound  of en g in e  an d  ra in . T he a i r  is 
c r isp  w ith  s a lt .

Y es, M e rc h a n t th in k s , g rip p in g  th e  s te e r in g  w heel 
v e ry  tigh tly , th e re  is a new  S a ra  too, a  r e s e rv e d  S a ra  
who w ill no lo n g er show  a n g e r  d esp ite  th e  p ro v o c a ­
tion. A w o m an  w ho is  ta k in g  in h is  im p e n d in g  d e a th  
w ith  a  c e r ta in  d e g re e  of ca lcu la tio n . She is  in th a t  
p ro cess  of a s se ss in g  odds th a t  w om en  b r in g  to  life ’s 
c r ise s . He re f le c ts  th a t  th e re  is no lim it to w h a t w om en  
ca n  s ta n d . T hey  a r e  th e  u lt im a te  s u rv iv o rs . S tr ip  th em  
of fam ily , of fr ie n d s , d r iv e  th em  fro m  th e ir  h o m e ; s till 
th ey  en d u re . As S a ra  en d u res .

S om eth ing  b lue sc u ttle s  in to  the  ro ad . L a te r , 
M erc h an t w ill r e c a ll  a young  face , p e rh a p s  tw elve  
y e a rs  old, ey e s  open  a  lit tle  too w ide , a s  tho u g h  only 
now re a liz in g  th e  ch a n c e  he is tak in g . D a rk  b lu e  p an ts  
an d  a N avy  b lue  w in d b re a k e r . A tru c k  is  b e tw een  
M erc h an t a n d  th is  boy. I ts  re d  ta illig h ts  h a v e  w inked  
on an d  it is  f ish ta ilin g  on th e  slick  p a v e m e n t. M er­
c h a n t s la m s  his foot dow n an d  fee ls th e  tra c tio n  of his 
t ire s  go.

T hese  a r e  th e  la s t  th in g s he sees  fo r tw en ty -fou r 
h o u rs : th e  s ig h t of th e  t r u c k ’s ta illig h ts  g ro w n  g ig a n ­
tic , the  e ru p tio n  of h is w indsh ie ld , a  f la sh  of th e  b lue 
w in d b re a k e r  a g a in s t th e  p a v e m e n t. T h e re  is no pain  
w h a tso ev e r.

D u rin g  th e se  h o u rs  w hen  M e rc h a n t f lo a ts  in the  
d re a m le s s  void, he is ta k en  by  a m b u la n c e  to th e  h os­

p ita l, w h e re  he is g iv en  s till m o re  m ed ica tio n . H e r e s ts  
in a sm a ll p r iv a te  ro o m  w ith  b e ig e  w alls . T he b an d a g e  
on h is  h ea d  co v e rs  one ey e  an d  ex ten d s  a ll th e  w ay  
a ro u n d  to th e  b ack  of h is neck . W hen h e  m oves, g ro a n ­
ing, on th e  bed , S a r a ’s  h an d  c lu tch e s  h is, squeez ing  it. 
H er fa c e  is  co m p o sed ; h e r  ex p re ss io n  does not 
ch an g e .

M e rc h a n t f lo a ts  in h is void, se lf-con ta ined , an  
em b ry o n ic  c a p su le  a f lo a t  in a s tr a n g e , f la t sea . H is 
body  ch u g s  a n d  p u r rs  in th e  g r e a t  a c t  of re p a ir .

B u t th is  la s ts  tw en ty -fo u r h o u rs  on ly . By th e  n ex t 
a f te rn o o n , th e  r a in  h a s  s topped . T he su n  is  a p a le  hoop 
th ro u g h  low s t r a tu s ,  th e  bu ild in g s o u ts id e  the  w indow  
sh im m e rin g  in soft haze . T his is  w hen M e rc h an t s its  
up , p ro d d ed  by  th e  g r e a t  c ra ck - lik e  p a in  in h is head . 
L ig h t floods h is new ly  opened  eyes. H e vom its .

In  a n o th e r  h o u r h e  h a s  e a te n  a  th in  b ro th  an d  has 
b egun  to r e m e m b e r  th e  a c c id en t. “ T he bo y ,” he asks. 
1 ‘T he b lu e  w in d b re a k e r . ’ ’

“ N oth ing  b u t b ru ise s . N obody go t h u r t  b u t yo u .”  I t 
is one of th e  n u rse s  w ho h a s  spoken , b u t M erc h an t 
b a re ly  h e a r s  h e r. T h e re  a r e  too m a n y  sounds, each  
m u ch  too loud: th e  c h a t te r  of h o rn s an d  sw ish  of 
tru c k s , th e  r a t t le  of th e  a i r  cond ition ing  v en ts , the 
hollow  sound  of th e  d ish e s  on h is tr a y  a s  he m oves 
th em  abou t.

H e sees  S a ra  co m e  a ro u n d  th e  end  of th e  bed. She 
p la ce s  h e r  fa c e  so c lo se  to h is th a t  h e r  b re a th  w a rm s  
h is cheek . “ Y ou’ve g o t a  concussion , L ee. T h a t’s a ll it 
i s .”

“ T h a t’s  r ig h t, D r. M e rc h a n t,”  sa y s  a sh o rt, s to ck y  
n u rse  w ho h a s  su d d en ly  co m e in to  v iew . She le an s  
o v e r  h im  fro m  th e  o th e r  c o rn e r  of the  bed. H er fa c e  is 
a t  r ig h t a n g le s  to h is. “ Q uite  a knock  th a t  w as. R igh t 
th ro u g h  th e  w ind sh ie ld . Y ou could  h av e  been  cu t to 
r ib b o n s .”

M e rc h a n t h a s  a l re a d y  su n k  b ack  on th e  bed. T he 
w alls  of th e  ro o m  se e m  to b e  r is in g  up  an d  folding 
a b o u t h im . He only  m a n a g e s  to sa y , “ S a ra , hold  m y  
h a n d ,”  b efo re  th e  sk y  goes b lack . H e is h a rd e n in g  in ­
s id e  a sm oky  egg . F o r  a m o m e n t he fee ls  S a r a ’s h and  
in h is, b u t q u ick ly  ev e n  h is h an d s  a r e  gone.

T h a t n ig h t, M e rc h a n t d re a m s . I t is as  if h is m ind  
m u s t now  re le a s e  th e  im a g es  it  h a s  s to re d  d u rin g  his 
u n d re a m in g  stu p o r. I t  is th e  m onsoon  of d re a m s . He is 
w ith  S a ra  a t  a  c a fe  b e fo re  th ey  m a rr ie d . T he boy in the 
b lue  w in d b re a k e r  is h is  son. H e is k illed  in a  f re a k  a c ­
c id en t on a  s tr a n g e , g a r ish  p la in  w h e re  the  pelting  
ra in  is a c id  th a t  e a ts  a t  h is van .

In th e  e a r ly  a f te rn o o n  of th e  n e x t d ay , S a ra  b rings 
T ullock to see  h im . T u llo c k ’s ro u n d  fac e  a n d  g leam in g  
len se s  h o v er n ex t to th e  bed , ey e s  c a u tio u s  an d  n a r ­
row , H is jo llity  is  fo rc ed ; he buzzes on ab o u t M er­
c h a n t’s  r e c o v e ry  a n d  th e  p ro sp e c ts  of th e ir  hav ing  
d in n e r  a f te r  M e rc h a n t is re le a se d .

“ W hich is  to d a y !”  h e  c r ie s , a n d  S a ra  nods in co n ­
f irm a tio n .

“ A lthough  — a n d  th ey  m e a n  th is , L ee — y o u ’re  
go ing  to h a v e  to ta k e  it  v e ry  s lo w ,”  sh e  say s .

“ G e t y o u r s tr e n g th  u p ,” sa y s  Tullock.
M e rc h a n t sees  th e  h ea v y  shadow  u n d e r  T u llock ’s 

e y e s  a n d  re a liz e s  th a t  h e  h a s  s a c r if ic e d  s le ep  to be
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h ere . H e is f illed  w ith  d eep  a ffec tio n  fo r  th e  lit t le  m a n , 
b u t th e  irony  of T u llo ck ’s la s t  r e m a rk  h a s  choked  h im . 
T ea rs  fill h is  ey e s , b u t he  know s h e  m u s t n o t lau g h  or 
h is h e a d  w ill h u rt.

H e c le a rs  h is  th ro a t ;  h e  th inks . I t does no t m a t te r  
w h eth e r he  goes h o m e  to d ay  o r  not. W hat h e  w a n ts  is 
som e new s of th e  p robe . B u t T u llock , he  se e s , is h id ing  
som eth ing  f ro m  h im . H e is sp e ak in g  in  g e n e ra lit ie s , 
an d  th e  to n e  of h is vo ice is s lig h tly  too h igh -p itched . 
M e rch an t co n fro n ts  h im , a c c u s e s  h im  of ho ld ing  
so m e th in g  b ack . H e d e m an d s  to  know  w h a t is  go ing  
on. H is a r m  com es dow n h a rd  on  th e  b ed  a n d  he  
w inces.

T u llo ck ’s face  len g th en s , sa g s . H e sq u in ts  a t  
M erch an t. “ W e lo st th e  s ig n a l la s t  n ig h t,”  h e  say s . 
“ T o ta lly .”

M e rch an t s its  b ack . H e is n o t a la rm e d ;  h e  is 
th ink ing  fu rio u sly . H e p o in ts  o u t to  T ullock  th a t  th is  
has h ap p e n ed  on ce  befo re . T u llock  nods, d iscu ss in g  
the s itu a tio n  in  so m e d e ta il.

S a ra , w o rr ie d  ab o u t M e rc h an t, b eco m es e x a s ­
p e ra ted . “ C a n ’t  you ju s t  se n d  it  a  new  c o m m a n d ? ” 
she  ask s . ‘ ‘Y ou d id  th a t  w ith  th e  S a tu rn  o rb i te r . ’ ’

B u t T ullock  e x p la in s  th a t  it  w ould  ta k e  o v e r  a  d e ­
cad e  fo r th e ir  s ig n a l to  r e a c h  it. T h ey  ca n  only  w a it  a s  
th e  p robe , d es ig n ed  for su ch  e m e rg e n c ie s , t r ie s  to 
r e p a ir  itself.

“W e w on’t k n o w ,” ad d s  M e rc h an t, “ un til i t ’s  su c ­
ceeded . O r fa ile d .”

She g azes  a t  h im . H is ey e s  h a v e  b rig h te n ed . She 
th inks th a t  it  w as  b e t te r  a f te r  a ll fo r h im  to  h av e  
le a rn e d  T u llo ck ’s se c re t.

“ H ey , look a t  m e ! ” s a y s  M e rc h a n t, to u ch in g  h is 
b an d ag e . “ I ’m  going hom e. I c h e a te d  d e a th ! ’ ’

In to  th e  su d d en  s ilen ce  h e  a d d s , “ G allow s 
h u m o r .”

So he  goes hom e. On h is  b ac k  in  th e  a m b u la n c e , he  
sees le av es  sw ay in g  gen tly  in  g re e n  su n lig h t. H e se es  
a  deep  sk y  s tr e a k e d  w ith  c irru s .

A lthough  w ith in  th e  w eek  th e  e ffec ts  of M er­
c h a n t’s a c c id e n t h a v e  su b sid ed , th e  in ju ry  h a s  se em e d  
to  a g g ra v a te  h is  cond ition . A gain  h e  is  u n ab le  to  keep  
food dow n. H is e x c u rs io n s  b eco m e lim ite d  to o cc a ­
siona l w alk s , a n d  soon th e se  a r e  too t ir in g  fo r  h im . H e 
becom es a n  indoor p e rso n . T he  sm e lls  of th e  o u ts id e  
o v erp o w er h im  — g ra s s  an d  e a r th  sm e lls , a c r id  c a r  
e x h a u s ts , th e  am m o n ia  sm e ll of in sec ts .

T h is is M e rc h a n t’s sch ed u le  a s  h e  b eg in s h is f in a l 
su m m e r : a w a k e  a t  7:00, w hen  th e  s le ep in g  po tion  
w e a rs  off. A la rg e  g la s s  of m ilk  a n d  a  p a in  p ill a f te r  
d ry  c e re a l fo r b re a k fa s t .  A n a p  fro m  10:00 to  12:00. 
A w ake a t  noon fo r a n o th e r  p a in  pill. B ro th  fo r lunch , 
d ry  to a s t. A t 4:00, a  p a in  p ill a n d  m ilk . H e ca lls  
T ullock, w ho h a s  le ft th e  g ra v e y a rd  sh if t a n d  now 
w orks fro m  noon to 8:00. D in n e r  is a t  6:00, a lw a y s  
agon izing  a s  they  e x p e r im e n t to  see  w h a t h e  c a n  keep  
dow n. A t 8:00, a  f in a l p a in  p ill, a  s le ep in g  p ill, a n d  th e  
day  ends. S a ra  now s leep s  in th e  ro o m  a c ro s s  th e  h a ll, 
b ec au se  M e rc h an t th ra s h e s  re s tle s s ly  in a  fu tile  a t ­
te m p t to be  co m fo rtab le .

O ne d ay  S a ra  co m es in to  th e  room  d u rin g  h is c a ll 
to T ullock. She w a its  q u ie tly  a s  h e  d isc u sse s  o n -board

r e p a ir  s t r a te g ie s  a n d  th e ir  ch a n c e s  of su c ce ss . W hen 
h e  is th ro u g h , sh e  s a y s , “ I t ’s  go ing  to  co m e  b ack . I 
know  i t .”

M e rc h a n t w h ee ls  on h e r  s a v a g e ly ; h is face  
tig h te n s  in  fu ry . “ W hat do you  know  a b o u t it? I t ’s  been  
ou t th e re  o v e r  n in e ty  y e a rs !  W e d o n ’t  even  know  
w h a t’s w ro n g  w ith  i t ! ”

H e b a n g s  h is f is t on th e  lit t le  ta b le  a n d  th e  g la ss  of 
m ilk  sp ills  on th e  c a rp e t ,  b eco m in g  a  d a rk  a n d  w id en ­
ing  pool.

“ D a m n ! ” he  sh o u ts . “ D a m n !”
T ry in g  to  g e t  up  fo r a  tow el, he  is o v e rc o m e  w ith  

d izz iness  an d  s tu m b le s . T he  g la ss  b re a k s  b e n e a th  h is 
foot. I ts  f ra g m e n ts  th row  su n lig h t in  s tr a n g e  d es ig n s  
on th e  ce ilin g , on th e  w all, on  h im . H e looks u p  fo r  S a ra  
b u t sh e  h a s  le f t  th e  room .

M e rc h a n t is  a f ra id .  H e s i ts  a lo n e  in  th e  half-ligh t. 
S ince  th e  d e a th  of h is  f a th e r  e a r ly  in h is  ch ildhood , he  
h a s  f e a re d  h o sp ita ls  deep ly . H e h a te s  th e ir  m e ta llic  
c le a n lin e ss , th e  sm e ll of th e ir  a n tis e p tic s . A nd w ith  
th e  sw ollen  ego  of th e  d y ing , h e  h a s  an n o u n ced  w ith o u t 
co n su ltin g  S a ra  th a t  h e  w ill d ie  a t  hom e.

B u t now  he  h a s  a  rev e la tio n . I t  co m es to  h im  
som ehow  in  th e  p r is m a tic  glow  of th e  b ro k en  g la ss . He 
w a lk s  c a re fu lly  in to  th e  h a ll, t ra i l in g  one h a n d  a g a in s t  
th e  door. H is f a c e  is f lu sh ed  w ith  fev e r. H e ta k e s  h e r  
by  th e  sh o u ld e rs , th en  p u ts  h is  a r m s  a ro u n d  her.

She ho ld s h im  so  h a rd  th a t  h e  a lm o s t c r ie s  out. 
T h a t n ig h t sh e  h e lp s  h im  p a c k  h is  su itc a se .

M e rc h a n t’s h o sp ita l ro o m  h a s  a  b ig , a d ju s ta b le  
bed , a s in g le  w ooden  c h a ir , a n d  a  p a in te d  b u re a u . He 
c a n  m o v e  h is  b ed  so  th a t  h e  se e s  th e  s c a b ro u s  b ra n ­
ch e s  of a n  oak  o u ts id e  h is w indow . H e lie s  on th e  bed  
a n d  fee ls  th e  la te  a f te rn o o n  sun . T he  soft, m o ttle d  ligh t 
r ip p le s  w ith  th e  m o tion  of th e  le av es .

H e h a s  s a id  fro m  th e  b eg in n in g  th a t  h e  w ill d ie  
qu ick ly  if h e  goes b a c k  to th e  h o sp ita l, b u t in  f a c t he  
lin g e rs  in to  Ju ly . H e fee ls  no th in g  a t  a ll s a v e  th a t  it  is 
b eco m in g  h a r d e r  a n d  h a r d e r  to s ta y  aw a k e . S om e­
tim e s  h e  is a w a re  of o th e r  p eop le  in  th e  ro o m  w ith  
h im . A n u rs e  w ith  a  fa m ilia r ,  soo th ing  vo ice  p a ts  h is 
a r m  a s  s h e  c h a n g e s  h is  IV . H e h e a r s  D r. F u s s e l l’s 
r a s p in g  vo ice , a n d  once  T u llo ck ’s. A nd S a ra . H e fee ls 
h e r  p re s e n c e  ev en  a s  he  sle ep s .

M e rc h a n t h a s  no  la s t  w o rd s . In  th e  f in a l w eek  of 
h is  life, h e  is s lip p in g  so  ra p id ly  th a t  he  does no t sp e ak  
a g a in . I t  does no t o cc u r  to  h im  to  try . H is subconsc ious 
p re se n ts  h im  w ith  a  p a r a d e  of im a g e s  fro m  h is life. H e 
th in k s  th a t  so m e a r e  in a c c u ra te  b u t can n o t s a y  w hich . 
H e se es  a  d u s ty  ro a d  in Iow a s tr a n g le d  by g ree n . H e 
h e a r s  h is  f a th e r ’s  voice.

On th e  la s t  d ay , h e  su d d en ly  sn a p s  to  co n sc io u s­
ness. H e se e s  S a ra  s it tin g  n ex t to  h im ; sh e  is  ho ld ing  
h is  h an d . H e looks in to  h e r  ey e s  a n d  sees  th a t  sh e  is 
looking a t  h im  fro m  a  g r e a t  d is tan c e . Now  he  know s 
th a t  th is  is  no t th e ir  p a r tin g . T hey  p a r te d  b efo re , 
so m e w h ere  b e tw een  th e  know ing  an d  th e  do ing , be­
tw een  th e  d e a th  an d  th e  dy ing . H e does no t know  w hen 
th is  w as , b u t th in k s  i t  m u s t h a v e  b een  on th e  d ay  of the 
b ro k en  g la ss , sh o r tly  a f te r  w h ich  h e  fell s ilen t fo rev e r.

(Continued to page 46)
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Minutes of the Last 
Meeting at Olduvai

By Steven R. Boyett
Art By Cortney Skinner

‘1 M y fellow  a u s tra lo p ith e c in e s . . .”
Og b an g ed  h is b ra n c h  a g a in s t  th e  c a v e  floor to 

b rin g  th e  a s se m b ly  to  o rd e r . “ I ’d  like  to s t a r t  to n ig h t’s 
m e e tin g  by  th a n k in g  th e  fe m a le s  fo r g a th e r in g  w ood 
fo r th e  f ire ; I know  i t ’s  h a rd  to find  d ry  w ood b ec au se  
of th e  r a in s  —”  h e  g la n ce d  u p w ard  no t th a t  a n y  of 
us a r e  co m p la in in g , you u n d e r s ta n d ,” he  ad d ed .

T h e re  w e re  g ru n ts  of ap p ro v a l.
“ All r ig h t ,” he  co n tinued . “ N ow , Zook, w ho’s  

p ro b ab ly  o u r b e s t th in k e r , h a s  b een  w ork ing  on an  
Id ea  th a t  he sa y s  c a n ’t s it fo r a n o th e r  fu ll M oon. As 
y o u r duly  e lec ted  tr ib a l  h ea d  I h a v e  g ra n te d  h is r e ­
q u es t to a d d re s s  to n ig h t’s  m ee tin g . I th in k  w e c a n  
s a v e  th e  c lay -p o t- im p ro v em e n t re p o r ts ,  h e rd -m o v e­
m e n t a s se s s m e n ts , a n d  w eapons-innova tion  d e b a te s  
fo r a n o th e r  tim e . Any o b je c tio n s? ”

N one of th e  g roup  ra is e d  a  h a iry  h an d , bu t one of 
th e  H u n te rs , a f lin t-ch ip p er n a m e d  C rug , m u tte re d , 
“ Do it m a tte r?  A lw ays he  ta lk . T a lk , ta lk . E v e ry o n e  is 
ta lk . ’ ’ H e shook h is h ead .

T he g ro u p  lis ten ed  p o lite ly ; m o st of th em  p itied  
C ru g ’s d ifficu lty  w ith  th e  new  lan g u ag e .

Og m o tioned  Zook in to  th e  se m ic irc le  fo rm e d  by 
th e  T ribe.

Zook w as  an  old th in k e r  in h is la te  tw en tie s . H is 
few  re m a in in g  te e th  w e re  ro ttin g . T he h a ir  co v e rin g  
h is stooped  body w as th in n in g , w iry , an d  g ra y . He 
s ta re d  a t  th e  f ire  a  m o m e n t a s  if hypno tized . O ran g e  
po in ts of lig h t w inked  in h is d eep  b row n  ey es. He 
sm iled  an d  re a c h e d  a h an d  to w ard  th e  flam e , th en  
d rew  it b ack  a n d  tu rn e d  to fa c e  th e  group .

H e ru b b ed  his c ro tc h  thoug h tfu lly . “ W ell,”  he 
sa id , “ I ’m  not one to m a k e  a  fuss, b u t I th in k  th e  s u r ­
v iv a l of o u r peop le  is  th re a te n e d . ”

T h e re  w as m u ch  s ti r r in g  an d  m u tte r in g  a n d  p u ll­
ing on pen ises . “ Two p ro b lem s fa c e  u s , r e a l ly ,”  he 
con tinued  w hen  it se ttle d  dow n. “ One h a s  led  to  th e  
o th e r. T he f irs t  is o u r ab ility  to th ink , an d  th e  second  is 
o u r a b ility  to  ta lk .”

T h e re  w as a  shocked  s ilen ce  th a t  m a d e  th e  f i r e ’s  
c ra c k le  seem  loud. F in a lly  C rug  sa id , “ W hat? S ay  he 
w h a t? ”

“ C a re  to e la b o ra te  a b it, Z ook?”  a sk e d  Og, f in g e r­

ing  h is b ran c h .
“ M y p le a s u re .” Zook tr ie d  to d ra w  h im se lf  to h is 

full, four-foo t h e ig h t an d  fa iled  p a th e tic a lly . H e p icked  
up a  b ra n c h  fro m  th e  p ile  a t  th e  f e e t of th e  fem a le s  and  
to ssed  it  on to  th e  f ire . H e w a tc h e d  it c a tc h  th e  f lam es , 
th en  tu rn e d  b ac k  to th e  group .

“ I ’m  an  old m a n ,”  he  b eg an , “ a n d  I ’ve h a d  a  lot of 
tim e  to th ink . O ften  I th in k  b ac k  an d  re m e m b e r  the  
B efo re . I r e m e m b e r  how  I w ould  fee l th e  sun  on m y  
fu r. I w ould  ju s t .. .  fe e l  it, no th in g  m o re . N o w ad ay s I 
w onder, W h a t is th is , th e  sun?  How c a n  I fee l it b u t no t 
touch  i t ? ” H e ra is e d  a  h a n d  ab o v e  th e ir  h ead s . “ I  see 
th e  lig h tn in g  a n d  w onder if it co m es fro m  th e  Moon. 
How fa r  a w a y  is  the  M oon?” T he h an d  low ered . “ B e­
fo re , I ju s t  fe lt th e  su n lig h t, saw  th e  ligh tn in g , w a tc h ­
ed  th e  M oon.”

“ B ut Z ook ,”  sa id  a  h u n te r  n a m e d  K ee, “ how  can  
w o n d erin g  be bad?  I m e an , if w e d id n ’t question  
th ings , w e w o u ld n ’t h a v e  th e  fire , o r th e  s p e a r ,  o r a n y ­
th in g .”  He g lan ced  a ro u n d  a t  th e  o th e rs . “ Am I 
r ig h t? ”

“ I ’m  not f in ish e d !”  Zook sn ap p ed . H is tone 
ch an g ed  to m im ic  K e e ’s :  “ Y es, w e  h av e  th e  fire  an d  
sp e a r , a n d  a ll th a t, b u t w h a t h a s  it ta k e n  a w a y  from  
u s?  W hat h a v e  w e g iven  up  to h av e  th e se  th in g s?  ”

H e s q u a tte d  on h is h a u n c h es  a n d  ru b b ed  his p a lm s  
to g e th e r . “ W e ju d g e  e v e ry th in g  now. B efo re , it  w as  
Oh, look, th e r e ’s a  b ird ; an d  Oh, look, th e r e ’s a  m o u n ­
ta in . Now i t ’s  a ll, Is it  r ig h t?  Is it  w ro n g ?  Is it good, is 
i t  b a d ? ”  H e shook  h is h ea d . “ Y e s te rd a y  I in v en ted  a 
p a i r  of m o c ca s in s  — th e r e ’s no th ing  to th e m ; I could 
show  you  f a s te r  th a n  you could  e a t  a r a t  — b u t it took 
m e  a ll d ay , b ec au se  e v e ry  tim e  I th o u g h t I h ad  it r ig h t, 
I ’d a s k  m y se lf , A re th e se  g o o d  m o c ca s in s?  A re they  
th e  so r t of m o c ca s in s  I w a n t to in v en t?  W h a t’s w rong  
w ith  th em ?  M aybe th ey  cou ld  fit b e tte r . A nd I ’d ju s t 
s t a r t  a ll o v e r ag a in . I w en t th ro u g h  a w hole an te lo p e  
sk in , w h en  a ll I w an te d  w as  to sew  so m e th in g  a ro u n d  
m y  fee t to k eep  the  d a m n  ro ck s  fro m  h u r tin g  them . I 
c a n ’t  look a t  so m e th in g  a n y m o re  w ith o u t d ec id ing  
w h e th e r  I like  it! B eca u se  w e ju d g e , w e th ink  w e h av e  
th e  r ig h t  to  ju d g e .”

“ B u t Zook,”  co m p la in ed  B e rt , w hose m a im e d  leg
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fo rced  h im  to sew  an d  cook w ith  th e  fe m a le s  w hile  the  
o th e rs  hun ted , “ w e live  e v e r  so m u ch  b e t te r  b ec au se  
of o u r b ra in s . W e e a t  b e t te r ;  w e ’r e  w a r m e r  in the  
w in te r  — I r e m e m b e r  being  a w fu lly  h u n g ry  a n d  cold 
m o s t of th e  tim e , B e fo re .”  H e sh iv e red .

“ W e e a t  b e t te r ,”  c o u n te red  Zook, “ b ec a u se  o u r 
b ra in s  g av e  us lan g u ag e , an d  th a t  h e lp ed  u s  w ith  th e  
h u n t. B u t w h a t e lse  h a s  it  done? B efo re , I knew  th a t  
K ee d id n ’t  like  m e b ec a u se  h e ’d b a re  h is te e th  an d  
th row  sh it a t  m e . N ow , though , w e ’ll m e e t a t  th e  
w a te rh o le , or h e ’ll w av e  to m e w hile  I ’m  p iss in g  on a 
tre e , an d  h e ’ll sa y , ‘W h a t’s new , Zook? H ow ’s  y ou r 
th ink ing  g o in g ? ’ A nd I h a v e  to a sk  m y se lf , W hat is 
b eh ind  his w o rd s? ”  Zook pounded  h is k n u ck les  on th e  
ca v e  floor. “ I t ’s  a ll one b ig  h e a d a c h e ,”  he  sa id .

“ I liked  m y  m a te  b e t te r  b e fo re  sh e  le a rn e d  how  to 
ta lk ,”  joked  one of th e  H u n te rs . T he o th e rs  laughed .

Zook g la re d  a t  h im . “ B e fo re ,”  he  sa id  coolly , “ w e 
d id n ’t u sed  to m a k e  jo k es a t  th e  ex p en se  of o th e rs .”

Og sh o u ld e re d  h is c lub . “ All th is  is  fine  an d  good, 
Zook, bu t how is  o u r su rv iv a l th re a te n e d ?  ”

“ W hen th e  le o p a rd  a t ta c k s  th e  g aze lle , O g ,” 
rep lied  Zook, “ th e  g aze lle  d o esn ’t th in k  a b o u t ru n n in g  
aw ay , o r w h a t its  op tions a re ,  o r w h a t, ex a c tly , th is  
le ap  by th e  le o p a rd  re a lly  m e a n s .  T he g aze lle  ju s t  
ru n s . U s —” he sn o rted . “ W e th in k  ab o u t th a t  p ounc­
ing leo p ard , th en  w e d ec id e  on a  co u rse  of ac tio n , an d  
th e n , f ina lly , w e m ove. And th e  g aze lle  goes on g ra z ­
ing w hile  w e find  ou t w h a t a  le o p a rd  looks like on the  
in s id e .”

H e stood. “ D o th e  m o n k ey s  fall o u t of tre e s  and  
b re a k  th e ir  necks b ec au se  th ey  w e re  re a c h in g  fo r the  
M oon? No — w e do! Now w e h a v e  sp eech , w h e re  B e­
fo re  th e re  w as  none — a n d  now w e h a v e  m is u n d e r ­
s tan d in g  a n d  confusion  w h ere  B efo re  th e re  w as 
n o n e !”  H e m a ssa g e d  h is p ro m in e n t su p ra o rb ita l  
r id g e , th en  ra n  a  h an d  a long  th e  bony c r e s t  a t  th e  top  
of h is head . “ W e can  beco m e so p reo ccu p ied  w ith  th is  
th ink ing  nonsense  th a t  w e c a n  lose o u r sen se  of the  
th in g s  a ro u n d  us. I ’v e  b een  so ta k e n  w ith  m y  new  Idea  
th a t  I n e a r ly  w alk ed  off a  cliff! W hy? B eca u se  I w as 
lo s t  in  th o u g h t! B eca u se  of th in k in g , I m ig h t h a v e  
been  d ead  a n d  b ro k en  a t  th e  b o tto m  of th e  go rg e , an d  
w ho know s w h ere  th e se  le ak y  old bones w ould  h a v e  
ended  u p ? ”

Og m e re ly  sh ru g g ed , p in ch ed  a  louse  fro m  his fu r, 
an d  c ru sh e d  it b e tw een  fo re fin g e r  a n d  re c e n tly  op­
po sab le  th u m b . “ E v e n  if y o u ’r e  r ig h t, w h a t c an  w e do 
ab o u t it?  W e c a n ’t m a k e  o u rse lv e s  not know  w h a t w e 
a lre a d y  know .”

N arro w  b row s w rin k led  th ro u g h o u t the  cave .
C rug  stood. “ T a lk ,”  he sa id . “ I h e a r  only you  ta lk . 

T h ink ing  — h a ! ” H e s p a t to w ard  th e  fire . “ I not lik ing 
y ou r tho u g h t stu ff. I t — it m a k e  m e  w an tin g  to s c ra tc h  
inside m y  h e a d .”

“ I  th ink  Zook h a s  a  po in t, O g,”  p ip ed  B e rt. “ J  
th ink  w e ’r e  a  lit tle  m o re  . . .d is ta n t  fro m  th in g s  th an  
w e u sed  to be. I m e an , w e ta lk  now ab o u t ‘th e  a n im a ls ’ 
a s  though  w e ’r e  so m e th in g  a p a r t  fro m  th em . B u t B e­
fo re , I d o n ’t r e m e m b e r  th in k in g  I w as  an y  d iffe ren t 
fro m  th e  r e s t  of th e m . ’ ’

“ I d o n ’t  r e m e m b e r  th in k in g  an y th in g  a t  a l l ,” 
qu ipped  a  vo ice f ro m  th e  back .

B e r t  ig n o red  it. “ A nd w h a t a b o u t o u r  p a r e n ts ? ”  he  
co n tin u ed , r is in g  now th a t  he  w as  g a in in g  m o m en tu m . 
H e cocked  a  s lim  h ip . “ W e s ta r te d  do ing  th e se  th ings 
a lm o s t a ll a t  once , an d  so  fa s t  th a t  w e d o n ’t even  
r e m e m b e r  w h a t it  w as  like fo r t h e m ” One d e lic a te  
h a n d  w en t a g a in s t  h is  bony  c h e s t; th e  th in  f in g e rs  
sp la y ed . “ B u t a t  n ig h t I h e a r  th e  vo ices of th e  O nes 
B efo re . W e a ll  h e a r  th em . T h ey  d o n ’t s a y  an y th in g , 
b u t th e y ’r e  h a p p y  vo ices. C on ten t v o ic e s .” S lim  h an d  
lo w ered  to sh a rp -b la d e d  hip. “ S u re , o u r p a re n ts  w e re  
a f r a id  of us. B u t to th e m  w e w e re  s till a p a r t  of them , 
a n d  th ey  w e re  a  p a r t  of e v e ry th in g . B u t us — w e k n e w  
w e w e re n ’t like  th e m ... ju s t  b e c a u s e  w e k n e w ” He 
sh ru g g ed .

Og sig h ed  an d  lo w ered  h is  b ra n c h . “ And w h ere  
does th is  le a d  u s?  I a s k  a g a in : ev en  if Zook’s  r ig h t, 
w h a t c a n  w e do a b o u t it?  F o rg e t it a ll, ju s t  like  th a t? ”  

Zook c le a re d  h is  th ro a t .  “ T h a t’s r ig h t ,”  he sa id . 
“ W h at B e rt w as  ta lk in g  ab o u t — th a t ’s th e  a n sw e r. At 
n ig h t w e h e a r  th e  m u rm u rs  of th e  O nes B efo re . We 
r e m e m b e r .” H e sh ru g g ed . “ M aybe  i t ’s  b ec a u se  a t  
n ig h t w e a r e  tire d  fro m  th e  d ay , a n d  w e le t go a  b it of 
o u r  th in k in g  an d  ta lk in g , an d  th e  B efo re  co m es back . 
O nly it  n e v e r  r e a lly  w as  gone. I t ’s a s  if th in k in g  is  a 
loud new  vo ice  in  a  c a v e  fu ll of vo ices, an d  if you can  
ju s t  g e t th e  th in k in g  vo ice o u ts id e  th e  c a v e  you can  
h e a r  a ll th e  o th e r  vo ices. ’’

Zook s c a n n e d  th e  o th e rs . T h e ir  d a rk  ey e s  w e re  
b r ig h t in th e  f ire lig h t a s  th ey  looked into an  in n e r 
d is tan c e . “ T hey  m a k e  you  w an t to go b ac k  to th e  B e­
fo re ,”  he s a id . “ D on’t th e y ? ”

A fe m a le  (w ho h a d  no n a m e  b ec au se  th e  though t 
of g iv ing  n a m e s  to  fem a le s  h a d  no t y e t  o cc u rre d  to 
an y b o d y ) sa id , “ T h ey  ... ca ll. A nd a p a r t  of m e  w an ts  
to go back . B u t a  b ig g e r  p a r t  of m e  d o esn ’t.

“ T h a t is  th e  th in k in g  p a r t  of y o u ,” exp la in ed  
Zook. “ T he lo u d est vo ice  in th e  cav e . B u t I ’ve  le a rn ed  
th a t  if you  l is te n  to  th e  o th e r  vo ices a t  n igh t, th ey  
beco m e louder. A nd in th e  d ay  I h av e  tr ie d  to . . .to 
m o v e  an d  be a s  I r e m e m b e r  m o v in g  an d  b e in g  B efore. 
T he m o re  I do th is , th e  m o re  th e  loud vo ice fad es. It 
isn ’t so m e th in g  you can  th in k  abou t. T h ink ing  . . .is a 
m u sc le  th a t  r e la x e s  w hen  you d o n ’t u se  it. ”

B e r t r a is e d  a h an d , frow ning . “ Y ou m e a n ,”  he 
b eg an , “ w e th in k  . . .ab o u t no t th in k in g  . . .w hen the  
w ay  to  n o t  th ink  . .  .is  to  no t t h i n k . .  .ab o u t th in k in g ? ” 

Zook frow ned  a n d  n a rro w e d  h is ey es. “ I th ink  so ,” 
he rep lied .

C rug  th e  F lin t-C h ip p e r  b an g e d  h is m a rg in a l 
fo re h ea d  a g a in s t  th e  sto n y  floor. “ My h e a d ,”  he 
m o an ed . “ M y h e a d ! ”

Zook ig n o red  h im . “ T he pu ll to go b ack  w as  so 
s tro n g ,” he  sa id . “ B u t I w an te d  to be a b le  to com e ta lk  
to  you  to n ig h t, so I fou g h t it. I t isn ’t  e a sy  to choose; 
th e re ’s  a lo t to be sa id  fo r th in k in g , ev e n  though  I th ink  
— See! — See! — I th in k  i t ’s  too d a n g e ro u s  an d  too 
a p p e a l in g .”

Og w a ited  un til th e  c a v e  q u ie ted . “ I t seem s to 
m e ,”  he co u n te red , “ th a t  th in k in g  m e a n s  th a t  w e  a r e  
a w a re  of w h a t w e do. A re  w e a ll a g re e d  on th a t? ”

T hey  w ere .

( C on tinued  to p a g e  46)

PAGE 30 Annual Anthology, May 1988



mg ' JR. w'WL £  * v > . .

Annual Anthology, May 1988 P A G E  31



Containment
By Dean Whitlock
Art by Charles J. Lang

L t. R o b e rt M alco lm  le an e d  a g a in s t  th e  r a i l ­
ing an d  g azed  ou t a t  th e  w oods b eyond  th e  c o m ­
pound. T hey  w e re  a  good half-k lick  aw a y , b u t the  
d ay  w as cool a n d  b r ig h t. T he  new  le a v e s  show ed 
e le c tr ic  g ree n  in  th e  c le a r  a i r .  M alco lm  took a 
d eep  b re a th . A lig h t b re e z e  c a r r ie d  th e  sm e ll of 
g row ing  th in g s . A fte r  m o n th s  sp en t m o stly  
u n d erg ro u n d , th e  f re sh  liv ing  sp rin g  w as  lik e  a  
rep riev e .

He le t h is  ey e s  w a n d e r  o v e r  th e  com pound , 
no ting  th e  h igh  f re sh  g ra s s ,  a  sp o t of w h ite  
w ildflow ers, a  b ird  on a  h igh  p e rc h . T he p e rc h  
w as su rro u n d e d  by a  ch a in -link  fen ce  an d  b a rb e d  
w ire , b u t h e  d id n ’t n o tic e  th em . T hey  w e re  n o r­
m a l, p a r t  of th e  w in te r  p a s t, p a r t  o f th is  to u r  of 
du ty . M alco lm  s tre tc h e d  an d  tu rn e d  h is fa c e  up 
to  the  w a rm in g  sun . I t w as  a  good d ay  to  b e  ou t, a  
d ay  to  r e d is c o v e r  th e  w oods a n d  th e  w orld  
a round  th em

H is g aze  w en t b ac k  to  th e  w oods, beyond  th e  
fen ces an d  th e  open  g round . H e sm iled  a n d  his 
b lu e  ey es  f la sh ed  in  th e  sun lig h t. H e fe lt th e  lu re , 
th e  c a ll to  h u n t an d  ex p lo re , an d  he  re m e m b e re d  
d ay s  sp en t w ith  h is fr ie n d s , fig h tin g  p la y  a rm ie s  
in  th e  w oods like  th e se . H e co u ld n ’t a n s w e r  th e ir  
c a ll now, b u t it w as  n ice  to  know  th a t  he  could  
s till h e a r  it.

M alco lm  sm iled , th in k in g  b ac k  to  o th e r, 
y o u n g er sp r in g  m o rn in g s . He re m e m b e re d  lu rk ­
ing  beh ind  b ra m b le s  in old c e lla r  ho les, a  b roken  
p la s tic  r ifle  in  h is  h an d s , w a itin g  fo r h is  fr ie n d s  
th e  en em y  to t ry  to find  h im . T h a t w as  th e ir  
u su a l g a m e  — th e  h u n te r  a n d  th e  h u n ted , th e  
h id e r  a n d  th e  tra p p e d , A nd h e  h ad  u su a lly  w on, 
b ec a u se  h e  cou ld  h ide  d e e p e r  a n d  w a it b e t te r  
th a n  W illy o r  G eo rge  o r an y  o th e r  k id  in  th e  
w oods. H e re m e m b e re d  th e ir  fa c e s  fa lling  w hen 
tim e  a n d  a g a in  h e  ca u g h t th em . M a lco lm ’s sm ile  
b ro ad en ed .

H e b ro u g h t h is a t te n tio n  b ack  to  th e  co m ­
pound. H e h a d  a  c le a r  v iew  of n in e ty  p e rc e n t of 
th e  en c lo su re . T he  coo ling  to w er w as  n ine  s to r ie s  
h igh  an d  g a v e  good v a n ta g e  w hen  th e  w e a th e r  
w as  fa ir . A nd th e  com pound  w as  k ep t d e a r  of 
u n d erg ro w th . H e cou ld  see  a ll of th e  p e r im e te r  
ex c ep t fo r tw o sh o r t sec tio n s. T h e re  h is  v iew  w as 
b locked  by  th e  second  tow er, s ta n d in g  to  the 
e a s t, an d  th e  do m e of th e  co re -c o n ta in m en t 
bu ild ing , to th e  n o rth . H e w a lk ed  a ro u n d  th e  r im  
of th e  tow er, g iv in g  ev e ry th in g  a  du tifu l g lan ce , 
a n d  c a m e  b ac k  to  h is  o r ig in a l v a n ta g e . M alco lm

b re a th e d  in  a n o th e r  g r e a t  s ig h  of f re sh  a i r  and  
looked ou t to  th e  w oods. I t  w as  a  fine day .

H e le t h is  m in d  w a n d e r . H e could  a ffo rd  to. 
V 'isual s u rv e il la n c e  w as  only a  sm a ll p a r t  of h is 
■iuty a s  w a tch d o g  on th e  p o w er p la n t. T he pe- 
1 im e te r  w as  g u a rd e d  by  h e a t a n d  p re s su re  sen- 
o rs  b u r ie d  in th e  g ro u n d  a n d  m o u n ted  on th e  

lence . T he  e n tra n c e s  to  th e  com pound  a n d  to  th e  
bu ild ing  w e re  w a tc h ed  by v ideo  m o n ito rs . T he 
sk ie s  ab o v e  w e re  sw ep t by  r a d a r  from  th e  s e c ­
ond  cooling  to w er. M a lco lm ’s p r im a ry  d u ty  w as 
to th e  e le c tro n ic  ey e s . T h ey  s e n t in fo rm atio n  to a 
m a s te r  p an e l in a  b u n k e r  b u r ie d  so m e w h ere  
u n d e r  th e  p la n t — even  M alco lm  w a s n ’t s u re  e x ­
a c tly  w h ere . I ts  only  a c c e s s  w as  fro m  th is  tow er 
th ro u g h  a  p n e u m a tic  sh u tt le , a n d  h e  sp en t m o st 
of h is tim e  th e re . W hen he  w en t o u tsid e , he  c a r ­
r ie d  a  ra d io  link  to  th e  co m m  p an e l an d  ea rp lu g  
a la rm .

T he  p la n t h a d  been  m o th b a lle d  fifty  y e a rs  
ago , a f te r  th ir ty  y e a r s  on line. T hey  h ad  d am p ed  
th e  co re  a n d  rem o v e d  a s  m u c h  of th e  sp en t fuel 
a s  th e  m il i ta ry  needed . B u t it co st too m uch  to 
to ta lly  d eco m m iss io n  a  p la n t, a n d  by th en  th e re  
w as  no b e t te r  p la c e  to  s ta s h  th e  w a s te s  th a n  r ig h t 
th e re  in  th e  dom e. T hey  se a le d  u p  th e  on-site  
s to ra g e  fa c ilitie s , k ep t th e  w a te r  flow ing th rough  
th e  co re , an d  s tr ip p e d  ou t e v e ry th in g  e lse  they 
w an te d . T hen  they  m oved  in  th e  u su a l G u ard  
p la to o n  to  w a tc h  o v e r  th e  p la n t till th e  h o tte s t 
w a s te  cou ld  be  rem o v ed  o r h a d  d e c a y e d  to a  sa fe  
level.

As th e  techno logy  of w a tc h in g  im p ro v ed , th e  
p la toon  sh ru n k  to  five  m en . T h en  two. T hen  one. 
Lt. Bob M alco lm .

H e sm iled  in to  th e  m id d le  d is ta n c e  betw een  
th e  to w er a n d  th e  w oods. I t cou ld  be  lonely  du ty , 
b u t h e  lik ed  it. H e h a d  tim e  to  th ink , sm a ll 
m a in te n a n c e  jo b s to k eep  h is h a n d s  a c tiv e , m o ­
m e n ts  of p le a s a n t c h a i te r  w ith  th e  co m m an d  
c e n te r  o v e r  th e  rad io . A nd h e  w a s n ’t co m p le te ly  
a lone . H e h a d  tw o K-9s, b ig , b eau tifu l G e rm a n  
sh e p h e rd s  w ho p ro w led  th e  com pound  w hile  he 
k ep t a  d is ta n t w a tc h  w ith  h is sen so rs . H e d id n ’t 
m in d  th e  w a itin g  a t  a ll.

N or th e  en d  of w a itin g
T he m o m e n t c a m e  w ith  a  tiny  peep  in h is 

e a r .  W ithout th in k in g , he  dropped" to  one kn ee  
below  the  level of th e  ra il in g  a n d  pu lled  th e  p o r­
ta b le  co m m  ou t of its  pouch. T he  th ree -n u m b er 
re a d o u t se n t a shock  of an x ie ty  th ro u g h  h im . The
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code in d ic a te d  a  p e r im e te r  b re a k  in  th e  e a s t 
q u a d ra n t, in  one of th e  b lin d  sp o ts . H e r isk e d  a 
look o v e r  th e  ra ilin g , b u t it  w as no good. T he  e a s t  
to w er b locked  h is v iew . H e p u n ch ed  fo r ex ten d ed  
d a ta , a n d  h is an x ie ty  tu rn e d  to  an tic ip a tio n . T he 
sen so rs  in d ic a ted  m o re  th a n  one body . I t  cou ld  
be  a  h e rd  of d ee r , h e  re m in d e d  h im self.

A nd it could  be m en .
H e s c ra m b le d  to  th e  ch u te  a n d  d ro p p ed  dow n 

in to  th e  sh u ttle . A h a tc h  c lo sed  ab o v e  h im  a n d  a 
b la s t of a i r  c a r r ie d  h im  dow n to th e  b u n k e r . H e 
p u lled  h im se lf  ou t o f th e  c a p su le  a n d  took his 
s e a t  a t  th e  m a in  co m m . T he c e n te r  sc re en  
show ed a  m a p  of th e  com pound , a n d  a re d  lig h t 
g low ed in th e  e a s t  q u a d ra n t  of open  g ro u n d . It 
m oved  slow ly to w ard  th e  fence . M alco lm  sw it­
ched  to r a d a r  sc an , a n d  th e  r e d  lig h t b e c a m e  
th re e  ligh ts. T hey  w e re  m ov ing  to g e th e r , one 
a h e a d  an d  tw o behind . H e h a d  no v isu a ls  th a t  f a r  
out, a n d  th e  r a d a r  w a s n ’t se n s itiv e  enough  to 
d raw  a  s ilh o u e tte . B u t h e  h a d  th e  dogs. A sw itch  
re le a se d  h is  le ad  a n im a l, an d  a s  th e  dog c a m e  
ou t in to  th e  com pound , he  b e c a m e  a  b lue  lig h t on 
th e  m ap . M alco lm  g a v e  h im  d irec tio n s  th ro u g h  a 
r a d io / t ic k le r  in  h is co lla r , a n d  th e  dog m oved  
so u th e a s t in a  c irc lin g  m a n e u v e r .

T he en c lo su re  w as la n d sc a p e d  w ith  long, low 
m ounds th a t  g av e  th e  dogs p ro tec tio n , a n d  they  
w ere  w e ll-tra in ed . T he lig h ts  co n v e rg ed  to w a rd  
a  sp o t a t  th e  p e r im e te r  fence , a n d  th e  in tru d e rs  
s to p p ed  to g e th e r , fu sed  in to  a  s in g le  b lood-red  
glow . T he  dog  s to p p ed  ab o u t fifty  m e te r s  aw ay . 
T he a n im a l w as  tra in e d  to o b se rv e  a n d  re p o r t  by 
paw ing  h is  co lla r , a n d  M alco lm  s ta r e d  a t  th e  
sc re en , w a itin g  for a  s ig n a l. W hen it c a m e , he  
a lm o s t la u g h ed  aloud . T h re e  ze ro s. M en.

M an h a d  g o tten  tw o u se fu l co m m o d itie s  
fro m  n u k es b e fo re  th e  p la n ts  h a d  b eco m e  ob­
so le te  — p o w er an d  p lu to n iu m . E le c tr ic i ty  a n d  
w eap o n ry . A nd d e sp ite  th e  d o o m sa y e rs , th e  
p r ic e  h ad  b een  sm a ll, n u m b e re d  in  h u n d red s  of 
lives, no t m illions. T he  tr a c k  re c o rd  h ad  been  
good, p a r t ic u la r ly  c o m p a re d  w ith  o th e r  fo rm s  of 
pow er g en e ra tio n . Now th e  n u k es w e re  sh u t 
d o w n  a n d  t h e  w a s t e s  s a f e l y  s t a s h e d  
u n d erg ro u n d , c a s t  in to  sp a c e , o r  c lo se ly  w a tc h ed  
in th e  old p la n ts . A nd th e  w a tc h in g  h a d  not been  
th a t  d ifficu lt. In  th e  f i r s t  y e a rs ,  th e re  h ad  been  
fire f ig h ts  a t  th r e e  s ta tio n s . O nce te r ro r is ts  h ad  
a c tu a lly  s to len  so m e  low -level w a s te s , b u t they  
h ad  been  tra p p e d  in th e  s tr e e ts  of th e  tow n s u r ­
ro und ing  th e  p la n t a n d  w iped  o u t by  th e  G u ard . 
V ery  few  c iv ilian s  h a d  b een  k illed  o r  con ­
ta m in a te d .

T he a r e a  a ro u n d  th e  p la n ts  h ad  been  
c le a re d , th e  peop le  m o v ed  to  o th e r  h o m es, an d  
th e  tow ns tu rn e d  in to  n a tu re  p re se rv e s . A nd th e  
G u a rd  h ad  d eve loped  a w ay  to d ea l w ith  in ­
tru d e rs .

T he red  lig h ts  r e a c h e d  th e  fen ce  and , a f te r  a 
m in u te ’s h es ita tio n , w en t p a s t  it. M alco lm  se n t a 
co m m an d  to  h is  dog to  follow  a n d  k ey ed  a  rad io  
co n tac t w ith  th e  a r e a  co m m an d  c e n te r .

“ C en tra l, th is  is H ec to r  S ta tio n ,” he  sa id . “ I 
h av e  a b rea k -in  h e re . ”

“ R e a d in g ,” c a m e  th e  rep ly . M alco lm  sm il­
ed . T he  vo ice  w a s  c a lm  a n d  p le a sa n t. M itche ll 
w as  on  d u ty , a n d  sh e  w as  a  good one to  h a v e  on 
th e  o th e r  end . She w as  a  c a r e e r  so ld ie r , a  non-

co m  w ith  15 y e a r s  s e rv ic e , a n d  sh e  h a d  been  in  on 
tw o b re a k -in  a t te m p ts .  M alco lm  h a d  m e t h e r  on ­
ly  once . She w as  o ld e r, a p p ro a c h in g  4 0 , an d  b u ilt 
l ik e  a n  e a r ly  20th c e n tu ry  m a tro n . B u t sh e  knew  
h e r  job , a n d  sh e  h a d  a  vo ice th a t  m a d e  m e n  
d re a m .

“ D e v ia tio n ? ” M itche ll ask ed .
“ N eg a tiv e . K ey  C e n tra l fo r s ta n d b y .”
T he  r e d  lig h t m o v ed  a w a y  fro m  th e  fence 

to w a rd  th e  c e n te r  of th e  com pound  a n d  sp lit 
b ack  in to  th r e e  in tru d e rs ,  one le ad in g  a n d  two 
beh ind . T he b lu e  lig h t fo llow ed a t  a  d is tan c e .

M alco lm  k ey ed  a  b low -up of th e  e a s t  q u a d ­
ra n t .  T he  m a p  w as  o v e r la id  w ith  a g r id  show ing 
th e  c o n to u rs  o f th e  en c lo su re . A s e r ie s  of r id g es  
fu n n e led  f ro m  th e  p e r im e te r  a w a y  fro m  th e  con ­
ta in m e n t a n d  s to ra g e  bu ild ings to w a rd  th e  e a s t  
to w er. T he s h a p e  of th e  la n d  looked  n a tu ra l .  T he 
h ills  w e re  low  a n d  p ro v id ed  m in im a l co v e r , bu t 
th ey  s e rv e d  th e ir  p u rp o se . T he lig h t m oved  
to w a rd  th e  tow er. M alco lm  re la x e d  a  little .

“ F u n n e l p ro c e d u re  u n d e rw a y ,” he  rep o rted .
“ R e a d in g ,”  M itche ll rep lied . “ D o you h av e  

v e r if ic a tio n  on th e  in t r u d e rs ? ”
“ V isua l s ig h tin g s  by  K-9 u n it in d ic a te  

h u m a n s ,” M alco lm  rep lied .
“ In te n t io n ? ”
“ U nkn o w n .”
“ R o g e r V erify  a t  f ir s t  p o ss ib le  v id eo .”
“ W ill d o .” M alco lm  w a tc h e d  th e  m ap , sm il­

ing . T he d ia lo g u e  w en t e x a c tly  by  fo rm u la . T hey 
w e re  b eing  re c o rd e d  a n d  th e  rec o rd in g  w ould 
show  th a t  th e  p la n  w orked . As it  a lw a y s  had . In 
20 y e a r s ,  th e r e  h a d  been  a s  m a n y  in tru s io n s , 
a n d  th ey  h ad  a ll fa iled . T h is w as  th e  f ir s t  a t ta c k  
a t  H ec to r S ta tio n , th e  f ir s t  non-d rill a t te m p t in 
M a lco lm ’s th re e  y e a r s  w ith  th e  G u a rd . T he  ex ­
c ite m e n t he  fe lt  w as  a lm o s t sex u a l.

T he  lig h t m o v ed  to w a rd  th e  tow er, an d  
M alco lm  ch e ck e d  o u t th e  video. A seco n d  sc re en  
ab o v e  h is  s e a t  c a m e  to  life, a n d  h e  h ad  a  v iew  of 
th e  s id e  of th e  cooling  to w er cu rv in g  in to  v iew  on 
th e  le ft, a n d  a  se c tio n  of th e  com p o u n d  on the 
r ig h t. H e p u n ch e d  a  code a n d  a  do o r opened  in 
th e  s id e  of th e  tow er. H e ch e ck e d  th e  m ap . A 
g ree n  lig h t m a rk e d  th e  position  of th e  door. The 
red  lig h ts  c a m e  c lo se r , an d  he  w a tc h e d  the 
s c re e n . T h ey  w ould  co m e in to  v iew  from  beh ind  
th e  c a m e ra ,  to  th e  r ig h t.

T he  s c re e n  w en t b lank .
M alco lm  s ta re d  a t  th e  g ra y  fuzz an d  a lm o s t 

c u rse d , b u t he  re m e m b e re d  th e  ta p e  re c o rd e r  
a n d  k ep t s ilen t. In s te a d , h e  in it ia te d  a  qu ick  
re m o te  s e a rc h  fo r a  fau lt in th e  c irc u itry . T he 
v ideo  h a d  tw o b ack -u p s a n d  n e ith e r  h a d  co m e on. 
T he  conso le  its e lf  h a d  a  r e p a ir  p ro g ra m  to spo t 
m a lfu n c tio n s , a n d  th a t  h ad  no t co m e  on. He 
k ey ed  th e  p ro g ra m  h im se lf , b u t it c a m e  up n eg ­
a tiv e .

H e ch e ck e d  th e  m a in  sc re en . T he  g ree n  ligh t 
w as  s till b r ig h t a n d  th e  in tru d e rs  w e re  w ith in  ten  
fe e t of th e  open  door. H e r a n  th ro u g h  th e  r e p a ir  
p ro g ra m  a  second  tim e , b u t found  no th ing . 
R e lu c ta n tly , h e  k ey ed  th e  m ike .

“ C e n tra l, th is  is  H ec to r. I h a v e  lo st v isu a ls , 
p r im a ry  a n d  back-up . M u st a s s u m e  a  h o stile  in ­
te n t on th e  p a r t  of th e  in tru d in g  fo rc e  ’ ’

T h e re  w as  s ilen ce  fo r  a  m o m e n t, th en  M it­
che ll spoke o u t in  s u rp ris e .
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“ D id  th e y  blow th e  c a m e r a ? ” sh e  a sk ed . 
M alco lm  w inced . H e h a d n ’t ex p e c ted  h e r  to  lo se 
h e r  ca lm .

“ U nknow n, C e n tra l ,”  h e  rep lied , s tre s s in g  
the title .

“ H av e  you  ch e ck e d  th e  o th e r  c a m e ra s ,  H ec­
to r ? ” sh e  a sk e d , a n d  th e  s tr e s s  th a t  sh e  la id  on 
the  n a m e  w as  a n g ry . H e w inced  a g a in  b ec au se  
he  h a d n ’t b u t w hen  he  ch eck ed  th e  c a m e ra  inside  
the  door, it w as  d ead . H e ra n d o m ly  tr ie d  o th e rs  
in th e  bu ild ing , b u t th ey  w e re  a ll u se le ss . S o m e­
how, th e  w hole sy s te m  h ad  b een  blow n.

“ All v isu a ls  a r e  n o n fu n c tio n a l,”  h e  sa id .
“ H ave  you tr ie d  th e  r e p a ir  m o d e ? ”
“ Y e s ,” he  sn ap p ed , a n d  w a s  re w a rd e d  w ith  

a sh o r t p au se .
“ W here a r e  they  n o w ?” sh e  a s k e d  finally . 

H e ch eck ed  th e  sc re e n . T he  red  lig h ts  h a d  con ­
v e rg e d  to  a  s in g le  la rg e  glow  th a t  o v e r la p p e d  th e  
s id e  of th e  to w er a n d  fad e d  th e  g re e n  of th e  
doorw ay. T hen  th e  lig h t sp lit in  tw o, m ov ing  
aw a y  from  th e  to w er. H e s c a n n e d  fo r th e  th ird  
re d  do t a n d  found  it  o u t in th e  g rid , w ith in  
touch ing  d is ta n c e  of th e  b lue  p o in t th a t  w as  h is 
dog. H is ey e s  f la sh e d  to  th e  a n im a l’s re a d o u t an d  
found a la s t  m e ssa g e , m is se d  in  th e  confusion  of 
th e  blow n video.

I t  r e a d  “ A rm e d .”
H e looked  b ac k  to  th e  s c re e n  a n d  saw  th e  red  

lig h t m ove b a c k  to its  co m ra d e s . T he  b lue  do t 
b linked  out.

“ C e n tra l ,” M alco lm  c len c h ed  h is h a n d s  on 
th e  conso le a n d  k ep t h is vo ice s te a d y . “ C onfirm  
ho stile  in te n t of in tru d e rs . M y le a d  K-9 u n it h as  
been  n u llif ied .”

T h e re  w as  a n o th e r  s ilen ce , a n d  w hen  M it­
che ll an sw e re d , h e r  voice w as s te a d y  a n d  
b usinesslike .

“ R ead in g , H e c to r ,” sh e  s a id  qu ie tly . “ Do 
you re q u e s t a  back -u p  sq u a d ?  ’ ’

H e s ta re d  a t  th e  s c re e n , w illing  th e  do ts to 
m o v e  b ac k  to w ard  th e  door. A nd they  did. H e 
re la x e d  h is h an d s .

“ N e g a tiv e ,”  h e  sa id .
T he lig h t p au se d  by  th e  door a n d  th e n  w en t 

th ro u g h , one lead in g , th e  o th e r  tw o b eh ind  in  a  
s in g le  b lob of red . T he co m m  a u to m a tic a lly  
k eyed  th e  door a n d  M alco lm  sm iled . H e im a g ­
ined  i t  sw in g in g  sh u t b eh in d  th e  en em y , le av in g  
th e m  tra p p e d  in d a rk n e s s  w ith  a  th ird  of a  m e te r  
of s te e l b lock ing  th e ir  only  w ay  out. T he  g ree n  
lig h t fad ed  off th e  sc re en .

“ F u n n e l p ro c e d u re  is c o m p le te d ,”  h e  sa id . 
“ In itia tin g  c o n ta in m e n t.”

T h en  h e  p u n ch e d  a  co d e  to  o v e r r id e  
a u to m a tic  co n tro l of th e  p ro g ra m . I t  w as  h is 
o p era tio n .

He k ey ed  the  s c re e n , an d  it  sh ifted  to  a  m a p  
of th e  c o rr id o rs  b e n e a th  th e  e a s t  to w er a n d  th e  
c o re  bu ild ing . T he in tru d e rs  g low ed a s  a  s in g le  
b r ig h t do t a t  th e  ed g e  of th e  m a ze . A n o th e r key  
opened  a  door b e fo re  th e m , a door in to  a  lig h ted  
ha llw ay . T he re d  lig h t sp lit. P a r t  of it m o v ed  
th ro u g h  th e  d o o rw ay . A fte r a  p a u se , th e  r e s t  
follow ed, an d  th e  lig h ts  jo in ed  in to  one a n d  m o v ­
ed  dow n th e  hall. M a lco lm ’s h an d s  r a n  o v e r  th e  
k ey b o a rd  an d  th e  p ic tu re  e n la rg e d  s lig h tly , bu t 
th e  s c re e n  show ed  only a  s in g le  lig h t to  m a rk  th e
in tru d e rs . (C o n tin u ed  to n e x t  p a g e )

Einstein's Cold
Equation Blues
By David Lunde
It used to be so easy 
blasting in to spa ce: 
m y home-built backyard rocket 
would take me anyplace.

The Stars My Destina tion, 
Non-Stop off I ’d go 
until I made First Contact 
out in Scorpio.

A t the thunder of m y landing,
Who Goes There? you would say 
(All You Zombies wondering 
how you got that way!)

I ’d Skylark off to Vega 
cruising at Tau Zero 
and outsmart bug-eyed monsters, 
a More Than Human hero.

Out Around Far Rigel 
on a lazy day I ’d roam,
’til I finally Lensed your message 
through stars like drifting foam :

The Ligh ts In The Sky Are Stars 
but always Earth Abides 
Earthman Come Home, 
i t ’s time to choose up sides.

No Runaround or Reason 
would keep me from m y quest, 
as I put the stuff of mankind 
to every Alien test.

But the pianoforming soul 
of The Man Who Wanted Stars 
will never get much farther 
than the not-Barsoom of Mars,

for Einstein ’#  Cold Equa tion,
E  equals MC squared,
has caused our Childhood’s End,
and none of us is spared.

Copyright © 1986.1988 bv David Lunde
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“ D a m n ,” M alco lm  sa id  it  a lo u d  th is  tim e , 
w ith o u t th ink ing ,

“ W h a t’s the  m a t te r ? ”  M itche ll asked ,
“ No p ro b lem , C e n tra l ,”  he  rep lied . “ M y 

m a x im u m  reso lu tio n  w on’t s e p a r a te  in d iv id u a ls  
in  a  g ro u p .”

“ Is  it r e la te d  to  y o u r v ideo  p ro b le m ? ” sh e  
a sk ed , a n d  he  th o u g h t he  h e a rd  h e r  vo ice 
b rig h ten .

“ N eg a tiv e . T he tw o sy s te m s  a r e  in d e p en ­
d e n t .” T h e re  w as ir r i ta t io n  in  h is  vo ice  a n d  sh e  
h e a rd  it.

“ I a m  a w a re  of th a t ,  H e c to r ,” sh e  s a id  coo l­
ly , “ b u t you h a v e  y e t to  c o n firm  th e  id e n tity  of 
th e  in tru d e rs  o r  th e  c a u se  of th e  v ideo  fa i lu re . ’ ’

“ T h e ir  in ten tio n  is c le a r ,  S e rg e a n t ,” he  sa id  
slow ly “ T h ey  h a v e  p a s se d  th e  f i r s t  room  an d  
a re  p ro ceed in g  a s  p la n n e d  in  c o r r id o r  E-5. ”

“ V ery  good, S ir ,”  sh e  rep lied , a n d  h e r  vo ice 
w as c lipped  a n d  d is ta n t. “ D o you  re q u e s t  a  
back -up  sq u a d ? ”

M alco lm  b it off a n  a n g ry  re to r t .  H e h ad  
pu lled  ra n k , a n d  sh e  w as  m a k in g  s u re  h e  knew  
ex a c tly  how  m u c h  of th e  re sp o n s ib ility  w as h is  — 
a ll of it.

“ N e g a tiv e ,” he  sa id , a n d  th e  ten s io n  s ta r te d  
to  le a v e  h im . H e w a tc h e d  th e  lig h t on  th e  s c re e n , 
m ov ing  slow ly  dow n th e  c o rr id o r . H e h a d  tr a in e d  
fo r th is  s itu a tio n , d re a m e d  ab o u t th is  m o m en t. 
H e w an ted  no back -u p  sq u a d .

H e k ey e d  th e  co m m , a n d  th e  do o r b e tw een  
th e  f irs t  room  a n d  th e  h a llw ay  c losed . A no ther 
code opened  a th ird  door in  a  s id e  w all a h e a d  of 
th em .

It w as  a  s im p le  p la n  — b e a u tifu l in  its  s im ­
p lic ity . T h ey  w ould  tu rn  a  c o rn e r  a n d  f in d  th e  
c o rr id o r  d a rk  a h e a d  of th em . To th e ir  le f t  o r 
r ig h t w ould  be a  door le ad in g  to  a  lig h ted  room . 
O r a n o th e r  lig h ted  c o rr id o r . O r a  c o r r id o r  w ith  a  
lig h t sh in in g  o u t of a n o th e r  door f a r th e r  on. T he 
m aze  tw is te d  a n d  tu rn e d , le a d in g  th e m  a w a y  
to rn  th e  co n tro l ro o m s, a w a y  fro m  th e  on-site  

s to ra g e  fa c ilitie s , aw a y  fro m  a n y th in g  th ey  
cou ld  use  o r sa b o tag e .

If they  tr ie d  to  tu rn  b ack , th e y  w ould  find  
th e m se lv e s  in a  d if fe re n t c o rr id o r , w ith  a n o th e r  
open door to  le a d  th e m  on. If th e y  tr ie d  to  s top , 
the  ligh ts w ould  flic k e r  a n d  fad e  a n d  th en  d ie , a s  
if th e  p la n t w e re  n a tu ra lly  su ffe r in g  fro m  its  
y e a r s  of d isu se . If th e y  s till re fu se d  to m ove , a  
sq u a d  w ould go in  a n d  b r in g  th e m  o u t — a f te r  a  
few w eeks.

M alco lm  a d m ire d  th e  p lan . B u t it a lso  
d isa p p o in te d  h im . T he  s c re e n  w a s  too d is ta n t 
an d  too d ry . T he  v ideo  c a m e ra s  w e re  sp a c e d  too 
f a r  a p a r t  — a n d  n o t e v e n  w o rk in g , h e  
re m e m b e re d  w ith  a  b r ie f  f la sh  of a n g e r . He 
fo llow ed th e  s in g le  lig h t — o ccas io n a lly  tw o — 
m ov in g  th ro u g h  th e  m a z e  a n d  tr ie d  to  im a g in e  
th e  faces . W ere  th ey  m e n  o r  w om en , A m e ric a n s  
o r a lien s?  D id  th ey  know  th ey  w e re  bein g  led  to  a  
cag e?  W ould th e ir  fa c e s  show  it?  He tr ie d  to 
im a g in e  th e  ha lf- li t  c o r r id o rs , th e  s u rp r is e  of an  
open  door a t  odd tu rn in g s , th e  g ro w in g  confusion  
a n d  tension .

H e re p o r te d  th e  s ta g e s  of th e  c o n ta in m e n t 
p ro c e d u re  a n d  k eyed  e a c h  c h a n g e  in th e  p a th  a s  
it c a m e  up. M itchell k ep t h e r  re p lie s  to  b r ie f  a c ­
kno w led g m en ts . H e took th e  tim e  to  ch eck  th e

r e p a ir  p ro g ra m  a n d  its  back -u p , bu t n e ith e r  
show ed  a  fa u lt  in th e  v ideo  c irc u it.  A nd he  
av o id ed  ch eck in g  fo r  a n o th e r  re a d in g  from  th e  
K-9. T h e re  w e re  b ack -u p s b u ilt in to  th e  co lla r . He 
knew  it w ould  b e  d ead .

T he  in tru d e rs  s to p p e d  a t  one tu rn in g . T he 
le a d e r  m o v ed  off, b u t a  second  lig h t s ta y e d  
b eh in d  a n d  h e  c a m e  b ack , A fte r te n  m in u te s  in 
d a rk n e s s , th e y  m o v ed  on.

O nce, a  door re fu se d  to  c lose, a n d  a ch eck  of 
th e  re a d o u ts  in d ic a te d  th a t  it  h a d  b een  ja m m e d . 
M alco lm  sm iled  a n d  a c tiv a te d  a  back -u p  sy s tem  
for th e  door. T he  se rv o m o to rs  h ad  enough  fo rce  
to  s h e a r  a n  e ig h t-m illim e te r  iro n  b a r  w ith  th e  
ed g e  of th e  door. I t  closed .

F in a lly , th ey  w e re  a t  th e  c e n te r  of th e  m aze . 
M alco lm  k ey e d  open  th e  door a n d  w a tc h ed  th e  
lig h t m o v e  to w a rd  th e  fin a l room  — th e  c o re ­
c o n ta in m e n t c h a m b e r . I t w as a  u se le ss  shell 
now. T he coo ling  flu id  tr ic k le d  slow ly o v er th e  
la s t o f th e  sp e n t fuel in th e  w ell. I ts  fa in t tu r ­
q uo ise  lu m in e sc e n c e  re f le c te d  d im ly  in th e  h igh 
a rc h  of th e  c o n c re te  dom e. T h a t w as  a ll th a t  r e ­
m a in e d  of its  p ow er. B u t i t  w as  enough .

T he  lig h t m o v ed  in  a n d  hung  by  th e  e n ­
tra n c e . A co d e  f la sh e d  on th e  b o tto m  of th e  
s c re e n , a n d  M alco lm  sm ile d  a g a in . T h ey  w e re  
inside. H e c lo sed  th e  do o r b eh ind  th e m  a n d  w a t­
ch ed  th e  lig h t, w a itin g , im ag in in g .

I t w a s  a  sh o r t w a it. A n o th er lig h t f la sh ed  on 
th e  s c re e n , a n d  th e  c o n ta in m e n t p ro c e d u re  w as 
o v e r. M alco lm  in it ia te d  th e  r e tr ie v a l  p h ase . T he  
g re e n  lig h t a t  th e  e n tra n c e  f lick ed  on an d , a f te r  a  
b r ie f  p a u se , th e  in tru d e rs  w en t th ro u g h  th e  door 
in a  ru sh . M alco lm  shook h is  h ead , a lm o s t p ity ­
ing th e  poor fools. T h ey  h a d  no cho ice  b u t to  run . 
T he  open ing  door k ey e d  a  b la s t  of su b so n ics  th a t  
w ould  d r iv e  ou t ev en  th e  deaf.

T h a t w as  th e  u l t im a te  s im p lic ity  of th e  p lan . 
T he v ic tim s  w e re  b ro u g h t o u t of th e  c h a m b e r  on 
th e ir  ow n fee t, a n d  none of th e  G u a rd  h ad  to go in 
a f te r  th em . T h ey  w e re  led  to  a n  ex it on th e  s id e  of 
th e  c o n ta in m e n t bu ild ing , an d , if th e  co m p u te r  
f ig u red  th e ir  tim e  in  th e  do m e c o r re c tly , they  
w ould a ll m a k e  it r ig h t u p  to th e  door. A fte r a  few 
h o u rs ’ w a it, th ey  cou ld  be  b ro u g h t o u t sa fe ly , 
s ick  a n d  dy in g  o r  d ead .

M alco lm  w a tc h e d  th e  lig h t h u r ry  to w ard  the 
ex it. I t sp lit, a n d  one-h a lf  fell b eh ind , th en  s to p ­
ped . H e frow ned , b e c a u se  i t  w ould  m e a n  going 
in side  to  b r in g  o u t bod ies. S till, h e  co u ld n ’t help  
a d m ire  th e  p lan . A nd h e  c o u ld n ’t he lp  being  
d isap p o in ted .

“ C e n tra l, th is  is H e c to r ,”  he  s a id  to  the 
m ike . “ R e tr ie v a l p ro c e d u re  h a s  been  co m ­
p le te d .”  M itche ll w as  s ilen t.

M alco lm  s ta re d  a t  th e  conso le , su dden ly  
a w a re  of th e  q u ie t a n d  th e  le t-dow n b u ild ing  in ­
s id e  h im . S udden ly , h e  k eyed  th e  m ik e  ag a in .

“ C e n tra l, I a m  go ing  o u ts id e ,”  h e  sa id .
‘Of co u rse , S i r ,”  M itche ll sa id , h e r  vo ice th in  

o v e r  th e  s p e a k e r . “ Do you re q u e s t  a c lean -up  
s q u a d ? ”

F o r  m e  o r  th e m  ? M alco lm  th o u g h t, a n g ry  a t  
th e  in s in u a tio n  in  h e r  voice.

“ I ’m  go ing  to  ch eck  on th e  v ideo  a n d  th e  K- 
9 ,”  h e  s a id  s h a rp ly , a n d  th e n  w o n d ered  w hy he 
fe lt he  h ad  to  ex p la in  h im se lf .

“ Of co u rse , S i r .”  H er vo ice w as  u n ch an g ed .
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H e tr ie d  to ig n o re  it  a n d  d onned  h is  p ro te c ­
tiv e  c lo th ing . T he  su it w a s  fa ir ly  lig h tw e ig h t 
b e c a u se  h e  w a s n ’t  e x p e c te d  to  go  n e a r  th e  co re , 
b u t it h ad  bu ilt-in  ra d ia tio n  d e te c to rs , a  ra d io  in  
th e  h ea d p ie ce , a n d  a  p is to l s t r a p p e d  to  th e  w a is t. 
H e ch eck ed  th a t  c a re fu lly  b e c a u s e  it  w as  th e  on ­
ly  p a r t  of th e  sy s te m  w ith o u t a  back -up .

H e w as  su p p o sed  to  w a it fo r th e  c lea n -u p  
sq u a d  b e fo re  v e n tu rin g  o u ts id e , b u t th e  dec is io n  
to s ta y  o r  to  go w as u ltim a te ly  h is. H e h a d  to  go.

T he c a m e ra  w as  in ta c t . H e took a  c lo se  look 
a t  it on its  m o u n t in  th e  s id e  of th e  to w er an d  
could  find  no s ig n  of ta m p e r in g . H e ch eck ed  
a ro u n d  th e  b a se  of th e  to w er an d  found no ja m ­
m in g  dev ices. F in a lly , h e  sh ru g g ed  i t  off. I t w as  
a  m y s te ry  fo r th e  te ch n ic ia n s .

T hen  h e  looked  fo r th e  dog. A fte r  five 
m in u te s  of s e a rc h in g  th ro u g h  th e  m o ld ed  te r r a in  
w h ere  he th o u g h t th e  a n im a l shou ld  be, he  b e g a n  
to  hope th a t  it m ig h t h a v e  lived . B u t th en  h e  
found th e  co lla r . I t  h a d  been  u n c la sp e d  a n d  to s s ­
ed  in to  th e  g ra s s .  W hen M alco lm  p ick ed  it up, it 
sen sed  his h e a r tb e a t  a n d  re a c tiv a te d  itself.

M alco lm  stood  s ti ll  in  th e  m id d le  of th e  
com pound  an d  s ta re d  ou t to w a rd  th e  tr e e s  
beyond  th e  fence. T he d ay  h a d  gone fro m  e a r ly  
m o rn in g  to  la te  a fte rn o o n  w h ile  th e  p ro g re ss  h ad  
re le n tle s s ly  p lay ed  its e lf  out. T he su n  w as  low

a n d  d is ta n t,  th e  a i r  co ld er. He w en t to th e  ex it 
door a n d  stood  lis ten in g , know ing  th a t  h e  w ould 
h e a r  n o th ing . F in a lly , h e  to n g u ed  th e  ra d io  in  h is 
h e lm e t.

“ C e n tr a l ,”  h e  sa id . “ I a m  go ing  to  open  th e  
r e le a s e  d o o r .”  T h e re  w a s  a pau se .

“ R e p e a t, H e c to r .”  M itche ll w a s  s till on d u ty , 
a n d  sh e  so u n d ed  s u rp ris e d .

“ I ’m g o in g  in s id e .”
“ D on’t  b e  c ra z y , B o b ,”  sh e  sa id , d ro p p in g  a ll 

p re te n s e  of fo rm a lity . “ W h a t if th e y ’r e  still 
a l iv e ? ”

H e d id n ’t an sw e r. H e k ey ed  in  th e  seq u en ce  
to  open  th e  door.

“ D a m n  it,  M a lc o lm ,”  M itch e ll y e lled .
C a n ’t you  w a it  till th e y ’r e  d e a d ? ”

T h e  door sw ung  open  a n d  h e  s te p p e d  u p  to 
th e  th re sh o ld . T he  dog  lay  a t  h is  fe e t, i ts  fu r  
m a tte d  w ith  v o m it an d  blood.

“ J e s u s ,”  M alco lm  w h isp e re d .
“ W h a t’s th e  m a t t e r ? ”  M itche ll a sk ed , h e r  

a n g e r  b u r ie d  by  an x ie ty ,
M alco lm  s ta re d  a t  th e  h a n d  c len c h ed  in th e  

d o g ’s fu r, a t  th e  p la s tic  r if le  in th e  m e ss  on th e  
floo r, a t  th e  w a s te d  fa c e  of th e  in tru d e r .

“ I t ’s  a  b o y ,” h e  sa id . “ J u s t  a lit t le  b o y .”
“ A g a in ? ” sh e  sa id  qu ie tly .

— ABO —
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Search and Destroy
(C on tinued  fro m  p a g e  15)

H aw k es’s  c o u n te rm e a su re s  w e re  a l re a d y  busy . 
L ittle  ju m p in g -jack  f i re c ra c k e rs  sp u tte re d  a ro u n d  the  
w oods, f a r  ou t on th e  p e r im e te r ,  try in g  to  c a tc h  th e  
p a ra fo il’s  a t te n tio n  w ith  h e a t, lig h t, sound  o r  m otion .

I t d id n ’t se e m  to be  looking  fo r  a n y  of th o se  th ings . 
I t  w h irled  s te ad ily , slow ly  dow n w ard . G ood old God, 
G am b le  p ra y e d , fo r th e  s a k e  of m y  d e a r  w ife  D o ris , le t 
th e  G od-dam ned  th in g  b e  a n  IF F  s n i f f e r ...

P e rh a p s  it  w as.
I t  took fo re v e r  to  s e tt le  on  its  f ilm y  w ings, b u t it 

h a d  no p ro p u lsio n  so u rc e  of its  ow n. I t  cou ld  only  fall, 
slow  o r  fa s t, fro m  w h e re  th e  p a ra fo il la u n c h e r  h ad  
d ro p p ed  it; a n d  a t  la s t  i t  h ad  sq u eezed  o u t th e  la s t  
m o m e n t of fligh t it  cou ld  m a n a g e , a im le ss ly , seek in g  
an d  no t find ing .

I t touched  g ro u n d  in th e  m id d le  of th e  field .
I t  w en t off w ith  a  h e ll of a  b la s t, a s  its  la s t- re s o r t  

fuze d id  th e  only  th in g  le f t to it  to  do a n d  s e t  it  off. D ir t, 
s ta lk s  an d  sp ik y  g re e n  le av e s  flew  in  a ll d ire c tio n s , 
b u t no m e m b e r  of A ssa u lt T ea m  B rav o  w as  w ith in  th e  
d a m a g e  sp h e re .

B e la ted ly  G am b le  re a liz e d  th e  b a t t le  h ad  c h a n g ed  
c h a ra c te r ;  th e re  w a s  le s s  h e a v y  stu ff, m o re  sm a ll-  
a r m s  fire  a n d  yelling , a l l  up  an d  dow n th e  line.

H a lv e rse n ’s  yell c a m e  th en , too, a n d  a ll th a t  w as 
le ft of A ssau lt T e a m  B rav o  go t u p  a n d  m o v ed  in , fa s t  
a n d  d ir ty , sp ra y in g  ev e ry th in g  a h e a d  of th e m  w ith  
ev e ry th in g  th ey  had .

T h e re  d id  no t se e m  to  be  an y b o d y  f ir in g  b a c k  an y  
m o re .

In  th e  d im m in g  lig h t fro m  f ire s  a n d  f la r e s  G am b le  
saw , a s  h e  r a n , d e a d  c re e p s  s ta r in g  v a c a n tly  up  a t  h im  
an d  w ounded  c re e p s  c u rs in g  h o p e less ly  a t  h im , b u t of 
a liv e  a n d  w ell c re e p s  p o in ting  w eap o n s a t  h im  th e re  
w e re n ’t  a n y  an y m o re .

T he la s t  of th e  c re e p  f a r m e r s  w e re  g a th e re d  w ell 
ou ts id e  of th e  ru in  of th e ir  fa rm h o u se , s ilh o u e tted  in 
th e  lig h t a s  i t  b u rn ed  fro m  a  dozen  m o r ta r  ro u n d s. 
T h e ir  h an d s  w e re  up . T h e ir  w eap o n s  w e re  on th e  
g round . A nd it  w as  a ll over.

T he m o rn in g  su n  ro se  on a  liv ing  G am b le , a n d  one 
w ho w as  no t ev en  s c ra tc h e d . I t o c c u rre d  to  h im  to  say , 
“ T h an k s, G od .”  T h en  i t  o c c u rre d  to  h im  it w ould  
m a y b e  m a k e  m o re  se n se  to  sa y , “ T h an k s , H a lv e rsen , 
fo r th e  d o p e ,” an d  th a t  m a d e  h im  g r in  u n til h e  fo rg o t 
it.

I t  w as  e a sy  to  g r in  th a t  m o rn in g . J u s t  be in g  a liv e  
w as  re a so n  enough .

I t  w as  th e  a s s a u l t  te a m s  w ho took th e  position  a n d  
ro u n d ed  u p  th e  p r iso n e rs , b u t it  w as  th e  b ig -be llied  
se n io r  a g e n ts  fro m  th e  r e a r  w ho c a m e  in  to  h an d c u ff  
th e  su rv iv o rs , load  th e  w ounded  in to  a m b u la n c e  
h e lico p te rs  a n d  re a d  a ll o f th e m  th e ir  r ig h ts .

N ot ev e ry b o d y  on  B rav o  h a d  co m e off a s  w ell a s  
G am ble . Coglio w as  d ead . M a cR e ad y  h a d  fa llen  
a lm o s t onto  a  f la sh b a n g ; h e  w as  unconscious, a n d  th a t 
w as p ro b ab ly  a good th ing , b e c a u s e  h is  w hole fac e  w as 
b u rn ed  to  b lis te rs . H aw kes , th e  c o u n te r -m e a su re s  
m a n , h a d  ru n  a s  f a s t  a s  h e  cou ld  fro m  h is  ju m p in g - 
ja c k  f ire c ra c k e rs ,  b u t h e  h a d n ’t  ru n  f a r  enough , o r
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m a y b e  h a d  ju s t  b een  un lu ck y . G am b le  h e lp ed  lif t h im  
in to  a n  a m b u la n c e , a n d  he  h a d  no u n ifo rm  b louse  a t  a ll 
on h is  r ig h t s id e  an y  m o re . H e a lm o s t h a d  no r ig h t 
s id e , b e c a u s e  it  h a d  b een  e a te n  a w a y  b y  so m e c r e e p ’s 
ra p id -f ire  w eapon .

B u t e x c e p t fo r th in g s  like  th a t, i t  w as a p eace fu l 
m o rn in g  in  th e  O regon  w oods.

T h e re  w as  sm o k e  fro m  a  h u n d re d  lit tle  f ire s  in  th e  
fo re s t, b u t c o m p an ie s  of F o re s t  R a n g e rs  w e re  a lre a d y  
p u ttin g  th e m  out. T h e re  w as  n o ise  fro m  th e  h e lico p te r  
ro to rs  c h u rn in g  aw a y , a n d  d e e p e r , m o re  b u sin e ss lik e  
n o ises  fro m  th e  J o h n  D e e re s  th a t  w e re  g ru n tin g  
th ro u g h  th e  jo b  of p low ing  u n d e r  th e  m a r i ju a n a  fields.

T h a t w a s  b ad  new s. G a m b le  h a d n ’t e x p e c ted  th e m  
th e re  q u ite  so  fa s t. H e h a d  sp e n t tim e  h e lp in g  w ith  th e  
w ounded  th a t  he  cou ld  h a v e  b een  u s in g  fo r h im self.

L ike e v e ry o n e  e lse  on th e  te a m s , h is f i r s t  o b je c ­
tiv e  now  w a s  to  b e a t th e  p low s to  th e  c ro p . T he  plow s 
w e re  a l re a d y  w o rk in g  on one en d  of th e  b ig g es t, r ip e s t  
fie ld , a n d  a t  o th e rs  a s sa u lt - te a m  m e m b e rs  w e re  e m p ­
ty in g  th e ir  am m u n itio n  p o u ch es , looking  fo r th e  b ig ­
g es t, h e a lth ie s t  s ta lk s , s tr ip p in g  off th e  le av es , 
c ra m m in g  th e m  in to  th e  pou ch es. R o u n d s of e v e ry  
know n k ind  of a m m u n itio n  w e re  s tre w n  a l l  o v e r  th e  
fie ld , u n til H a lv e rse n  c a m e  ro a r in g  by a n d  m a d e  th e m  
stop , “ S tu p id  o ffe rs ,”  h e  baw led , “ you  w a n t to  blow  up  
so m e  c iv ilia n s?  If  one of th o se  effing  p low s h its  a  eff­
ing  live  ro u n d  w ith  a  c o n ta c t fuze  w e ’r e  a l l  in th e  deep  
c r a p  fo re v e r ! ”

G ru d g in g ly  th e  te a m s  b eg a n  to  r e t r a c e  th e ir  s te p s  
to co llec t th e  a m m u n itio n  a n d  d u m p  it  in  s a fe  s ta c k s  
u n d e r  tre e s .  W hen G am b le  h a d  d one w h a t he  th o u g h t 
w as enough  to  be  h is  s h a re ,  h e  too  w a lk ed  in to  th e  
fo re s t, s a t  w ith  h is b a c k  le a n in g  a g a in s t  a t r e e  a n d  
lig h ted  up  a  jo in t fro m  h is  p r iv a te  stock .

H a lv e rse n  c a m e  slow ly  by.
Y ou w e re n ’t su p p o sed  to  sm o k e  dope once  th e  a c ­

tion  w as  o v e r. H a lv e rse n  g la re d . T hen  h e  sh ru g g ed . 
H e d id n ’t s a y  an y th in g , b u t h e  s lu m p ed  dow n on th e  
n ex t t r e e  to  G am b le  an d  lit  a  jo in t of h is  own.

T h ey  s a t  s ile n t fo r  a  m o m e n t, w a itin g  fo r so m e 
re a so n  to  do an y th in g  e lse . N one ca m e .

At la s t  G am b le  o ffe red , “ T h a t w as  good ab o u t th e  
dope. I g u es s  th a t  p a ra fo il  w as  sn iffing  fo r it, r ig h t, 
id en tif ic a tio n  friend -o r-foe?  A nd w e m u s t  h a v e  sm e ll­
ed  ju s t  lik e  one  of its  ow n peop le . ’ ’

“ I t  w o rk e d  fo r th e m  th a t  d id  i t , ” sa id  H a lv e rsen  
w e a rily . “ Y ou know  T e a sd a le , th e  s tra ig h t-a r ro w  
fro m  D o g ? ”

“ T ea m  le a d e r .  S u re . H e u se d  to  be  a  ru n n in g  back  
a t  C ornell b e fo re  h e  jo in e d  up. ”

“ W ell, he  d id n ’t ru n  fa s t  enough , P a ra fo i l  c a m e  in 
a n d  ac e d  th e  w ho le  te a m .”

“ W ay it  g o e s ,” sa id  G am b le  ph ilo soph ica lly . 
“ W ell, th e  c r e e p s ’ll f ig u re  th a t  o u t n ex t tim e , any w ay . 
I t w on ’t  w o rk  tw ice . ”

H a lv e rsen  took a  d ee p  h it. H e sa id , h is  voice 
s tr a in e d  a n d  sq u e a k y  a s  he  le t  th e  sm o k e  out, “ I t 
w on’t  m a t te r  to  you  a n d  m e , a n y w a y .”

G am b le  fe lt  a  q u ick  u n e a sy  sh u d d e r. H e s a t  up. 
“ Oh? W hy’s th a t, H a lv e r s e n ? ”

“ B e c a u se  good old B ra v o ’s go ing  to good o ld  Col­
o ra d o .”

“ C o lo ra d o ?” G a m b le  sc re a m e d . “ W hat th e  eff do
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you m e an , C olorado? Y ou to ld  m e  y o u rse lf  w e w e re  
going to  g e t  o ccu p a tio n  d u ty  r ig h t h e re  in  O regon , 
g u a rd in g  th e  fie ld s  u n til th e  m a r i ju a n a  ro ts  in  th e  
e a r th  a n d  th e  f a r m e r s  c a n ’t  co m e  b a c k  a n d  sc av e n g e  
i t ! ”

“ T h ey  to ld  m e  m y se lf  i t ’s  go ing  to  b e  C olorado . 
W e’r e  a s s ig n e d  to  th e  co c a in e  b u s in e ss , b ro . U p a n d  
dow n th e  m o u n ta in s , look ing  fo r th e  h ig h -a ltitu d e  co ca  
fa rm s  an d  th e  p a s te  fa c to r ie s .”

“ Oh, c r a p ,”  G am b le  m o a n ed , h u g g in g  h is  kn ees.

H e ro c k e d  b a c k  a n d  fo rth  in  m is e ry . “ T hey  n e v e r  to ld  
m e  d ru g  e n fo rc e m e n t w as  go ing  to  be  lik e  th is . M y 
G o d d am n e d  fa th e r- in - la w ’s  r ig h t ,  I  m ig h t ju s t  a s  w ell 
h a v e  jo in e d  th e  e ffin g  A rm y ! ”

H a lv e rse n  flic k ed  th e  co a l off th e  tin y  s tu m p  of h is 
jo in t, p ee le d  th e  p a p e r  off, ch ew ed  an d  sw allo w ed  th e  
co n ten ts . H e g r in n e d  a t  G am b le . “ W h at a r e  you, a  
p a c if is t? ” he  a sk ed .

—  ABO —

Editor's Notes
(C on tinued  fro m  p a g e  3)

Others asked about lifetime subscrip­
tions (which we don’t offer ye t).

The real test cam e when we final­
ly mailed our first official renewal 
notice. This would tell us if those who 
had first subscribed liked it enough to 
renew or were ju st too busy to cancel.

The response exceeded our ex­
pectations and we knew then we 
would have a strong enough following 
to w arran t a t least adding a slick 
cover to the magazine — and th a t’s 
where some funny num bers began 
showing up.

It turned out that it would cost 
just as much to add a slick cover as it 
would to prin t the entire m agazine 
slick with w hat’s called a  “ self 
cover,” which sim ply m eans that the 
cover is printed on the sam e paper 
stock as the interior on the sam e prin­
ting press and a t  the sam e time.

We decided to go all the way and 
printed the firs t full-slick in January  
1988. Curiously enough, even though 
the field has always been full of ex­
cellent illustrators, ABO  m ade history 
of sorts. I t was the first full-color, 
full-slick science fiction m agazine 
ever published. A few others had tried 
slick before, but never with full-color 
interior art.

Suddenly, for those who only look 
a t  covers, form and substance had 
merged.

ABO  had come into its own. It was 
now unquestionably the m ost a ttra c ­
tive science fiction m agazine being 
published, and one of the liveliest.

ABO is now officially a prozine, as 
our circulation went over the 10,000 
m ark  for all nine issues with the 
publication of our M arch/A pril 1988 
issue.

And the words “ Hugo Award 
Nominee” do look nice on the cover.

Almost as nice as “ Hugo winner” 
m ight look. ..

— ABO —

A Long Time A g o ...
B efo re  ta k in g  c h a rg e  a t  A b o r ig in a l S c ie n c e  

F ic tio n , o u r  ed ito r , C h a rle s  C. R y a n , w a s  th e  e d ito r  
of G alileo , a  sc ien c e  fic tion  m a g a z in e  p u b lish ed  in 
th e  mid-1970s. D u rin g  h is  te n u re  th e re , h e  h e lp ed  
d isc o v e r  a  n u m b e r  of new  w r i te r s  w ho  h a v e  s in c e  
g one on to  w in  N eb u la  a n d /o r  H ugo a w a rd s , w r i te r s  
su ch  a s  C onnie W illis, Jo h n  K esse l, L ew is  S h in e r 
a n d  m o re .

N ow, on h is b eh a lf , w e ’d lik e  to  g iv e  you  a n  op ­
p o r tu n ity  to  s e e  so m e  of th e  b e s t s to r ie s  h e  co lle c te d  
a d e c a d e  ago .

S ta r r y  M essen g er:  T h e  B e s t  o f  G alileo  (S t. 
M a r tin ’s  P re s s ,  1979) f e a tu re s  12 s to r ie s  b y  th e  fo l­
low ing  a u th o rs :  H a r la n  E lliso n , B r ia n  A ld iss , A lan  
D ean  F o s te r ,  C onnie W illis, Jo h n  K esse l, K ev in  
O’D onnell J r . ,  D .C . P o y e r , M . L u c ie  Chin, J o e  L. 
H ensley  & G ene D eW eese , J o h n  A. T ay lo r, G re g o r 
H a r tm a n n , a n d  E u g e n e  P o tte r .

F o r  a  lim ite d  tim e , w h ile  co p ies  la s t ,  you  c a n  
p u rc h a se  a  f irs t-e d itio n  h a rd c o v e r  copy  of S ta r r y  
M essen g er:  T h e  B e s t  o f  G alileo  fo r  $10, p lu s  $1 
p o s ta g e  an d  h an d lin g . If  you  w ou ld  lik e  y o u r copy  
a u to g ra p h e d  by  th e  ed ito r , p le a s e  in d ic a te  how  you  
w ould  lik e  th e  no te  to  re a d .

To o rd e r , se n d  $11 fo r  e a c h  copy  to : A b o r ig in a l  
S c ien ce  F ic tio n , B ook D ep t., P .O . B ox 2449, W ob­
u rn , MA 01888.
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Regeneration
By Rory Harper
Art by Ron Lindahn

C ascad es  o f e lo n g a te d  d ia m o n d s  s le e te d  
p a s t  h im  in th e  d a rk n e s s , p a s s in g  lik e  m u lt i­
co lo red  kn ives th ro u g h  h is  in su b s ta n tia l body. 
T he k n iv es m e t L evi e v e ry  tim e  h e  w e n t b ack , 
a n d  h e  a lw a y s  c r in g e d  a w a y  f ro m  th em , th ough  
th ey  d id n ’t c u t an d  te a r  h im  a s  th e y  shou ld . F o r  
th e  p a s t  y e a r  h e ’d  h ad  n ig h tm a re s  ab o u t kn iv es, 
o f te n  s w e a ti ly  w a k in g  in  th e  s m o th e r in g  
b la ck n e ss  of h is bed , w ra p p e d  in  th e  w ind ing  
sh e e ts  a n d  b la n k e ts , d e s p e ra te ly  cu r le d  in to  a 
tig h t, p ro te c tiv e  fo e ta l ba ll.

T he o ld  m a n  looked a ro u n d  b le a r ily  w hen  
L evi p opped  in to  ex is te n c e  n e x t to th e  door 
b eh in d  h im . T he ro o m  looked e x a c t ly  a s  i t  h ad  
th e  la s t  t im e  L ev i w as  in  it. I t  h e ld  a  bed , a  ta b le  
an d  one c h a ir ,  a  c h e a p  v e n e e r  d re s s e r ,  a n d  h is 
fa th e r ,  b o ttle  a n d  g la ss  b e fo re  h im . N o th ing  e lse . 
T he de lu x e  su ite  in  a  w ino hotel.

“ H i, P o p , long tim e  no s e e ,” L ev i sa id . H e 
w alk ed  o v e r  a n d  stood  loosely  in  f ro n t of th e  o ld  
m a n , th e  r ic k e ty  d in e tte  ta b le  s e p a ra t in g  th em . 
T he old m a n  looked  a t  L ev i’s gold  tie -c lip .

“ W h ere ’d  you co m e fro m , boy? I f ig u re d  
yo u ’d p ro b ab ly  be  o v e r  in  V ie t N a m  a b o u t n o w .” 
H e p ron o u n ced  i t  V ee t N ay  yu m . “ Y ou d e s e r t  o r  
s o m e th in g ? ”

“ No, P o p , b een  th e re  a n d  b ac k  a l r e a d y .” H e 
to u ch ed  th e  gun  sn u g g led  in  h is  pocke t. As 
a lw a y s , i t  fe lt  w a rm  to  th e  touch . A live. Som e 
k ind  of ed d y  c u r r e n t  in d u ced  by  th e  fie ld?

“ H ow ’d  you  find  m e?  ’ ’
“ W asn ’t  e a s y .”  T he  old m a n  s ta r e d  a t  h im . 

L evi sm iled . “ I c a n  only s ta y  a  few  m in u tes . 
T hen  I g o tta  go b ack . I t ’s  th e  po w er r e q u ire ­
m e n ts ,” h e  s a id  ap o lo g e tica lly .

T he o ld  m a n  le a n e d  b a c k  in h is  c h a ir , th e  
d r in k  h e ld  tig h t in  one  k n o tty  f is t. “ N ev e r 
th o u g h t I ’d  s e e  you  a g a in . Y ou jo in e d  th e  se rv ic e  
a s  soon a s  you  w as  old enough  an d  w a lk e d  ou t th e  
door c u ss in g  m e  up  one  s id e  a n d  dow n th e  
o th e r .”

L evi sh ru g g ed . “ C han g ed  m y  m in d . B ro u g h t 
you a  p r e s e n t .”  H e pu lled  th e  gu n  in to  v iew . T he

sh ad o w s of a g e  s e ttle d  m o re  f irm ly  on th e  old 
m a n ’s fa c e , b u t th e  d r in k  h e ld  s te a d y  a s  he 
b ro u g h t it  u p  to  c ra c k e d  lips.

“ Y ou co m e  to  k ill m e . H uh. Y ou a in ’t  g o t the  
g u ts . Y ou a lw a y s  w a s  a  y e lla  li t t le  punk . ’ ’

“ Y ou o u g h t to  know  how  m u c h  g u ts  I had . 
Y ou tr ie d  to  b e a t  th e m  o u t of m e  o ften  en o u g h . ’ ’ 

“ Y ou d a m n  w ell d e s e rv e d  it  e v e ry  tim e  I pu t 
a  h a n d  to  y o u !”

“ R ig h t. How  a b o u t w h en  you  tied»m e u p  a n d  
la id  in to  m e  w ith  a n  e x ten s io n  co rd ?  O r s tra p p e d  
m e  to  th e  fu rn a c e  in  th e  b a s e m e n t a n d  k ep t m e  
th e re  u n til I m e s se d  a l l  o v e r  m y se lf?  O r th e  c ig ­
a r e t t e  b u rn s . I  d e s e rv e d  those , to o ? ” T he  old 
m a n  looked  aw a y , o u t th e  g r im y  w indow . N ot 
m u c h  of a  v iew . A f ilth y  b r ic k  w ail a  few  fee t 
o u ts id e . “ Y ou r e m e m b e r  th e  la s t  tim e  I c a m e  to  
v is i t  you  h e re , P o p ?  ”

T he  old  m a n ’s  h e a d  sn a p p e d  b a c k  a ro u n d . “ I 
a in ’t  se e n  you  fo r  a lm o s t th r e e  y e a r s ,  s in c e  back  
in  St. L o u is .”

“ I co m e  to  se e  you  a b o u t o n ce  a  m o n th , done 
it  a  co u p le  dozen  tim es . A nd you n ev e r  
r e m e m b e r .”

“ Y ou fu ll of c ra p , boy. ”
“ No, P o p . Y ou go t s ta b b e d  to  d e a th  in  a  v a ­

c a n t  lo t b e fo re  I cou ld  find  you  a n d  kill you 
m y se lf . B u t now  I h a v e  so m e th in g  a lm o s t a s  
good. I c a n  tr a v e l  b a c k  in  t im e  a n d  kill you 
w h e n e v e r  I w a n t to .”

“ V iet N am  d o n e  m a d e  you  go c ra zy . I seen  
on th e  te e v e e  w h a t i t  done to  lo ts  of boys. ’ ’

“ Look a t  m y  face . Y ou h a v e n ’t  done th a t  ye t. 
How old  a m  I, P o p ? ” T h e  old m a n  looked  up, 
th e n  d re w  b ac k . I f  th e  g la s s  h a d  s ti ll  co n ta in ed  
a n y th in g , it w ou ld  h a v e  sp illed . “ Y eah . I ’v e  ag ed  
p re t ty  w ell, I  th ink . F if te e n  y e a r s .”  T he old m a n  
d id n ’t  s a y  an y th in g , so  L ev i co n tin u ed . “ You 
c a n ’t r e m e m b e r  m y  v is its . W h a t h a p p e n s  h e re  
goes in to  w h a t I  c a ll a  t im e  p o ck e t. W hen I le av e , 
e v e ry th in g  goes b a c k  to  th e  w ay  i t  w as  b e fo re , as  
if I ’d  n e v e r  b ee n  h e re . I t ta k e s  a n  en o rm o u s 
a m o u n t of p o w er to  a l te r  r e a li ty  fo r ev e n  th is
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sh o r t tim e . C om ing  b a c k  a n d  k illing  you  is e x ­
p ensive . B u t i t ’s  w o rth  e v e ry  d o lla r , P op . M ind if 
I h a v e  a  d r in k ? ”

T he  o ld  m a n  w a tc h e d  s ilen tly  a s  L evi p ick ed  
th e  b o ttle  u p  a n d  took a  sw ig , th e n  h e ld  it  ou t 
m ock in g ly . A fte r  a  m o m en t, h e  p u t o u t h is  g la s s  
to  be  refilled .

“ O nce, w hen  I c a m e  b ack , you w e re  s it tin g  
n ak e d  on th e  bed , a n d  I saw  th e  s c a r s  on yo u r 
b ac k  fo r th e  f ir s t  tim e . D id  you  a lw a y s  d e lib e r­
a te ly  h id e  th em  fro m  m e ?  T h ey  look a  lo t lik e  th e  
ones I  c a n  see  on m y  ow n b a c k  if I tw is t a ro u n d  in 
f ro n t of a  m ir ro r .  T hey  s a y  i t  t r a v e ls  in  fam ilie s , 
P o p , y ea , ev en  un to  th e  se v e n th  g e n e ra tio n .”

A bru p tly , L ev i’s fa c e  c ru m p le d , th e  m o ck ­
ing  to n e  v an ish in g  fro m  h is  vo ice. H e d ro p p ed  
th e  b o ttle  to  th e  ta b le , w h e re  i t  ro ck e d  u n s te a d ily  
on  its  b a se . “ D am n , w hy  d id n ’t  you  e v e r  ta lk  to  
m e  a b o u t it?  M ay b e  w e cou ld  h a v e  ch a n g e d  
th in g s  i f . . . ”

T he old m a n  la u g h ed , th e  so und  f la t  a n d  
dead  in  th e  sm a ll  room . “ R ea l s o r ry  fo r you rse lf , 
a in ’t  you? W ell, th e  h e ll w ith  you. Y ou still a in ’t 
no th ing  b u t a  w h in ing  lit tle  punk . Go on, g e t  o u t 
of h e re , you c ra z y  boy. Y ou a in ’t  go ing  to  do 
no th ing  w ith  th a t  gun , a n d  I go t so m e  se rio u s  
d rin k in g  to  do to n ig h t.”  H e e m p tie d  h is  g la s s  
w ith  one  g u lp  a n d  re a c h e d  fo r th e  b o ttle .

“ P o p , I w is h . ..”
“ Y ou d e a f  o r  so m e th in g , boy? I s a id  g e t  ou t 

of h e re  a n d  d o n ’t  co m e  b a c k ! ”  T he  o ld  m a n  lu r ­
ched  to  h is fe e t a n d  g ra b b e d  fo r  th e  gun.

L ev i p u lle d  th e  tr ig g e r .  H e ’d  b een  d rille d  
cou n tless  tim e s  in  th e  A rm y  to  sq u eeze , no t je rk , 
an d  h is  sh ak in g  h a n d  d id  i t  a u to m a tic a lly . T he  
h eav y  fo rty -fiv e  ro a re d  a n d  tw is ted  once. T he  
old m a n ’s body s la m m e d  b a c k w a rd s  a n d  c r a s h ­
ed to  th e  floor, th e  top  of h is  h e a d  to rn  off by  th e  
m a ss iv e  s lug . H e tw itc h ed  je rk ily , h is  m o u th  
opening  a n d  c lo sing  a s  if  s ti ll  s lu r r in g  im p re c a ­
tions.

L ev i s te p p e d  a ro u n d  th e  ta b le  a n d  s ta re d  
dow n a t  th e  body. F i r s t  tim e  h e ’d  u se d  a  fo rty - 
five. I t  d id  th e  s a m e  th in g  to  P o p  th a t  i t  u se d  to 
do to  th e  gooks th e y  ca u g h t.

A life tim e  of w a n tin g  to  k ill h im , a n d  w hen  
he  f in a lly  cou ld , o v e r  a n d  ov er, i t  w a s  n e v e r  
enough. M ay b e  b e c a u s e  th e  o ld  m a n  n e v e r , no t 
once, go t dow n on  h is  k n ee s  a n d  b eg g ed , n e v e r  
b ac k ed  u p  a n  inch.

M aybe  b ec a u se  h e  n e v e r  g a v e  L ev i a n y th in g  
b u t h is  h a te .

“ I w ish  y o u ’d  q u it h u r tin g  m e , P op . M aybe 
th en  I cou ld  q u it k illing  y o u .”

T he  sm e ll of th e  b lood  a n d  h is  f a th e r ’s 
re le a se d  s p h in c te r  b e g a n  to  n a u s e a te  h im  in  th e  
tiny , a lre a d y  so u r  ro o m . A lm ost im p e rc e p tib ly ,

th e  g u n  in  h is  h a n d  cooled .
T he s la c k n e ss  in  th e  body s lip p ed  aw a y , th e  

m u sc le s  ju m p in g  w ith  th e  re tu rn in g  c u r r e n ts  of 
life. T he old m a n  open ed  b lin d  ey es , s ta r in g  a t  
th e  ce ilin g  a s  h is  h e a d  b e g a n  to  re a s se m b le . I t  
flow ed a n d  so lid ified  a s  blood a n d  s lim e  fro m  the  
floo r jo in ed  i t  in  a n  o b scen e  sw ir lin g  d an ce . T he 
u n b ro k en  g la ss  ro lled  b a c k  in to  h is  c lu tch in g  
h and .

H is body  a n d  th e  c h a ir  le v ita te d  u p rig h t, go­
ing  th ro u g h  L ev i, w ho sh ied  aw a y , too la te . 
Should h a v e  know n th a t  w ould  h ap p en . T h ings 
a lw a y s  w en t b a c k  to  h o w ev e r th ey  h a d  been  b e ­
fo re . H e tu rn e d  a n d  saw  th e  old m a n  fro m  behind  
a s  he  p o u red  a n o th e r  d r in k  fro m  th e  bo ttle .

H e lif te d  th e  p isto l a n d  f ire d  a n o th e r  round  
in to  th e  b a c k  of h is  f a th e r ’s h ead , b u t th e  sound  
w as a  b r ie f  w h isp e r, th e  f la sh  a  p a le  g lim m er. 
T he old m a n  ig n o red  it.

T he  room  fad ed , th e  d ia m o n d s  g row ing  
m o re  s a tu ra te d  w ith  co lo r a s  e v e ry th in g  e lse  
w ash e d  out.

*** 4fc*# 4c

T h e  m a c h in e  in  th e  c o rn e r  of th e  b a s e m e n t 
f la re d  u p  once  a n d  d ied  in  a  sh o w er of sp a rk s . 
D a m n  c o re  b u rn t ou t a g a in . L a s t  tim e  it  u id  th a t, 
a b o u t s ix  t r ip s  b ack , h e  s ta r t e d  to  fad e  ou t a f te r  
on ly  a  few  se co n d s  w ith  P op . L uck ily , h e ’d 
n o ticed  a n d  p u t a  s lu g  in to  th e  old m a n ’s  belly  
b e fo re  h e  b e c a m e  too w ra ith lik e . T he c o re s  took 
a  w eek  to  hand -w ind , in  p rec ise ly  th e  c o r re c t  
w ay .

H e p u lled  h is  ja c k e t  off a n d  took a  shop  
sm o ck  fro m  th e  p eg  n ex t to  th e  a s se m b ly  bench . 
M igh t a s  w ell pu ll th e  c o re  now. G oing to  b e  a  
long d a y  to m o rro w , w h a t w ith  th e  m o rn in g  w ed ­
d ing  r e h e a r s a l  w ith  R a ch e l, an d  th e  F e d s  a t  th e  
In s ti tu te  to s t a r t  th e ir  y e a r ly  a u d it a n d  rev iew  of 
h is  N SF  g ra n t.  God fo rb id  th ey  e v e r  d isco v ered  
how  f a r  h e ’d p ro g re sse d . T h en  th ey  m ig h t find  
ou t ab o u t h is  v is its  a n d  m a k e  h im  stop .

H e p ick ed  u p  a  c re s c e n t w re n ch  a n d  a  sm a ll 
s c re w -d r iv e r  fro m  th e  b ench  a n d  took a  few  
s te p s  to w a rd  th e  m a ch in e . F ro m  b eh ind  him  
c a m e  a  q u ie t p o p ! , a s  if th e  floor h ad  sh if ted  an d  
buck led . U n like ly  in a so lid  c o n c re te  floor. He 
tu rn ed .

A young  m a n  stood  a b o u t ten  fe e t aw a y , in 
h is  h a n d  a  sm a ll p is to l-iik e  dev ice . T he  m uzzle  
h a d  no a p e r tu re ,  a n d  it  looked  a s  if it w e re  m a d e  
of c h e a p  p la s tic . I t  po in ted  d ire c tly  a t  h is 
m id riff .

“ Hi, P o p .”  A sa d  sm ile  p la y ed  a b o u t h is  lips.
“ W h o a re  y o u ? ”
“ Ja c o b . Y our so n .”
“ I don ’t hav e  a  son. ”
“ S u re ly  you  do n ’t  th in k  y o u ’r e  th e  only  one
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Star Cops: 
frog or Prince? 
By Susan Ellison

Fu ll c o lo r , fu ll s l ic k

The m agazine  that m ade 
science-fiction history

"... the best art in the field"
Aboriginal Science Fiction m ade history in January  1988 
when it becam e the first full-color, full-size, full-slick 
science fiction m agazine ever published. ABO  is also the 
first successful new science fiction magazine in a decade. 
Award-winning artists and authors, terrific illustrations in 
brilliant color, and a zany sense of humor (who else has a 
crazy alien publisher?), have m ade ABO  truly unique! Al­
ready in its successful second year, ABO  has people talking 
— talking about exciting stories, talking about g rea t art, 
talking about how they can hardly wait for the next bimon­
thly issue. Subscribe and you’ll be talking about ABO  too!

“Aboriginal is unique even in the science fiction field, a 
labor of love with a very special, individual character, 
and always a trea t to read .”

— Poul Anderson

“ — the most daring, innovative sf m agazine the U.S. has 
seen this decade ... always unpredictable, always 
delightfu l... expect to be surprised .”

— Gregory Benford

“ I recom m end it.” — Harlan Ellison

“A burst of freshness and originality on the sf magazine 
scene, a single issue convinces you that Aboriginal SF  is 
put out for people who love science fiction by people who 
love science fiction. ”

— Alan Dean Foster

“There is always room for a new m agazine — especially a 
good one, with an editor who is willing to be innovative, 
and talented enough to recognize talent in others. And that 
describes Aboriginal S F '.”

— FrederikPohl

“Aboriginal S F  is a welcome addition to the science fic­
tion field. The large form at m akes a fine showplace for 
the outstanding a r t ...”

— Jack  Williamson

“ I ’m so delighted to see Aboriginal SF  m ake its debut. 
Charlie Ryan is a  talented, innovative editor — it’s great 
to see him  back at the helm of a new magazine. ’ ’

— Connie Willis
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b rig h t enough  to  s tu m b le  on th e  s e c re t  of th e  
co re  an d  f ig u re  ou t w h a t to  do w ith  it?  A m a n  
n am ed  Je n k in s  w ill g e t  th e  c re d i t  a  y e a r  a f te r  
you  d ie  w ith o u t te llin g  a n y o n e  a b o u t it. Y ou’r e  
g e ttin g  m a r r ie d  to  M om  n e x t w eek , a r e n ’t  you? 
T h a t’s w h a t I  c a m e  to c o n g ra tu la te  you  ab o u t. 
Y ou’r e  going to h a v e  a  son  la te r .  W e’ll bo th  
r e g re t  i t . ”  L ev i sh u ffled  b a c k w a rd s  a s tep . T he 
young  m a n  w ag g led  th e  gun  a n d  h e  stopped . 
“ Ah, you  a lre a d y  know  w hy  I ’m  re a lly  h e re , 
d o n ’t y o u ? ”

L ev i looked  b eyond  h im  to th e  b en c h  on 
w hich  re s te d  th e  ja c k e t  co n ta in in g  th e  fo rty -five . 
No ch an ce . “ I h a v e n ’t done a n y th in g  to y o u .” 

“ H a v e n ’t  you? C a n ’t you fee l it  in side , 
w a itin g  to  co m e  ou t w hen  it g e ts  th e  ch a n ce ?  ” 

L ev i lick ed  h is  lip s . “ How m a n y  tim e s  is 
th is ? ”

“ F o u r. M y th e ra p is t  s a y s  I ’m  m a k in g  g r e a t

p ro g re s s , b u t I ’ll p ro b a b ly  h a v e  to  co m e b ack  
s e v e ra l  m o re  tim e s  b e fo re  I a c h ie v e  c lo su re . 
W e’ll s e e .”

“ F u n n y  k in d  of th e ra p y .”
“ I co m e  fro m  a  m o re  a d v a n c e d  tim e . A ny­

w ay , is n ’t th a t  w h a t y o u ’r e  try in g  to  do w hen  you 
go b ac k ?  T ry in g  to  e x o rc ise  y o u r d em o n s?  Y ou 
sh o u ld n ’t ta k e  th is  p e rso n a lly . Y o u ’r e  no t re a l, 
you  know . I co u ld n ’t do th is  if you  w e re  a  r e a l 
p e rso n , no t th e  w ay  I could , sa y , th e  f ir s t  tw o 
tim e s . I ’m  g e t tin g  h e a l th ie r .”

L ev i h e s ita te d , th e n  took  a  d ee p  b re a th . 
“ O kay . I ’m  n o t r e a l .  L e t’s g e t  i t  o v e r  w ith .” 

A t le a s t  h e  cou ld  go o u t a s  tough  a s  th e  old m a n  
d id . “ Y ou m u s t n eed  to  r e tu r n  p re t ty  so o n .”

Ja c o b  sm iled  a g a in . “ N o h u r ry . L ike  I sa id , I 
co m e  fro m  a  m o re  a d v a n c e d  tim e . M y m a c h in e  
is hooked  up  to  its  own p e rso n a l fusion  r e a c to r  
a n d  I ’m  on s u m m e r  v ac a tio n . I d id  b e t te r  in
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school th is  y e a r . M y th e ra p is t  s a y s  th a t ’s a  
d ire c t re su lt of m y  th e ra p e u tic  in te rac tio n  w ith  
you la s t  s u m m e r ,”

J a c o b  d an c ed  to  one s ide  a n d  th e  sc re w ­
d r iv e r  a n d  c re sc e n t w ren ch  w h ir led  h a rm le ss ly  
p a s t h is h ead . T he  little  gun  c lick ed  tw ice  an d  
Levi fell to  th e  floor, s p e a rs  of agony  kno ttin g  h is 
s to m ach , h is  d e s p e ra te  lunge a b o r te d  b e fo re  h e  
co v ered  h a lf  th e  sp a c e  b e tw een  th em . G asp ing , 
he  w a tc h ed  J a c o b  tu rn  a n d  p u t th e  gun  dow n on 
the bench , th en  c lu m sily  s c ra p e  b a c k  th e  h em  of 
h is c o a t w ith  a  h an d  th a t  L ev i saw  to  b e  s c a r re d  
an d  tw isted . T he  o th e r  h a n d  re a c h e d  in s id e  th e  
co a t an d  rem o v ed  a  sm a ll b lu e  case .

“ See, P op , th a t  w as  yo u r p ro b le m ,” J a c o b  
sa id . “ You cou ldn ’t  s ta y  b ac k  long enough  to  g e t 
th e  fu ll c a th a rs is  you needed . To re p a y  th e  d eb t 
in  full, a s  it w ere . I t  w as  like  try in g  to  em p ty  th e  
o cean  w ith  a  teaspoon . B u t I ’v e  go t a s  long a s  I 
need , a n d  I ’ll be c a re fu l. I  b e t I  c a n  k eep  you 
a liv e  fo r d a y s .”

H e se t th e  c a se  on th e  b ench  an d  opened  it. 
“ M y th e ra p is t  ta u g h t m e  so m e p ra c tic a l  a n a t­
om y. She te lls  m e  I h a v e  a  d e lic a te  touch  a n d  the 
p ro p e r  d e tac h ed  a t t i tu d e  n e c e s sa ry  in  a  good 
su rg eo n . I m ig h t h a v e  co n s id e red  m e d  school 
n ex t y e a r  if i t  w e re n ’t  fo r th is . ’ ’

H e he ld  up  h is  ru in ed  le ft h an d  a n d  g azed  a t  
it em o tion lessly  a s  th re e  f in g e rs  tw itch ed  
sp a sm o d ica lly . “ Too m u ch  n e rv e  d a m ag e . T hey 
c a n ’t  g ive it b ack  to  m e. ”

H e w alked  o v e r  to L evi a n d  sq u a tte d  bes ide  
h im . L evi w eak ly  tr ie d  to  sc ra b b le  aw ay  on th e  
h a rd  co n c re te  floor b u t only  m a n a g e d  to te a r  th e  
sk in  a n d  flesh  on th e  p a lm  of h is  r ig h t hand . 
“ T sk. L e t’s s ta r t  th e re , s in ce  y o u ’v e  a lre a d y  
h u r t it  a  b it .”  H e p inned  L ev i’s w ris t w ith  h is 
fo re a rm , th e  one th a t  ended  in th e  u se le ss  hand . 
H e g azed  in to  L ev i’s m a d  ey es  fo r a  m o m e n t an d  
th e  sa d  sm ile  re tu rn e d  on ce  ag a in .

“ D on’t c ry , P o p .”  H e u sed  th e  h an d  th a t  held  
th e  kn ife  to  gen tly  b ru sh  aw a y  th e  te a r s  on L ev i’s 
face . “ I t ’ll b e  o v e r  ev en tu a lly , a n d  then  you 
w on’t h av e  to  re m e m b e r , you know  th a t .”

L ev i’s eyes sw ung a g a in  to  th e  c r ip p led  
hand .

“ I re a lly  do th a t to  y o u ? ”  he  m a n a g e d , p a in ­
fully.

“ Y eah , P op , you su re ly  d id .”
“ S orry . W ish I could  ta k e  it b ack . W ish a  lot 

of th in g s .”
“ Me too. W ish I d id n ’t  h av e  to  do th is . I  do n ’t 

h a te  you an y m o re . I  ju s t  need  i t  to  g e t w e ll.”

“ N ot yo u r fau lt. M ine. S hou ldn’t  h av e  h u r t
y o u .”

“ I t ’s okay. I u n d e rs ta n d  how  it  tra v e ls  
th ro u g h  th e  g en e ra tio n s  a n d  I re a lly  w a n t to  stop

it h e re . H elp  m e, so  y o u r g ra n d c h ild re n  ca n  grow  
up  h a p p y .”

H is elbow  e a se d  its  p re s s u re  an d , a f te r  a  
m o m en t, L ev i s tre tc h e d  h is  han d  ou t to  h im . 

“ Love you, so n ,”  L ev i w h isp e red .
“ H o v e  you  too, P o p ,”
T hen  J a c o b  lov ing ly  cu t off th e  f in g e rs  on 

L ev i’s r ig h t h an d , one by  one, th e  te a r s  s tr e a m ­
ing  dow n h is fa c e  to m in g le  w ith  h is f a th e r ’s 
blood.

-ABO-

Flashing the Black 
Long Streets

By W endy Rathbone
Outer space slips through its boundaries 
and expands.
The magician thinks it is 
an aborted disappearing act, 
the comic, a joke tha t conveniently burst. 
Everyone has a theory.
The phenomenon echoes 
the Big Bang, scientists say, 
like entropy and the natural 
growth of all things.
It is God giving birth, 
the second coming.
So the evangelists 
ask for more money.
The survi valists know 
this is the end of the world.
They ready ammunition, 
hoard water, canned peaches 
and little green peas.
Children cry tha t
the nightmare has finally
come to life.
The multi-legged crea ture 
drips a slimy pa th 
into their jumping hearts.
But the bag lady 
in her crazy honesty 
lives the simple truth.
It’s just another day 
flashing the black, long streets 
struggling to survive 
one more hour, a minute 
to postpone 
a too soon slippage 
through boundaries 
thin as skin.

—  A B O  —
Annual Anthology, May 1988 PAGE 45

Copyright © 1987,1988 by Wendy Rathbone



Merchant Dying
(Continued from p a g e  27)

Now  he fa lls . T he  void  is w a rm  a n d  co m fo rtin g , its  
d ep th s  lit by  f ra g m e n ts  of b ro k en  g la s s  th a t  b lu r  in to  
s ta r s .  O r m a y b e  th ey  a r e  ju s t  th e  a f te r - im a g e s  of th e  
ro o m  lig h ts , f lic k e rin g  a s  h is n eu ro n s  d isc h a rg e .

M e rc h a n t is c re m a te d , a s  he  h a d  re q u e s te d . T h e re  
is a  m e m o ria l se rv ic e , a t te n d e d  by  so m e of S a r a ’s 
f rien d s , a  g ro u p  of s c ie n tis ts  f ro m  th e  p ro je c t, a n  of­
fic ia l fro m  NASA. A fine  d rizz le  po w d ers  th e  d a rk  
u m b re lla s  u n d e r  w hich  th e  g ro u p  w a lk s  to  its  c a rs . 
T hey  sp e ak  in  low  vo ices of M e rc h a n t’s life , b u t no one 
h a s  r e a lly  know n h im  w ell.

S a ra  th a n k s  e a c h  of th o se  w ho h a v e  a t te n d e d  th e  
se rv ic e , th en  d r iv e s  b a c k  to  th e  house . T h e re  is w ork  
to b e  done a n d  i t  m u s t b eg in  im m ed ia te ly . D e a th  is in 
th e  house, in th e  d u s t th a t  h a s  a c c u m u la te d  d u rin g  th e  
p a s t  th re e  w eeks w hile  sh e  v ir tu a lly  liv ed  a t  th e  h o s­
p ita l, in  th e  tu m e sc e n t a i r .  S he m u s t c le a n se  th e  M er­
c h a n t house  of d ea th .

She beg ins h e r  w ork  a t  on ce  a n d  co n tin u es  f a r  p a s t 
m id n ig h t. She d u s ts , sh e  sc ru b s , ig no ring  h e r  e x h a u s ­
tion, H er sw ollen  ey e s  b u rn  a s  sh e  opens a l l  th e  w in­
dow s. F ra n tic a lly ,  sh e  se izes M e rc h a n t’s p ic tu re  an d  
c lea n s  th e  d u s t fro m  it. B u t in  th e  n ig h t d e a th  h id es  in  
th e  c re v ic e s  d e sp ite  a ll sh e  does. She s ta n d s  w ith  th e  
v ac u u m  b efo re  th e  door of M e rc h a n t’s c lo se t, u n ab le  
to  m ove. H e r h a n d  is on th e  knob . D ea th  lu rk s  lik e  a 
see th in g  fu m e  in  h is clo th ing .

S a ra  a w a k en s  on th e  floo r n ex t to th e  v ac u u m  
w h e re  sh e  h a s  fa llen . T he  room  is p a le ; th e  sun  p ee rs  
in  th ro u g h  m o rn in g  fog. T he  n e x t th re e  w eeks b eg in  a s  
sh e  s ta n d s  s tiff ly , th e n  w a lk s  to  th e  s in k  to  th row  
w a te r  in  h e r  face . T hey  en d  w ith  a r in g in g  te lephone .

T u llo c k  p e e r s  in to  th e  c i r c u i t .  H e s e e m s  
d is tra c te d ; h is ey e s  d an ce . H e a sk s  h e r  to  co m e to  th e  
C ontrol C en te r. “ P le a s e ,” h e  sa y s . “ We a ll thou g h t 
you shou ld  be  in  on th is .”

“ Of c o u rs e .”
She b re a k s  th e  co nnection , finds h e r  k ey s , an d  

b ack s  th e  B u ick  o u t of th e  d riv ew ay . She m o v es  dow n 
th e  s a m e  d iv id ed  h ig h w ay  w h e re  M e rc h a n t h a d  his 
acc id en t. S h o rtly  a f te r  M e rc h a n t’s d ea th , th e  p ro b e  
sw itch ed  on a g a in . I t  is now on th e  o u te r  ed g e s  of th e  
p la n e ta ry  sy s te m  a ro u n d  E p silo n  Indi.

S a r a ’s fa c e  is c a u g h t by  th e  lig h t of th e  s tr e e t  
la m p s  a s  sh e  p a s se s  u n d e r  th e m . I t  is a  fa c e  w h ich  a g e  
h a s  h a rd e n ed . T he  lin e  of h e r  ja w  su g g e s ts  re so lv e , 
b u t th e  ey es  a r e  w ounded . T he co lo r of th o se  ey e s  — a  
flin ty  b lue  g ra y  — th e  w ay  th e y  se em  to se e  th ro u g h  
th in g s , re n d e rs  h e r  m o re  s tr ik in g  th a n  b eau tifu l. She 
se em s to look in to  a  p la c e  no one e ls e  c a n  see.

She finds T ullock  no t o u ts id e  w h e re  he  h a d  p ro m ­
ised  to  m e e t h e r  b u t, th ro u g h  c o rr id o rs , in th e  w ide 
con tro l room . H e is  a n im a te d , h is  fa c e  b r ig h t re d  w ith  
e x c ite m e n t a s  h e  goes fro m  conso le  to  conso le, p e e r ­
ing  o v er sh o u ld e rs , s la p p in g  b ac k s . T h e re  is a  c h a rg e d  
buzz of c o n v e rsa tio n  a n d  in fo rm a tio n , ch irp in g  
te le m e try , r in g in g  te lep h o n es . H er ey e  is c a u g h t by 
th e  se a -g re e n  m o tion  of th e  seconds ch a n g in g  on th e

c h ro n o m e te r : 94:156:04:19:11... 12... 13...
T h e re  is a n  u n fa m ilia r  m a n  a t  th e  conso le  w hich  

M e rc h a n t o ccu p ied ; S a ra  se es  w av y  b row n  h a ir , a 
d a n g le d  c ig a re tte .  B u t th e n  T u llock  se es  h e r , c ro sse s  
th e  floo r in  g r e a t  s tr id e s ,  h ugs h e r . T he lig h t ch a n g es  
a s  h e  does th is . T he  g ia n t s c re e n  a t  th e  c e n te r  of th e  
f ro n t w all b ec o m e s  a  h u g e  s ta r  fie ld , upon  w hich  a r e  
s e t  in th e  fo re g ro u n d  a n  in c re d ib ly  b r ig h t s ta r ,  a n d  
one  v e ry  g re e n  d isc , ju s t  la rg e  en o u g h  to  show  a  c r e s ­
ce n t. T h e re  is a  r o a r  fro m  th e  ro o m , th e  w ild  c lap p in g  
of h an d s , a n d  S a ra  now  se e s  th a t  T ullock  h a s  lit a  
c ig a r . H e hu g s  h e r  a g a in .

“ T h a t’s f ro m  th e  m a in  p ro b e ,” h e  ex p la in s . 
“ E le v e n  p la n e ts  — th a t ’s th e  e ig h th , a  g a s  g ian t. 
P ro b a b ly  th e  on ly  one  w e ’ll s e e  to n ig h t.”

B u t sh e  know s a ll th is . M e rc h a n t h a s  d e s c r ib e d  it 
to  h e r  o ften  enough . T h e  p ro b e  is  a t  fo u rte en  p e rc e n t 
of th e  sp e ed  of lig h t a s  it  n e a r s  E p silo n  Ind i. I t  w ill 
c ro ss  th e  sy s te m  in  a  m a t te r  of d ay s , s c a tte r in g  
s m a lle r  p ro b es  beh in d . S a ra  c a n  h e a r  h im  sa y in g  a ll 
th is  by  c a n d le lig h t in  a  M ex ican  r e s ta u r a n t  a y e a r  b e ­
fo re  they  m a rr ie d .  She ca n  se e  h im  h u n ch ed  o v e r  th e  
te rm in a l,  a w a sh  in  th e  d a ta  s tr e a m .

“ E le v e n  p la n e ts ! ” c r ie s  T ullock . “ C an  you  b e ­
lieve  i t ? ”

B u t S a ra  does n o t se e m  to h e a r  h im . A s a  g re a t  
c h e e r  g u s ts  fro m  th e  c ro w d , sh e  w a lk s  dow n th e  
c e n te r  r a m p , h a lfw a y  to  th e  sc re e n . I t  to w e rs  ab o v e  
h e r , th ro w in g  upon  h e r  sk in  th e  lig h t of E p silo n  Indi. 
All a ro u n d  h e r  m e n  a r e  p u n ch in g  b u tto n s , a d ju s tin g  
d ia ls , ta lk in g  in to  m ic ro p h o n es . T he  te le m e try  fro m  
th e  p ro b e  c o m es  on an d  on, a  w av e  en g u lfin g  th em  a ll.

T ullock  w a lk s  to  h e r  s id e ; h e  le an s  c lose  to  h e r  
e a r .  “ I w ish  L ee  cou ld  h a v e  se en  th is , ” h e  say s .

She does no t re sp o n d . S he is b a th e d  in  ho t yellow  
lig h t. T he  how ling  p h o ton  s tr e a m  of E p silo n  Ind i is 
b re a k in g  a g a in s t  h e r  fa c e  a s  th e  f i r s t  of th e  sm a lle r  
p ro b es  is je ttiso n e d . As it  le ts  go, sh e  fee ls  no longer 
h u m a n . She is  th e  p ro b e , sc o rc h in g  th e  v a s t  a r c  of 
sp a c e tim e . She w ill p lu n g e  c lo se  enough  to  th is  s ta r  to  
fee l its  f ire  c a r e s s  h e r  s ilv e r  ch eek , th en  ou t, out, out, 
to  w h a t en d  sh e  ca n n o t conceive .

____________________ — ABO —

Last Meeting
(C o n tin u ed  fr o m  p a g e  30)

“ So b eing  a w a re  of w h a t w e d o ,” he  con tinued , 
“ m e a n s  w e h a v e  to  ta k e  th e  b la m e  fo r w h a t w e d o .” 
H e p a u s e d  to le t th is  s in k  in. “ So fo r Zook to  te ll u s  to 
fo rg e t o u r  th in k in g  is to te ll u s  to ru n  aw a y  fro m  th e  
b la m e  — or th e  c red it —  fo r  w h a t w e d o .”

T he  a s s e m b ly  m u lle d  it  o v e r, a n d  Og sm iled , 
know ing  h e  h a d  s tru c k  hom e.

“ B u t r ig h t  n o w ,” a rg u e d  Zook, “ o u r  th ink ing , a n d  
th e  re sp o n s ib ility  i t  c a r r ie s ,  a llow s us to  ch o o se .” H e 
p a u s e d  a g a in  w h ile  th e y  q u ie ted .

“ O ur in te llig en c e  b ec o m e s  a  m o re  p o w erfu l th ing  
e v e ry  d a y ,”  h e  co n tin u ed . “ W e a r e  g ro w in g  d ep e n d en t 
on it, a n d  th a t  m a y  b e  o u r  dow nfa ll. W ho c a n  know  if
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th e  th in g  th a t  d e s tro y s  u s  so m e d a y  is a  th in g  w e 
o u rse lv e s  th in k  u p ? ”

H e sc a n n e d  th e ir  so b e r, f ire l i t  faces . “ Soon w e 
m a y  h a v e  no  cho ice  in  th e  m a t te r , ” h e  sa id . “ T he  
vo ices o f th e  O nes B efo re  w ill be gone, a n d  only  th e  
loud vo ice  w ill r e m a in .” H e p au sed . “ I c a n  te a c h  you  
how  to  ig n o re  i t , ” he  sa id . H e m e t O g’s f lin ty  eyes. 
“ P e rh a p s  choosing  to  g e t  r id  of o u r  a b ili ty  to  choose is 
th e  b e s t — an d  m a y b e  th e  only  — cho ice . ’ ’

C rug  co v e re d  h is  ey e s  w ith  a  s tu b b y -f in g e red  
han d . “ D izzy !” h e  an n o u n ced . “ I a m  so  d iz z y '."  H e 
m o an ed .

“ I h a v e  a rg u e d  fo r  w h a t I fee l, Z ook,”  Og sa id  
fo rm a lly , “ an d  you h a v e  a rg u e d  fo r w h a t you  fee l. L e t 
u s  a sk  fo r a  show  of h an d s , a n d  th o se  w ho r a is e  th e ir  
h an d s  w ith  you m a y  be  ta u g h t to  go b a c k  to  th e  B efore . 
T h e  re s t  of u s  — ” h e  sm ile d  w icked ly  — “ w ill th in k  
ab o u t it  so m e m o re . ’ ’

Zook could  a lm o s t h e a r  Og ad d in g  to  h im se lf , A n d  
ru le  w ell. S till, h e  saw  lit t le  a l te rn a t iv e .

“ F a i r  en o u g h ,” h e  sa id .
u g  tu rn e d  to  th e  g ro u p  a n d  ce rem o n io u s ly  b an g ed  

h i s  b r a n c h  a g a i n s t  t h e  f l o o r .  “ F e l l o w  
a u s tra lo p ith e c e n e s ,’’ he  sa id . “ W e h a v e  a  m o tio n  on 
th e  floo r to  a b a n d o n  o u r  in te llig en c e  a n d  ou r la n g u a g e  
a s  d e tr im e n ts  to  o u r  su rv iv a l a s  a  sp e c ie s .”  H e g la n c ­
ed  a t  Zook. H is ey e s  w e re  s to n es. “ D o I h e a r  a se c ­
o n d ? ” he  ask ed .

A m o m e n t’s  s ilen c e  w hile  th e  H u n te rs  an d  
G a th e re rs  an d  M a k e rs  a n d  fe m a le s  looked  am o n g  
th e m se lv e s .

“ M y h an d s  a c h e  a ll th e  tim e  n o w ,” p ip ed  B e rt. “ I 
s a y  w e go back . S eco n d ! ’ ’

“ S eco n d !” sa id  K ee.
“ Second! ” c r ie d  th e  H u n te rs .
“ T h ird ! ’’ sa id  C rug.
Og b an g e d  h is  b ra n c h . “ All r ig h t, a ll r ig h t. T he 

m otion  h a s  been  seconded . C ould w e h a v e  a show  of 
h an d s  in  fa v o r  of th is  m o tio n ? ” H e co u n ted  th e  h an d s , 
th en  m o tio n ed  fo r th e  tr ib e sm e n  to  low er th em .

“ A g a in s t? ”
T h e  vo te  w as  n e a r ly  u n an im o u s, a n d  th e  m e e tin g  

a d jo u rn e d  — w ith o u t an o th e r  w ord .
F u r th e r  m e e tin g s  w e re  c a n ce le d  d u e  to  la c k  of in- 

te re s  t.
(T h e  a u th o r  w ould  l ik e  to  e x p re s s  h is  g r a ti tu d e  to  
D a v id  J . S ch o w  fo r  h is  a s s is ta n c e  in  th e  rev is io n  o f  
th is  s to ry .)____________— A B O —_______________________

Slushpile
(C o n tin u ed  fro m  p a g e 20) 

s l ip s !”
“ B e p a t ie n t ! ” sh e  sn a p p ed . “ Y ou c a n ’t r u s h  q u a l­

ity  w o rk !”
“ O m igod ,”  P h il g asp ed , h is  fa c e  a sh en , “ th e y ’r e  

h a tc h in g
“ G in a !” R ex  d em an d e d . “ I n ee d  th o se  s lip s

n o w !”
“ H old y o u r h o rse s . T h ey ’r e  ju s t  ab o u t r e a d y ... ”

*** *** ***

E v en  w ith  ten  y e a r s ’ ex p e r ie n c e  in  h an d -to -h an d  
fic tion  ed itin g , th e  f ifteen  m in u te s  th a t  fo llow ed w e re

th e  m o s t g h a s tly  R ex  h a d  e v e r  liv ed  th ro u g h . A rm ed  
w ith  th e  new  re je c tio n  s lip s , he, G ina , a n d  P h il w ad ed  
in to  th e  h e a r t  of th e  b e a s t ,  te a r in g  open  en v e lo p es a n d  
s la p p in g  dow n ta g s . G lu ing  th e m  to  th e  m a n u sc r ip ts , 
to  fo rc e  re ty p in g ; in  a n  odd  w ay  th e  p ro ce ss  h ad  a 
f a m ilia r  fee l, a s  if th e y  w e re  d riv in g  th o u sa n d s  of little  
s ta k e s  th ro u g h  th o u sa n d s  of tin y  v a m p ir e s ’ h e a r ts .

I t w as  a  g r is ly  job , b u t a t  la s t  th ey  w e re  done. 
“ I t ’s  h a r m le s s ,” P h il p ro n o u n ced . “ W e d e s tro y e d  its 
w ill to  l iv e .”

Rex brushed aside a pile of spent glue sticks and 
collapsed into a chair. “Did we get it all? A ll? ”

“Here’s one we missed!” Gina called out, as she 
crouched on her hands and knees and peered under 
the receptionist’s desk. She fished out the manuscript 
and read aloud, “ It Came from the Slushpile, by 
some guy I’ve never heard of.”

“ U g h !” P h il sp a t. “ Sounds lik e  a  b ad  ’50s sci-fi 
m o v ie !”

“ I d o n ’t  kn o w ,”  G ina  c o u n te red . “ L is ten  to  th is : 
‘T he  p la ce  s ta n k . A q u e e r , m in g led  s te n ch  th a t  only 
t h e - ’”

“ T h a t’s th e  open in g  of Jo h n  C a m p b e ll’s W ho G oes  
T h e r e ? "  R ex  s a id  w ea rily . “ A t le a s t  h e  p la g ia r iz e s  
fro m  a  good s o u rc e .”

“ So you  do n ’t  w a n t to  r e a d  i t ? ” G ina a sk ed . R ex  
a n s w e re d  h e r  w ith  a  s n e e r  m o re  e lo q u en t th a n  an y  
w ords .

“ O k ay ,” G ina sh ru g g e d , a s  sh e  d ab b e d  so m e  g lue 
on a  re je c tio n  slip  a n d  p re p a re d  to  s la p  it  dow n.

B u t then , sh e  h e s i t a t e d ...

— ABO —

Sing
(C o n tin u ed  fr o m  p a g e  6)
even  though  I ’m  old now, I still w o n d er so m e ­
tim e s  w h a t it  is a b o u t th e  s in g  th a t  m a k e s  one 
soul f re ez e  w ith o u t fre ez in g  an o th e r . T he only 
re a so n  I c a n  th in k  of w hy  D irk  d id n ’t d ie  w hen  he  
m u rd e re d  th o se  tw o is m a y b e  ’c a u se  D irk  could  
h e a r  th e  sing . A nd h e a r in g  th e  s in g  m e a n t he  
d id n ’t h a v e  a  r ig h t a n d  p ro p e r  soul.

A nd m e , so m e tim e s  in  th e  tim e  betw een  
tw ilig h t a n d  d a rk n e ss , I m iss  D irk  a n d  his 
s tr a n g e  tu b es . A nd I c a tc h  m y se lf  d re a m in g  
■ i H)ut w h a t it  w ould  b e  lik e  to h a v e  h im  tu rn  h is 

n .c ta l  th in g s  to w a rd  m e . A fte r  a ll, h e  d id  sa y  h e  
w as going to  do m e  d iffe ren t. I w ould  of loved  to 
see  m y  soul.

B u t m o stly , I ju s t  fee l s o r ry  fo r D irk . H e w as  
s te a lin g  so u ls  a n d  k ee p in g  th e m  in a  box. Y ou 
c a n ’t k eep  a  soul in  a  box. Y ou go t to  w e a r  it 
p ro u d , a n d  i t ’s go t to  be  yo u rs , no t som eone 
e ls e ’s. I hope D irk  know s th a t  now. A nd I hope he 
le a rn e d  to  u se  h is tu b e s  to  b lock ou t th e  sing . 
M aybe  th a t  w ay  h is  sou l w ill co m e b ack , a n d  he 
w on’t h a v e  to  ru n  a w a y  to  s tr a n g e  p la ce s  s e a r ­
ch in g  fo r it. B u t m o s t of a ll, I w ish  th a t  D irk  
w ould  co m e  h e re  so I cou ld  te ll h im  I ’m  so rry . I 
sh o u ld n ’t  of ru n  a w a y  a f te r  I sc re a m e d . I should  
of s ta y e d  a n d  h e lp ed  h im  find  ou t w h a t p a r t  of h is 
soul h e  w as  m iss in g . A nd I d id n ’t.

I w o n d er  if th a t  m e a n s  m y  so n g  a in ’t ligh t 
a n d  innocen t a n d  w a rm  no m o re . I t  b o th e rs  m e  
th a t  I a in ’t go t no w ay  to find  out.
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The Milk of Knowledge
By Ian Watson

Art By Bob Eggleton
“ Y ou c a n ’t go h o m e a g a in ,” sa id  T h o m as W olfe, 

b ac k  in th e  T w en tie th  C en tu ry . Y ou c a n ’t re liv e  the 
p as t.

W ise w ords.
U n fo rtu n a te ly , w rong .
F o r  th e  p a s t can  r e c a p tu re  you. I a m  forty -one 

y e a r s  old. I ough t to  be  liv ing  o u t in C e lestev ille , our 
E u ro p e a n  sp a c e  co lony  a t  th e  L-4 lib ra tio n  po in t. I ts  
e x is te n ce  m e a n s  th a t  w e a r e  sa fe  a t  la s t. Safe. If the 
w hole ch ao tic  P la n e t E a r th  goes sm a sh , a t  le a s t 
C e lestev ille  w ill su rv iv e  — a s  w ill S ky top ia  o v e r  a t  the 
L-5 lib ra tio n  point.

B u t it  is n ’t th e  y e a r  2090 an y  lo n g er. I t ’s  2063 
ag a in , an d  h e re  I a m  b ac k  on E a r th  in  G re a te r  B irm ­
in g h a m , E u ro p a , in  m y  d ea d  p a r e n ts ’ tow er-slo t. 
T h e y ’re  a liv e . I ’m  fo u rte en  y e a rs  old. J u s t  a s  I u sed  to 
be, once  upon  a  t im e . ..

T w ice  upon a  tim e , now! T im e  h as  looped b ack . 
M y m in d  h a s  fled  b ac k  dow n m y  life lin e  in to  y o u n g er 
flesh , d isp o ssess in g  m y  fo u rteen -y ea r-o ld  self. I ’m  
im p riso n e d  in  m y  ow n p as t.

Is  th is  a  m ira c le ?  C an th e re  be  h o rr ib le  m ira c le s  
a s  w ell a s  k ind ly  ones?

W h a te v e r  could  h a v e  h ap p e n ed  in 2090 to c a u se  
th is?  I can  only th in k  th a t  I d ied  — so su d d en ly  th a t  I 
d id n ’t  ev en  no tice  dy ing . I d ied , a n d  w as  re b o rn . And 
w h o ’s  to s a y  th a t  a p e rso n  m u s t  be  r e in c a rn a te d  la te r  
on in th e  fu tu re ?  W hy n o t in  th e  p a s t, in h is ow n p a s t?  
M ay b e  th e  Sun exp loded  in  a nova, an d  e v e ry  s ing le  
c r e a tu re  d ied , e v e ry  h o st of sou ls, so th a t  now  th e re  is 
only th e  p a s t  to  be  re b o rn  i n !

B u t ac co rd in g  to th e  In fo sc re en  th is  w orld  of AD 
2063 s c ra p e s  a long  a s  o rd in a r ily  a s  ev e r . A few  billion 
p eop le  h a v e  no t su d d en ly  w oken  up  all o v e r  th is  pox- 
r id d e n  g lobe — p re in c a rn a te d , o r  d e in c a rn a te d , or 
w h a te v e r  one ca n  ca ll it. I d a re  no t in te r ro g a te  th e  In ­
fo sc ree n  in so m a n y  w o rd s  ab o u t th is  po ssib ility , 
though , o r i t  w ould  d iag n o se  m e  a s  in san e . I w ould  be 
ta k e n  aw a y  fo r d ru g  an d  shock  tr e a tm e n t.

I t  se e m s  I a m  u n iq u e  in m y  p re d ic a m e n t. So I 
sh a ll k eep  q u ie t ab o u t m y  u n iq u en ess  for th e  m o m en t.

M y body im a g e  fee ls  a ll w rong . I c a n  s till sen se  
m y se lf  ex ten d in g  beyond  m y  p re se n t fee t, beyond  m y  
p re s e n t h an d s : so m eo n e  ta lle r ,  s lim m e r , h ea lth ie r . 
B u t I ’m  c ru sh e d  in to  a  sh o r t, tu b b y  m a s s  like  so m e ­
body w ho h as  been  s tu ffed  in to  a  su itc a se .

I m u s t r e m e m b e r  how to be n o rm a l, h e re  in 2063. 
***

M ilk for b re a k fa s t ,  to d ay  being  F o u rth d a y . (Oh 
th e  b ea u tifu l h e rd s  of G u e rn sey  cow s g raz in g  on the 
m e ad o w s of C e le s tev ille !)  M y M um  sm iles  c a r in g ly  
a s  sh e  em p tie s  th e  p ac k  of m ilk  in to  m y  p la s tic  
b e a k e r ,  sh a k in g  ou t e v e ry  la s t  d rop . She re a liz e s  th a t  
I ’m  o v erw e ig h t. M any p eop le  a r e  o v e rw e ig h t. She is, 
too. B u t it is n ’t f ro m  a n y  s u r fe it  of r ich e s . I t ’s  b ec au se  
w e  only  g e t  ju n k  food m o st of th e  tim e . My D ad , ex ­
cep tio n a lly , h a s  m a n a g e d  to s ta y  s lim  by  p lay ing  
sq u a sh  a t  th e  L e isu re d o m e . M y M um  an d  D ad  will 
b o th  be  v e ry  slim  a t  th e  end  of n e x t y e a r ,  fro m  en d less  
d ia r rh e a ,  w hen  th e  E p id e m ic  of ’64 a r r iv e s .  Soon 
th e y ’ll be  sk e le to n s . (M um , D ad : D e a r  s tr a n g e rs !  
How ca n  I s a v e  y o u ?) D ad  k ey s  in th e  e a r ly  m orn in g  
n ew s  on th e  In fo sc re en . I t ’s  th e  In d o n esian  C ris is , all 
o v e r  ag a in . ( “ D on’t w o rry ,”  I  w an t to sa y . “ I t ’ll pass . 
W e’ll s c ra p e  th ro u g h  th is  one. T hen  th e  n ex t one, then 
th e  one a f te r .  I ’m  a f r a id  th a t  you  p e rso n a lly  w o n ’t 
s u rv iv e  it. B u t I w ill. T he  w orld  w ill — u n like ly  a s  th a t 
se e m s , r ig h t now  in 2063.” )

“ D rin k  up, J o h n n y .”
M um  m ic ro w a v e s  so m e  ju n k  s a u sa g e s . O ffal and  

sa w d u s t.
O b ed ien tly  I d r in k .. .a n d  ta s te  so m e th in g  of the 

f la v o u r  of C e lestev ille . N ot m uch , b u t so m eth in g .
“ A n ew sfla sh  ju s t  in fro m  th e  V iennese  F re e  S ta te  

re p o r ts  th e  a s s a s s in a tio n  of C h an ce llo r K arl-H einz 
K ra u s  by  G re a te r  E u ro p a  e x tre m is ts .  D e ta ils  follow. 
E u ro G o v  B ru sse ls  e n t ire ly  d is so c ia te s  i ts e lf .. .”

“ Oh G o d ,” sa y s  D ad  so ftly . “ N ot h im .”
( “ I t ’ll p a s s , D ad . I k n o w  it w ill.” )
I d ra in  m y  b e a k e r .
M ilk. L ik e ...th e  m ilk  of k n o w led g e ...
I c a m e  a c ro s s  th e  s to ry  in C e le s tev ille  once , w hen 

I w as  a c c e ss in g  a t  ra n d o m  th ro u g h  a n c ie n t li te ra tu re .  
I t  w as  in th e  w orks of a T w elfth  C en tu ry  A ra b  ph ilos­
o p h er , Ibn  ’A rab i.

O nce th e re  w as  a m a n  n a m e d  T aq i ibn M ukha llad  
w ho e x p e r ie n c e d  a  d rea m -v is io n  of th e  P ro p h e t 
M o h am m ed , an d  in  th is  d re a m  th e  P ro p h e t p re se n te d  
T aq i w ith  a cup  of m ilk  to  d r in k . Now, T aq i be lieved  
th is  to h a v e  b een  a  t r u e  v ision  o f th e  P ro p h e t. B u t ju s t  
to  v e rify  it, w hen  he  w oke up  th e  n ex t m o rn in g  he 
fo rc ed  h im se lf  to  vom it. H e th rew  up  enough  fre sh , 
s w e e t m ilk  to fill a  cup . B u t th a t  m ilk  sig n ified  k n o w l­
edge . If  T aq i h a d  s to p p ed  to th in k  m o re  d eep ly  a b o u t 
h is  d re a m , he  w ould  h a v e  re a liz e d  th is . By doing as  he 
d id  he  o b ta in ed  a  lit t le  p h y s ic a l p roof, b u t he d ep riv ed
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h im se lf  of a  g r e a t  k n o w ledge — eq u a l to  w h a t he  h ad  
d ru n k ...

P o o r  T aq i.
S hall I v o m it up  m y  ow n m ilk  of know ledge?  S hall 

I  telP.
If  I te ll, su re ly  I c a n  c h a n g e  th e  w orld ! I c a n  show  

ev e ry o n e  th e  w ay  th ro u g h . I c a n  s a v e  th e  co sm o n au ts  
w ho w ill c ra s h  on M ars . I c a n  fo re w a rn  th e  w o rld  of 
th e  E p id e m ic  of ’64, a n d  th e  B e a g le  c r is is  o f ’69, a n d  
th e  T ien ts in  r e a c to r  m elt-dow n, I c a n  w a rn  of th e  
G re a t B e as t: D onna M arq u ez , th e  “ D iv in e  M a rq u is e ” 
of P e ru . I  c a n  s a v e  a  m illion  m a r ty r s  fro m  p a in  a n d  
d ea th . I c a n  s a v e  h u n d red s  of m illions of h u m a n  b e ­
ings fro m  ep id em ic  an d  c a ta s t r o p h e . ..

I f  I c a n  fo re w a rn . I t w ill be d ifficu lt fo r  a  four- 
te en -y ea r-o ld  boy. T he  ch a n c e s  a r e  th a t  I w ould  be  
sh o ck ed  an d  d ru g g ed  b a c k  in to  m y  se n se s  — o r, w hen  
m y  f irs t p ro p h ecy  c a m e  tru e , I w ould  becom e th e  
p r iso n e r  of E u roG ov , th e  ex p lo ite d  o ra c le  in  a  cag e , 
th e  ta rg e t  of k id n ap p in g  a n d  a s sa ss in a tio n .

A nd w ould  I r e a lly  c h a n g e  th e  w orld , a s  I im a g ­
ine?  O nce I h a d  ch a n g e d  one th in g , w o u ld n ’t a l l  fu tu re  
e v e n ts  ch a n g e  su b tly  a s  w ell? If  I v o m ited  u p  a l l  th e  
m ilk  of m y  k n ow ledge of tw en ty -sev en  y e a r s ,  how  
could  th a t  v e ry  fu tu re  w h ich  I w as  try in g  to  im p ro v e  
e v e r  com e in to  being? A p a ra d o x . T he m ilk  gone so u r, 
in th e  udder.

W hen you  co m e  dow n to  b a s ic s  — if you  c a n  p u t 
a s id e  th e  ag o n ies  of th e  com in g  y e a r s  — su rv iv a l is  th e  
m a in  th in g . A nd th e  w orld  does su rv iv e . I t  s c ra p e s  
th ro u g h  — till 2090, a t  a n y  ra te .  T h a t w ould  seem  
enough  of a  m ira c le  to d ay . C e lestev ille . S ky top ia . 
M igh t I no t d e ra il  th a t  fu tu re ?  If I w a s n ’t s im p ly  ta k e n  
aw a y  for th e ra p y ...

So I k eep  th e  m ilk  dow n. I need  a p lan . B u t I c a n ’t 
th in k  of one.

C om e on, T aq i, h e lp  m e  ou t! If I ’m  a  T im e- 
M essiah , som ebody  shou ld  h a v e  to ld  m e  w h y !

M y ow n S creen  c h im es  loudly , th o u g h  in  m y  bed- 
slo t. It is five  m in u te s  till schoo l-tim e . T hough  th e re  
a r e  no schools a s  such , now  th a t  e d u c a tio n  is co m ­
p u te rised .

T h e re  m u s t be  a  rea so n . (M u stn ’t  th e r e ? )
I ’m  p o w erle ss  — w ith  su ch  po w er o v e r  th e  d es tin y  

of th e  w orld . A nd u sin g  m y  po w er m ig h t w a sh  it  a ll 
aw a y . A nd how  do I g e t  to u s e  i t  in  th e  f i r s t  p la ce ?

“ D on’t be  la te , J o h n n y .”
B u t I a m  la te . I ’m  tw en ty -sev en  y e a r s  la te r  th a n  

anyb o d y  e lse  in th is  w orld .
“ G uten  M o rgen , J o h n n y !”  an n o u n c es  m y  S creen  

w ith  a  p e rso n a lise d  im p e rso n a li ty . “H e u te  w ir . . .” 
T o d ay  w e beg in  w ith  G e rm a n .

F o llow ed , I s in c e re ly  hope, by F re n c h . I  sp e ak  
th e se  tw o E u ro -to n g u e s  re a lly  f lu en tly  now . ( “ N ow ,” 
being  la te r  on in  tim e . O rp h a n ed  b y  th e  E p id e m ic , I 
w ill go to  R u h rs ta d t a s  a  w a rd  of E u ro G o v  — an d  
th en ce  ev e n tu a lly  I w ill b la s t  off to  th e  p a ra d is e  of 
C e lestev ille . O nce it  h a s  b een  conceived . O nce it h a s  
been  b u il t .)

In  fa c t, I sp e ak  F re n c h  a n d  G e rm a n  a ll too w ell. 
ODA — th e  O ngoing D iag n o s tic  A sse ssm e n t — co m ­
p lim en ts  m e  on th e  su d d e n  im p ro v e m e n t in  m y  a c c e n t 
an d  fluency . T hen  a n  h o u r la te r  i t  su g g e s ts  ta r t ly  th a t

I h a v e  been  c o n c e n tra tin g  too m u c h  on la n g u a g e s  a t  
th e  ex p e n se  of B io c h e m is try  — a t  w h ich  su d d en ly  I 
a m  a  c re tin . I t r y  to  k ee p  m y  p ro fic ien cy  in M ath s 
dow n to  th e  ex p e c te d  level. B u t th en , w hen  i t ’s  tim e  
fo r  F re n c h , i t ’s h a rd  to  ho b b le  m y  tongue . A nd ODA 
h a s  a  nose  fo r  th e se  th in g s . ODA s tin k s :  k id s  u se d  to 
a e ro so l th a t  on th e  w a lls . I a m  p ra ise d , a n d  w a rn e d  
a g a in .

I w ill h a v e  to  hob b le  m y  to n g u e  — u n til I h a v e  a  
p lan .

* tig $$$ $$$

I w a s  no s w im m e r  th e n ; b u t now I am .
T he  ed u c a tio n  ru le s  in s is t th a t  w e s c a tte re d  

schoo lboys co m e  to g e th e r  fo r  a  co m m u n a l sp la sh  a t  
th e  L e isu re d o m e , o v e rse e n  by  a  d o d d erin g  old s u p e r ­
v iso r  a n d  a  hu lk in g  s a d is t ic  life g u a rd . W hat a 
n ig h tm a re  th is  u sed  to  b e  fo r  m e , w h a t a n  o rd ea l of th e  
f a t  f le s h ! All th e  c ra s h in g  bod ies , th e  pu llin g s u n d e r ­
w a te r ,  th e  s tr ip - th e f ts  of sw im -g ea r . How m a n y  tim es  
w as  I th e  v ic tim , ru n n in g  flab b ily  a ro u n d  w ith  m y  
b a lls  bobb ing , b eg g in g  fo r  m y  tru n k s  w hile  th ey  w ere  
to sse d  f ro m  h a n d  to  h an d ?  I u sed  to  th ink  of su ic ide . 
M y only  c h a n c e  of s a fe ty  w as  to  b e  th e  f a t  m a sc o t of 
one  of th e  school g a n g s  — ev e n  if th ey  f re q u e n tly  took 
it  in to  th e ir  h e a d s  to  p la y  c ru e l g a m e s  w ith  th e ir  
m a sc o t. I h a d  to  c low n i t  fo r th e m , te a r s  in m y  ey es. 
B u t th e  te a r s  looked  lik e  sw im m in g  pool w a te r .

B u t th is  a f te rn o o n  I c le a v e  th e  c h lo rin a te d  b lue . I 
le a p  fro m  th e  d iv in g  b o a rd . I  so und  lik e  a  w h ale . M y 
m in d  re m e m b e rs ,  a n d  m y  body  obeys. N eed less  to 
sa y , m y  u n tu n e d  m u sc le s  w ill s c re a m  a b o u t it  a f te r ­
w a rd s . N ot y e t, though . N ot ye t.

M y g a n g  s ta re s ,  am a z e d .
I lau g h .
“ I t ’s  th e  tr iu m p h  of th e  w ill! ” T he  fools d o n ’t 

know  w h a t I ’m  ta lk in g  ab o u t. Of c o u rse  not.
% sg sjo gjk  sgjj! jg

T his  w o n ’t do, though . O ne p e tty  tr iu m p h  is n ’t 
enough .

J u s t  to  g e t  th in g s  s tr a ig h t  I s t a r t  co m p ilin g  a  
c h a r t  of th e  fu tu re . A fu tu re  h is to ry .

Tw o w re tc h e d  d ay s  la te r ,  I g iv e  up . T h e  p ro b lem  
is  in su p e ra b le . T h is  w ould  ta k e  m e  six  m o n th s , a n d  by 
th e n  I ’d  be h a lf  m a d . A nyw ay , w h en  e x a c tly  d id  th e  
T ie n ts in  r e a c to r  m e lt  dow n? W as it  7 5 ?  O r 77? Or 
7 9 ?  W hen w as  th e  Im a m  B ir ja n d i m u rd e re d ?  W hen 
w a s  th e  nu k in g  of H a ifa ?  W ho d id  kill C ock R obin?

T aq i, th is  n e v e r  w a s  y o u r k in d  of know ledge.
ifcifcsk

W hen I w as  fif te e n  ( th a t ’s to  sa y , n ex t y e a r )  I 
sp e n t a  few  d ay s  w ith  m y  A un t L isa  dow n in  L ondon 
ju s t  b e fo re  th e  E p id e m ic  s tru c k . S he w as  frie n d s  w ith  
a n  A m e ric a n  w o m an  ... now  w h a t w a s  h e r  n am e?  
R ach e l. Y es, R a c h e l A k e rm a n . She w as  w o rk in g  in  th e  
US E m b a s s y  a s  a n  in fo rm a tio n  o ffice r. She w as  a 
d o w n rig h t ra n d y  la d y , R a ch e l, th ough  I d id n ’t re a liz e  
th a t ,  e x c e p t in  re tro s p e c t.  A un t L isa  a n d  I w en t to  a  
p a r ty  in  R a c h e l’s  f la t  in  th e  s a m e  to w er — a n d  th e re  I 
g o t d ru n k  fo r th e  f i r s t  tim e . I p u k ed  a f te rw a rd s .

If I cou ld  r id e  th e  m o n o ra il dow n to  L ondon w hen  I 
w as  fifteen , w hy  n o t w hen  I ’m  fo u rte en ?  A fte r  a ll, I ’ve  
m a tu re d  a  lo t in  th e  la s t  w eek  — ev en  if I do feel 
m y se lf  s lid in g  b a c k  fro m  th e  cool ap lo m b  of
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C ele s tev ille  in to  a  n a iv e te  of th e  e a r l ie r  flesh . If I c a n  
c o n ta c t so m eb o d y  in  th e  A m e ric a n  e m b a s s y ...  C an  I 
possib ly  t r u s t  m y  fellow  B rito n s?  C o n ta in m en t is th e  
n a m e  of th e  g a m e  in  th e se  is lan d s . Oh, b le ss  th a t  
E p id e m ic  fo r  sh u n tin g  m e  to  R u h r s ta d t  a s  a n  e d u c a ­
tiona l re fu g ee . If w e h a d n ’t been  so  b ad ly  h it  by  th e  
E p id e m ic  I w ou ld  n e v e r  h a v e  g o t ou t. I w ou ld  n ev e r  
h av e  g o t off th e  s u r fa c e  of th is  p la n e t. Of co u rse , 
R u h rs ta d t w as  lousy  enough  — th o u g h  m o re  o rd e r ly , 
need  I sa y  — a n d  I c a n ’t po ssib ly  t ru s t  th e  G e rm a n s  of 
th is  p e rio d  e ith e r . As fo r th e  R u ss ia n s  a n d  C h inese , 
B ritish  s e c u r ity  po lice  co n tro l a l l  th e  co m in g s  a n d  go­
ings in a n d  ou t of th e ir  e m b a ss ie s . T he te r r ib le  s e c re t  
th a t  I know  — th e  c a u s e  of th e  E p id e m ic  — ca n , I 
th in k , only  sa fe ly  be  to ld  to  one g ro u p  of peop le , o r  e lse  
m is s ile s  m ig h t s t a r t  fly in g ...

F o u r te e n  is a  d ec en t en ough  a g e  to  s a v e  th e  w orld , 
is n ’t it?  W hy, th a t  k in d  of th in g ’s  th e  s tu ff  of a d v e n tu re  
s to r ie s  on th e  S c ree n  e v e ry  w eek . T hough  u su a lly  th e  
h e ro ic  boy co -o p e ra te s  w ith  th e  s e c u r ity  fo rc e s . . .

In c red ib ly , it  co m es off. A un t L isa  w ill p u t m e  up. 
M um  a n d  D ad  w ill g iv e  m e  enough  c r e d i t  to  le t m e  go 
dow n to L ondon fo r th e  m id -sp rin g  sch o o lb reak .

So dow n th e  m o n o ra il I p re se n tly  bow l, r e a d in g  a 
f in an c ia l p a p e r  lik e  so m e  r ic h  son  of th e  E u ro c ra c y  — 
though  I h a rd ly  look th e  p a r t .  Too fa t. Too c h e ap ly  
d re sse d . (F in a n c ie rs , w h a t th in g s  I cou ld  te ll y o u !) 
N ex t y e a r  — th a t ’s to  sa y , tw en ty -s ix  y e a r s  ag o  —- 
w h a t I w a s  re a d in g  on th e  m o n o ra il t r a in  w as  S ten ­
d h a l’s L a  C h a rtreu se  d e  P a r m e ,  try in g  h a rd  w ith  m y  
ad o le sc en t in e x p e rien c e  to  fa th o m  th e  am o ro u s  se n ­
tim e n ts  of F a b r iz io  de l D ongo lo ck ed  u p  in  h is to w er, 
p eep in g  o u t a t  h is  love. M y ow n v iew  of sex  a t  th e  tim e  
w as  v e ry  m u c h  fro m  a  h igh  to w er too. O r e lse  it  w as  a 
th in g  of f e a r  a n d  h u m ilia tio n  a t  th e  sw im m in g  pool. 
T he tw eak in g  of th e  b a lls . J e rk in g  off u n d e rw a te r .

T he  A m eric an  b a ld  e a g le  s p re a d s  its  w ings fo r 
m e . S k y to p ia !

I t ’s  q u ite  e a sy  to  go u p s ta ir s  a n d  buzz R a c h e l’s 
do o r a f te r  A un t L isa  h a s  p honed  her.

I go in.
“ W h at w ould you sa y , R a ch e l, if  I to ld  you  th a t  I 

know  th e  fu tu re ?  If  I to ld  you  th a t  th e r e ’ll b e  a 
w orldw ide  ep id em ic  n ex t y e a r ,  w h ich  w ill s p a re  th e  
W est C oast of A m e ric a  for re a so n s  a s  y e t  unknow n? 
B u t y o u r b e s t p re s id e n t in  y e a r s  w ill d ie  b e c a u s e  h e ’s 
in  th e  E a s t ,  w h ich  m e a n s  in  tu r n . . .”  I c a n  go on fo r 
q u ite  a w h ile ; a n d  I do, I h ope I h a v e  m y  fa c ts  in  th e  
r ig h t o rd e r ; i t ’s a ll so  lo n g  ago .

R a ch e l lau g h s . (She h a s  la rg e  w e t l ip s .)
“ Y ou’re  re a lly  w e ird . Y ou b e liev e  a ll th is !  ”
Soon, I ’m  m a k in g  re a l p ro g re ss . I m a y  b e  a  fa t 

s lob  of a  schoolboy  h e re ;  b u t u p -tim e  in C e lestev ille  
I ’m  d is tin c tly  sy m p a th iq u e .

“ W ould you  c a re  for a  d r in k , J o h n n y ? ”
“ J u s t  so long a s  it  is n ’t g in .” I t  w as  g in  th a t  I go t 

s ick -d ru n k  on a t  h e r  p a r ty ;  th e  e x p e r ie n c e  in- 
n o cu la ted  m e  a g a in s t  g in  fo r e v e r  m o re .

“ Is th a t  so m e  p r iv a te  jo k e?  ’ ’
S u re  th ing , I w on’t v o m it g in  th is  tim e . J u s t  m ilk .

“Have you got access to the CIA desk, Rachel?”
“ Oh, co m e  o n ! ”
“ L e t’s ju s t  su p p o se  you  h a v e . Now, how ab o u t 

d ro p p in g  in on th e m  to m o rro w ?  T ell th e m  you  m e t a 
w e ird  gu y  w ho d e s c r ib e d  a  fa sc in a tin g  sa te l l i te  
co d e n a m e d  B e a g le : ’ W hen th e  s c a n d a l b re a k s  in  five 
y e a r s  tim e , re v e a lin g  a  d ir e c t  co n n ec tio n  b e tw een  th e  
c o v e r t a u to m a te d  DNA e x p e r im e n ts  on b o a rd  th e  
B e a g le , a n d  th e  E p id e m ic ...w e ll ,  th e r e ’ll a lm o s t be a 
n u c le a r  w a r . T he  n a m e  B e a g le  w on ’t  m e a n  C h a rles  
D a rw in  a n y  m o re . “ J u s t  m e n tio n  th e  n a m e , a n d  say  
th a t  th e re ’s go ing  to  b e  a  l i t t le  b it  of a n  ep id em ic  of 
m u ta te d  c h o le ra . Cold c l im a te  c h o le ra . T h a t o ugh t to  
m a k e  th e m  s it  up . O h, a n d  you  m ig h t a d d  th a t  if I te ll 
an y b o d y  e ls e  th e r e ’s q u ite  like ly  to  be  a  lit t le  cloud of 
r a d io a c tiv e  d u s t in  s p a c e  — a n d  you  know  w h a t th a t  
cou ld  s t a r t . ”

“ T h is  sounds lik e  a  sp y  m o v ie .”
“ D o esn ’t  it  ju s t?  ”
“ Y ou’r e  look ing  a t  m e , J o h n n y .”
“ H e re ’s look ing  a t  you. A c a t  c a n  look a t  a  q u een . ”
‘ ‘L ik e  a  c a t  w h o ’s  found  a  bow l of m ilk . ”
“ P u r r . ”

* * *  * * *  * * *

S u ccess! R e lie f! B a c k  d o w n s ta irs  in  bed  I rev iew  
R a c h e l’s body  a n d  m y  p la n  of ac tio n . T h ese  tw o a r e  
su p e rim p o se d . H e re  is a  cu sp , h e r  b r e a s t ,  w h ich  is 
a lso  th e  cu sp  w h e re  h is to ry  e i th e r  flow s a lo n g  its  o r ig ­
in a l c o u rse  o r  e ls e  su ffe rs  a  su d d e n  d isc o n tin u ity  on to 
a  d if fe re n t p la n e  of ev en ts .

O rg a sm  of th e  f le sh : o rg a s m  of e v e n ts  ex fo lia tin g  
f ro m  th is  po in t! I su p p o se  v o m itin g  is  a  so r t of 
o rg a sm ic  re f le x  too: a  sp a sm  of th e  m u sc le s  w hich  
sp ills  so m e th in g  o u t of you. T he  c o n g ru e n c e  b e tw e en  
sp e rm  sp illin g  fro m  one te n se  o rg a n  a n d  th e  m ilk  of 
kno w led g e  sp ew in g  f ro m  m y  g iz za rd  occu p ies  m e  fo r
a  m o m e n t. I ’m  sa te d , r e la x e d  a n d  g ra tif ie d .

*** *** ***

D ay  Tw o, of th e  new  d isp e n sa tio n . I sp e n d  th e  d ay  
w a n d e rin g  ro u n d  L ondon.

In  th e  ev e n in g  I s lip  u p s ta ir s .  M ore m ilk  of 
kno w led g e  a n d  m o re  sp e rm  flow  in to  R a ch e l. M y a lly , 
m y  b e m u se d  m is tre s s  — to  w hom  I a m  su d d en ly  a  ju ­
v en ile  R a sp u tin  — h a s  d one a s  sh e  w as  bid. I love  h e r
fo r  it. E n e rg e t ic a lly .  I c a r e s s  h e r  cu sp s.

*** *** ***

T h ey  co m e: tw o b u r ly  s ile n t ty p e s  — th e  so r t w ho 
w a lk  a lo n g  b e s id e  m o to rc a d e s  — a n d  th e  b ra in  of the  
tr io , a  s lic e  o f A m e r ic a n  G oth ic , H u ffs tick le r  by  n am e . 
H e ’s  b e s p e c ta c le d  ( a  fu n n y  o ld  a n a c h ro n ism , ev e n  in  
2063), a n d  w e a rs  a  h e r r in g b o n e  su it w ith  a  tie  k n o tted  
tig h t en o u g h  to  re jo ic e  a  h a n g m a n . H u ffs tick le r  m u s t 
th ro w  a s tr a n g le d  tie  a w a y  e v e ry  n igh t.

“ M iz A k e rm a n  te lls  u s y o u ’r e  in te re s te d  in  s a te l­
lites . S he  s a id  so m e th in g  a b o u t — w h a t w as  th e  n am e , 
now ? — so m e th in g  c a lle d  a  B eag le . W e w e re  ju s t  
w o n d erin g  — ”

“ I ’ll b e t y o u ’r e  w o n d erin g . N ow h e a r  th is  v e ry  
c a r e f u l ly : B e a g le  is go ing  to  m a lfu n c tio n  soon a n d  i t ’s 
go ing  to  v e n t  so m e of y o u r cold  c h o le ra , w h ich  is go ing  
to d r if t  dow n onto  J a p a n .  N ot m a n y  p eo p le  w ill re a liz e  
fo r  a n o th e r  five  y e a r s  ju s t  w h a t i t  w a s  th a t  k illed  a  few
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hu n d red  m illion  peop le , in c lud ing  y o u r  P re s id e n t 
G reen b e rg . B u t w hen  th e  in fo rm a tio n  does  le ak  ou t — 
an d  in fo rm atio n  a lw a y s  does le ak  — you a r e  go ing  to 
h a v e  to do som e fan cy  foo tw ork  an d  p ay  ou t one hell of 
a lot of G N P in co m p en sa tio n . O r g e t nuked . ”

H u ffs tick le r in sp e c ts  h is  m a n ic u re . A b ru p tly  he 
looks u p ; h is eyes p in  m e  like  a  b u t te r f ly ...

He in sp e c ts  h is  n a ils  ag a in .
A gain?
N onsense v o m its  fro m  m y  lip s . H u ffs tick le r  g a b ­

b les  som e g ib b e rish  b ack  a t  m e. S u dden ly  I ru sh  
b a c k w ard s  to th e  door. How c a n  I ru n  b a c k w a rd s?  
H elp  m e! I t isn ’t m e  w ho ru sh e s  in r e v e rs e  — th is  is 
being  done to m e! I ’m  a c c e le ra tin g . B lu rre d  scenes 
f la sh  b ack w ard s . No w ay  to co n tro l th is  m a d  hind- 
w a rd  ro lle r-co a s te r!  I v o m it m y  b re a k fa s t .  R e so rb  m y 
ex c rem e n t. T he d a rk e n in g  of th e  d aw n  — a n d  I d ie , no  
I d rea m  —  th en  th e  lig h ten in g  of th e  p rev io u s  n igh t. 
W hoosh, goes y e s te rd a y , in f lic k e rs  of London. F a s te r .  
In sane .

How long, how long? I ’m  r id in g  dow n in to  a b lack  
hole w h ere  tim e  tu rn s  in side  out! B o rne  a long , b o rn e  
along.

*** *** ***
Slow ing, I ’m  slow ing . I ’m  in R a c h e l’s f la t, fo r the  

f i r s t  tim e. I ’m  n ak ed  in h e r  bed , re so rb in g  s p e rm  fro m  
h e r  f lesh  in to  m in e ! R e so rb in g  th e  m ilk  of k n o w le d g e !

I ’m d re sse d , I d r ib b le  d r in k  in to  a  g la ss .
L u rch .
T im e tip s  fo rw a rd  a g a in . ..
“ W hat w ould you say , R ach e l, if I to ld  y o u ...? ”
“ Told m e  w h a t, Jo h n n y ?  ’ ’
“ N othing, no th ing! I ’ve go t to  be g o in g .”
‘ ‘B ut you ju s t  a r r iv e d . ’ ’
I flee fro m  th e  room , a  foolish  boy, sh a m ed . I 

v o m it in to  A unt L is a ’s w ash b a s in , a s  though  I ’v e  a l ­
re a d y  d ru n k  R a c h e l’s g in  n ex t y e a r .

T he m ilk  of know ledge I cou ld  no t spew  up. As 
soon as  I tr ie d  to, I w as ... rew o u n d . B ack  to  th e  m o ­
m e n t befo re  I in it ia te d  th e  s e r ie s  of ev en ts .

A re th e re  ru le s  to th is  g a m e ?  A re th e re  e th ic s?  
“ T hou s h a lt  n o t c o n so rt w ith  one s id e  a t  the  ex p e n se  of 
the  h u m an  r a c e  a t  la r g e ” ? “ T hou sh a lt no t u se  thy  
pow er for fo rn ic a tio n ” ?

Who s a y s  so? W hose ru le s  a r e  th ey ?
E x h au s ted , I c re e p  to bed.

*** ***

D ay  Tw o ag a in . T h is tim e  I a p p ro a c h  th e  r e c e p ­
tion  desk  a t  one of th e  TV s ta tio n s . P u b lic  in fo rm atio n  
fo r the  b en efit of a l l ...

I g e t p a ssed  u p s ta ir s  — m o re  a s  a  joke , th e  silly  
season  a r r iv in g  m o n th s  a h e a d  of tim e. B u t a s  soon a s  I 
m e e t a n  a c tu a l new s e d ito r  w ho beg in s to lis ten  an d  
m a k e  n o te s , f l i p : tim e  w inds m e  b ac k  ag a in . 
D o w n sta irs . I ru sh  ou t of th e  TV s ta tio n  w ith o u t a p ­
p ro ach in g  th e  rec ep tio n  desk , scow led  a t  now  by  a 
susp icious g u a rd .

At le a s t , th is  tim e , I only lo s t tw en ty  m in u tes . If it 
ca n  be ca lled  losing  tim e , w hen  I g a in  it b a c k  a g a in .

Y et I w as  ab le  to te ll th e  w o m an  on th e  desk . J u s t  
a s  I w as a b le  to te ll R ach e l. C an I m a k e  p r iv a te  c o m ­
m u n ica tio n s, bu t n o t pub lic  ones?

So w ho do I m a k e  th em  to? A p sy c h ia tr is t?

J a ,  y o u rs  is  a  m o s t co m p lex  a n d  in te g ra te d  d e lu ­
sio n a l s y s te m . P a rd o n  m e  v ile  I open  up  yo u r sk u ll...

Oh T aq i, you  n e v e r  h ad  th is  s o r t  of troub le !
*** *** ***

I t r y  to phone th e  G o v e rn m e n t O m b u d sm an . S u r­
p r is in g ly , I g e t th ro u g h . P re s e n tly  th e  phone-tokens 
sp it th e m se lv e s  b ack  in to  m y  h an d , unphoning  h im , 
le av in g  m e  w h e re  an d  w hen  I w as .

*** *** ***

A g ain : I c a ll a t  th e  P a n -A ra b  C u ltu ra l C en ter. 
M aybe th e y  h a v e  Sufis em p lo y ed  on th e ir  s ta f f  — lo rds 
of h id d en  ch a in s  of c a u se  an d  e ffec t, w ho a r e  also  
v iz ie rs  of th e  p ra c t ic a l  w orld . Sufis a r e  supposed  to 
u n d e rs ta n d  su ch  th in g s . Ibn  ’A rab i w a s  a  Sufi.

A nd it se e m s  th a t  I ’m  in luck . T hey  know  the  ta le  
of T aq i, a t  le a s t . A nd p e rh a p s  I h a v e  h ad  a v ision  of 
th e  fu tu re , e q u iv a le n t to h is  v ision  of M oham m ed . 
T h re e  h o u rs , fou r, p a s s  b y  w h ile  th e y  p u t ou t fee lers. 
T hey  a r e  b e in g  v e ry  d e l ic a te  ab o u t the  w hole thing. I 
sco ff  d e s e r t  d a t e s ; how  y e a rn in g ly  th e  ta s te  rem in d s  
m e  of C e lestev ille . I s ip  th im b le s  of r e a l  co ffee , w hich  
m y  young  p a la te  m a rv e ls  a t  a n d  w hich  m y  m e m o ry  
g re e ts  w ith  joy .

M ean w h ile  ev e n ts  echo  dow n th e  y e a rs ,  c a sc ad in g  
a b o u t m e.

A nd su d d en ly , w ith  no w a rn in g , th e  w orld  w inds 
back . iVo-o-o-o-o...I how l dow n th e  h in d w ard  hou rs. I 
tu rn  m y  s te p s  a w a y  fro m  th e  C u ltu ra l C en te r. No w ise 
Sufi sa v e d  th e  day . No sh e ik h  b a iled  m e  out.$$$ *** 3fC%%

B ack  hom e ag a in .
Q uote fo r th e  d ay  (fro m  S. K ie rk e g a a rd , R e p e ti­

tion , 1843):
“Did I not get myself doubly restored? Did I 

not get myself back again, precisely in such a 
way that I must doubly feel its significance? On­
ly his children did Job not receive again double, 
because a human life is not a thing that can be 
duplicated. In that case only spiritual repetition 
is possible, although in the temporal life it is 
never so perfect as in eternity, which is the true 
repetition.”

“How did I obtain an interest in this big 
enterprise they call reality? And if I am to be 
compelled to take part in it, where is the direc­
tor? Is there no director? Whither shall I turn 
with my complaint?”

T h an k  you, M um  an d  D ad , I h ad  a fine boyish 
ho lid ay  in th r ill in g  London. And now  I ’m  back  to  the 
to w er-s lo t a n d  th e  In fo sc re e n ...a n d  th e  sw im m ing  
pool.

I su p p o se  a t  le a s t  go ing  to  bed  w ith  R ach e l w as 
fun.  E v e n  though  it n e v e r  h ap p e n ed  to  her.

N ev e r h ap p e n ed  to her.
B u t to m e  it h ap p e n ed , yes.
And in a f la sh  I r e a liz e  th a t  if in c id en ts  w h ich  the 

s y s te m  r e je c ts  a ll g e t c a n ce lle d  ou t fo r ev e ry b o d y  bu t 
m e  — on a c co u n t of th e ir  ra m if ic a t io n s  — w hy th en , I 
c a n  do an y  d am n  th in g  I p le a se !  I c a n  th ie v e  an d  ra p e  
an d  kill. As soon a s  I g e t c a u g h t an d  ex p la in  m yself, 
th e n  th e  w hole p e rio d  of tim e  g e ts  re w o u n d ! I t sn a p s  
r ig h t b a c k  lik e  e la s tic .

T h a t m a k e s  th e ft se em  p re t ty  p o in tle ss . I ’d be 
ro b b ed  of th e  p ro ce ed s . B u t p e rh a p s  no t ra p e  or
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m u rd e r .  I ’d  s till h a v e  th e  sa tis fa c tio n , if you  ca n  c a ll  i t  
th a t.

A nd y e t ... if I c o m m it a  c r im e  a n d  d o n ’t g e t  found 
ou t fo r a  v e ry  long tim e , a n d  th en  g e t found  o u t, I 
m ig h t be  re q u ire d  to  flip  b ack  y e a rs . J u s t  a s  I ’m  a b o u t 
to  b o a rd  th e  s h u tt le  up  to  C e lestev ille , a  h a n d  w ill d e ­
scen d  upon m y  sh o u ld e r  — a n d  w hoosh , I ’ll b e  w h ip ­
ped  b ack  tw o w hole d ec ad e s  to  m y  fo u rteen -y ea r-o ld  
flesh  ag a in . T h a t w ould  b e  g h as tly .

A nyw ay , a t  fo u rte en  I ’m  h a rd ly  c u t o u t fo r  r a p e  
an d  m a y h em .

O ugh t I to  be? A m  I r e a lly  in  so m e  p s y c h ia t r is t ’s 
m e m o ry  s im u la to r  h av in g  m y  p e rso n a lity  to ughened  
up  so th a t  I w ill h a v e  th e  s ta m in a  to  b e  p a r t  of so m e 
in te r s te l la r  exped ition?

T h e re ’s no exped ition . N obody h a s  an y  id ea  how  to 
bu ild  a  s ta r -d r iv e . N ot y e t, in 2090.

Is  th is  a  m o ra l in te llig en c e  te s t  of so m e  so r t?  A m  I 
b e ing  ta u g h t no t to  r a p e  a n d  m u rd e r ,  no t ev e n  to  w ish  
to  d ev ia te ?

No, i t ’s no s im u la tio n . Of th a t  I ’m  su re . T h is  is th e  
a c tu a l  y e a r  2063, an d  I w a lk  a ro u n d  th e  te r r a in  of 
G re a te r  B irm in g h am , no t th e  te r r a in  of m y  m ind . M y 
body sa y s  so. T h is f a r t  s a y s  so, w e t an d  fru ity .

A nd so th is  p ro to -c r im in a l, m e , a c c e s se s  on th e  
In fo sc re en  th a t  book by K ie rk e g a a rd , R e p e titio n , 
re c a lle d  from  te n  y e a r s  in  th e  fu tu re .

“ R ep e titio n  is tr a n s c e n d e n c e ,”  w rite s  o u r  D an ish  
ph ilo sopher. “ If G od H im se lf  h ad  no t w illed  re p e t i­
tion, th e  w o rld  w ould  n e v e r  h a v e  co m e  in to  e x is te n ce . 
H e w ould  h a v e  re c a lle d  it  a l l  a n d  co n se rv ed  it  in  re c o l­
le c tio n .”  (D id  H e p e rh a p s  do  ju s t  th a t, a f te r  a ll?  In m y  
one s ing le  c a se ?  Is he  co n se rv in g  m e  in  reco llec tio n , 
buzzing  a ro u n d  th e  d iv ine  n eu ro n s  in  a  lo o p ? ) “ H e w ho 
w ills re p e titio n  is m a tu re d  in  se r io u s n e s s .”  W hy 
shou ld  th a t  be, M r. K ie rk e g a a rd ?  “ B e ca u se  rep e titio n  
re p re s e n ts  re p e n ta n c e  on M a n ’s  p a r t ,  a n d  a to n e m e n t 
on th e  p a r t  of G o d .. .”

Such c e r ta in t ie s  d id  K ie rk e g a a rd  d isc o v e r  on h is 
ow n re p e titio u s  tr ip  to  B e rlin  in  1843, f lee in g  fro m  the  
f a ir  R eg in a  O lsen, y e a rn in g  to  b e  re u n ite d  w ith  h e r. 
W hat c o m p a ra b le  c e r ta in t ie s  d id  I d isc o v e r  on m y  
p re e m p tiv e  re p e a t- jo u rn e y  to  L ondon tow n, to  th e  ho t 
sh e e ts  of R a ch e l A k erm a n ?

W hat a m  i on t r ia l  fo r?  W hat a m  I su p p o sed  to  r e ­
p en t ab o u t?

I ’ve  b een  se t  up . B u t w as  it  by G od — o r b y  M an? I 
c a n ’t  im a g in e  th a t  G od w ould  b o th e r; I c a n ’t b e liev e  
th a t M an cou ld  m a n a g e  it.

B u t s e t up  I h a v e  been .
$$3;

“ R ep e titio n  is a n  im p e r ish a b le  g a r m e n t .” Too 
r ig h t ! T ry  to  unp ick  it, an d  it  k n its  itse lf  b a c k  a g a in  
r ig h t aw ay .

A h ig h e r  t ra n s c e n d e n ta l  rep e titio n  a w a its  m e?  
D oes it  indeed?

In  e te rn ity  is th e  t r u e  rep e titio n . ..A nd i t ’s  go ing  to 
be  e te rn a l,  th is  life  o f m in e , if I  g e t  rew o u n d  e v e ry  
d am n  tim e  I s te p  o u t of line . A nd m e an w h ile  th e  w orld  
w ill s c ra p e  a long , w ith  its  e p id em ic s , s la u g h te rs ,  
d is a s te rs .  And I w ill be  pow erless .

T h e re ’s  a lw a y s  su ic id e ...
Is th e re ?  Is th e re  indeed?  O r if I k ill m y se lf , do I

g e t rew o u n d  b a c k  to  th e  m o m e n t b e fo re  I k illed  
m y se lf?  D ea th  is  n o t l iv e d  th ro u g h , s a id  W ittgenste in . 
C an  d e a th  be  liv ed  th ro u g h  in  r e v e rs e ?

D a re  I k ill m y se lf  a s  a n  e x p e r im e n t?
B u t m a y b e  I ’m  a l re a d y  d ea d , a n d  th is  is H ell o r 

P u r g a to r y : th e  e te rn a l  r e p e titio n  of o n e ’s days .
T aq i, old fr ie n d , I ’v e  s lid  a  long w ay  fro m  your 

no tion  of know ledge . S tra n g e  a n d  u n n a tu ra l  p u n ish ­
m e n t is w h e re  i t ’s  a t  now . O ught I to  p ra y  for 
fo rg iv e n ess?

J u s t  te ll m e  w h a t it  is Y ou w a n t fo rg iven .
R e tic e n t b a s ta rd ,  a r e n ’t Y ou?
L is te n ,p le a se :  I apo log ize  fo r be in g  m e . I ’m  so r ry  

I a m  Jo h n  F a r r e r ,  D eep ly  so rry .
B u t it  s e e m s  th a t  so rro w  isn ’t enough .

T o d ay  th e  w o rld  s ta n d s  s t i l l ...
A t f i r s t  I d id n ’t  no tice . I th o u g h t th a t  th e  In ­

fo sc ree n  h a d  s im p ly  s to p p e d  w ork ing .
B u t no. E v e ry th in g  h a s  s to p p ed , e x c e p t fo r m e . If 

I s ta y  in  th e  s a m e  p la c e  fo r too  long, m y  ow n ex h a le d  
b re a th  w ill a s p h y x ia te  m e . ..

M um  s ta n d s  m o tio n less  in  th e  k itch en  cub ic le . A 
fly  h a n g s  in  m id -a ir  — a n d  it  isn ’t su p p o r te d  by  an y  
sp id e r  silk .

O u tside , so m e  w ay  off, a  po lice  c o p te r  a lso  h an g s  
su sp e n d ed ; I c a n  s e e  e a c h  ro to r  b la d e  a s  sh a rp ly  a s  
th ough  it  w as  p a rk e d  on th e  g round .

H e re  is a  s in g le  q u a n tu m  m o m e n t of tim e , 
re p e a tin g  its e lf  o v e r  a n d  o v er. I c a n  m o v e  a ro u n d  in  it, 
I a lo n e , lik e  so m ebody  w a lk in g  a b o u t in a  h o lo g rap h ic  
im a g e  — a n  im a g e  w h ich  is so lid  to th e  touch . I t ’s a  
w o rld  in  s ta s is .  Is  th is  th e  p ro m ise d  tra n s c e n d e n ta l  
re p e titio n , th e  e te rn a l  m o m e n t?  H a rd ly , if m y  own 
w a s te  g a s e s  s tif le  m e!

T ill th a t  m o m e n t, th ough  — till I b eco m e too 
w e a ry  to  k ee p  on  th e  m o v e  — I c a n  p la y  w ith  th e  w orld  
o m n ip o ten tly ! How  c a n  an y th in g  th a t  I do  be rew ound  
now, w h en  t im e  itse lf  s ta n d s  s till?  T he  w o rld  is a  toy, 
to  be  p la y e d  w ith .

I g u es s  I go  a  lit tle  c ra z y  fo r  th e  n e x t few  su b je c ­
tiv e  h o u rs . I b re a k  th in g s . (T h e  b r ic k  s a ils  th ro u g h  th e  
w indow , th e  g la ss  e ru p ts . . . th e n  fa ils  to fa ll dow n to th e  
p a v e m e n t.)  I s te a l  a  s le ek  tu rb o c a r  a n d  d r iv e  a ro u n d  
rec k le ss ly , c a re le s s  of s c ra p e s  a n d  b u m p s. I sq u a sh  a 
s t r a y  dog in to  a  r e d  ru g  w ith  m y  w h ee ls . I p re su m e  
th a t  th e  tu rb o c a r  fun c tio n s n o rm a lly  b e c a u s e  I ’m  
co n n e c ted  to  it; i t ’s  te m p o ra r ily  a n  ex ten s io n  of 
m y se lf . I s to p  to  s e t  a  f ire  in a  bedd in g  s to re . (T he f ire  
fa ils  to  b u rn . N o d oub t it  w ou ld  do so  if I s to o d  in  it, 
co n su m in g  m y se lf !)  I s tro ll in to  a  c lo th es  s to re  p a s t 
th e  zo m b ie  g u a rd , I in v e n to ry  th e  young  la d y  a s s is ­
ta n ts ,  a n d  choose  one, a n d  s t r ip  h e r  a n d  p o se  h e r  a c ­
ro b a tic a lly . (She d o es  no t a w a k e , lik e  S leep ing  B e au ­
ty , a t  m y  c a re s s e s .)  I sc re w  h e r  on th e  c a rp e t ,  in  P o s i­
tion  W ow ! of th e  K a m a  S u tra . She fee ls  so ft a n d  
w a rm , o th e rw ise  I su p p o se  th is  w ou ld  be  n ec ro p h ilia . I 
le a v e  h e r  po ised , w ith  m y  seed  d rip p in g  fro m  h e r. I 
n o tice  a  s e c u r ity  c o p te r  s ta l le d  n e a r  a  je w e lle r ’s. I 
s te a l  th e ir  s lu g -r if le  a n d  b la s t  h o les  in th e  sky . T he 
tr ic k  now  is  to  p e r s u a d e  tim e  to  flow  on, no t back ! 
D esp ite  th e  sm og , th e  sk y  s e e m s  to  s tr e tc h  c le a r  o u t to
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in te r s te l la r  sp a ce . No ho les a p p e a r  in i t;  no p a in ted  
sc e n e ry  tu m b le s  down.

And I ’m  being  follow ed. I ’m  su re  of it. S o m ew h ere  
in  a ll th is  s ile n t s ta s is  of th e  w o rld  a n o th e r  eng ine  
buzzes. I t buzzes for m e.

W ho is com ing? Is it th e  m ilk m a n  of know ledge?  
F a r  fro m  m e  now th e  B e a g le , th e  T ien ts in  m eltdow n, 
D onna M arquez  of P e r u . ..

I w alk  slow ly a ro u n d  the  tu rb o c a r . K eep ing  on the 
m ove. R ead y  to p lay  s ta tu e s .

Z-z-z-z...
$ $ $  $ $ $

A m o to rb ik e  sw ings in to  v iew ...
F r e e z e !
P e rc h e d  on it is a  young  w om an . Sk inny , re d  h a ir ,  

fre ck le d  face . She w e a rs  re d  s la ck s , re d  b louse , red  
boots. S h e ’s f ir e ,  com in g  to b u rn  m e! A nd I b lu sh  for 
m y  d e linquenc ies . Is  sh e  a n o th e r  p re - in c a rn a te , like  
m e?

She b rak e s .
“ Hi th e re ! ”
She’s...joyful.
“ H ey  Jo h n , you c a n ’t fool m e! B oys y o u r a g e  d o n ’t 

d r iv e  tu rb o s .” She la u g h s  m e rr i ly .  “ Oh, I ’v e  se en  y o u r 
han d iw o rk , b u t d o n ’t  be s h y . . . i t ’s  q u ite  u n d e rs ta n ­
d a b le .”

“ Who a r e  you? W ill I g e t rew o u n d  if I sp e a k  to 
you? W h a t’s b een  go ing  o n ? ”  I ’m  c ry in g . W ith re lief. 
I ’m  a  bubb ling  boy, a s h a m e d  of m y  te a rs .

“ H ey, one th in g  a t  a tim e! I ’m  Liz. I ’v e  been  tr y ­
ing to  tr a c k  you dow n. B u t ev e ry  tim e  I go t c lo se , you 
pu lled  a tr ic k  — an d  it w as  b ac k  to th e  s t a r t  ag a in , for 
both  of u s ! ”

She d ism o u n ts , an d  w e w alk  ro u n d  e a c h  o th e r, a d ­
ju s tin g  our o rb its  to g ra b  fre e , o x y g en a te d  space .

“ I w as  in C elestev ille , John . T he s a m e  as  you 
w ere . S tinky  b ack  h e re , is n ’t i t ? ”

“ A m  I a m  c r im in a l?  A s in n e r?  W hy is  th is  h a p ­
p e n in g ? ”

She ta p s  h e r  nose w ise ly .
“ Y ou’re  a  so r t  of tim e  t r a v e le r  — o r m a y b e  I 

shou ld  sa y  a  p ro b a b il ity  t r a v e le r .  T h ey ’v e  done this. 
T h em . I d o n ’t know  w h a t they  a r e :  e s sen c es , en titie s  
th a t  in h a b it t im e  o r p ro b a b il ity  in s te a d  of sp a c e ?  T hey  
ca n  s tick  th e ir  h e a d s  — o r th e ir  fe e le rs  — th ro u g h  the  
s u r fa c e  of th e  w orld  like  you o r I s tick  a g la ss -b o tto m ­
ed  tube  in to  a  pond. W hat do th e  fish  know  ab o u t 
w h a t’s up  a t  th e  o th e r  e n d ? ”

S u p erio r en titie s . So. T he idea  of th o se  is 
p re fe ra b le  to o th e r  e x p lan a tio n s .

“ W hy h a s  th e  w orld  s to p p e d ? ”  I a s k  h e r. “ Is  the  
g a m e  o v e r  now ? I t se e m s  su ch  a s illy  g am e , th is  — 
ju s t  m e  an d  you ...L iz . W hat a r e  w e: ch am p io n s , r e p ­
re se n ta t iv e s  of th e  h u m a n  ra c e ?  W h a t’s  i t  a l l  a b o u t? ”

“ Jo h n n y , th e re  could  be a b illion  a l te rn a t iv e  h is ­
to rie s  sid e  by  side . An in fin ite  n u m b e r  of th em . M aybe 
th a t ’s  th e  k ind  of co sm os th ey  in h ab it. I ju s t  h ad  to 
r e a c h  you. T h e re  w as a  tim e  lim it. O bv iously  i t ’s  up 
now. B u t,”  sh e  g rin s , “ h e re  I a m . ” She sh a k e s  h e r  re d  
m a n e  f re e  of CO2.

“ T hese  ‘e n t i t ie s ’...I  c a n ’t sa y  th a t  I no ticed  an y  
b ack  in 2090! D id an y b o d y  e lse  no tice  th em  a p a r t  from
y o u ? ”

“ B u t w e a r e n ’t f ro m  ’90, Jo h n ! W e’re  fro m  ’95. 
T h a t’s  th e  y e a r  w hen  th e y  in tru d e d . T hey  d id n ’t g ive  
you  co m p le te  fo re -m em o ry  — or y o u ’d h a v e  su ssed  
th is  out. B u t they  m a d e  m e  a b le  to se n se ...th e  p ro b a ­
b ility  of w h e re  you  w ere . A nd e v e ry  tim e  you a c te d  to 
ch a n g e  h is to ry , w ell, it w as ju s t  like  sn a k es  an d  la d ­
d e rs !  I ’d be rew ound . Low  p ro b a b il ity  of find ing  you 
ag a in . B loody f ru s t ra tin g . Y ou re a lly  th rew  m e  off by 
go ing  to L ondon like th a t.

She p a c e s  f a s te r ,  b re a th in g  d eep er.
“ B u t w h a t’s go ing  on in ’95? C e lestev ille  m u s t b e  

in chaos. T he w hole E a r th  m u s t b e ! ”
“ T h e y ’r e . . .a  zone of foggy lig h t ou t in sp a c e  n e a r  

L-4, a n d  tra i l in g  S ky top ia  too. A nd th e r e ’s one on the 
M oon, a n d  lo ts of th em  dow n on E a r th .  L ike cuckoo- 
sp it. S en tie n t tim e -m az es  is w h a t th e y  a re ,  bu t to 
c r e a tu r e s  locked  in a s in g le  tim e  line like  us they  ju s t 
look like b r ig h t fo g .”

“ B u t—”
“ L e t’s c e le b ra te  m y  find ing  y o u !” She sk ip s up  to 

m e , sh e  p la n ts  a  k iss . H er  to ngue s lid es  in to  m y 
m o u th . A few  m o m e n ts  la te r  w e bo th  s lid e  on to the  
b ac k  s e a t  of th e  tu rb o ; sh e  th u m b s  th e  s e a t  to rec lin e  
in to  a bed.

S tra n g e  w ay  to  g re e t  a fa t boy, ev en  if h e ’s re a lly  
sv e lte  a n d  fo rty -odd  y e a r s  old! I t ’s  a p a ro d y  of m y 
e a r l ie r  co n q u e s t of R ach e l. A rep la y .

C a n ’t be b o th e re d  to r e s is t  h e r  w iry  g r ip ...A t le a s t 
a  f r ie n d  in a d v e rs ity  is so m e th in g . F ee lin g  s lugg ish , 
d row sy . L iz, L iz, I d o n ’t know  yo u r second  n am e . A re 
you re sc u in g  m e?  O r d e s tro y in g  m e ?  Is th is  w h a t they  
to ld  you to do, to  sn a p  us ou t of it?  A sp h y x ia te  m e? K ill 
m e?  H eav y  an d  lig h t: too h e a v y  to m ove , w e ig h tle ss ly  
a f lo a t  on th is  so ft s e a t . ..

*** ***

I ’m  f lo a tin g  w e ig h tle s s ly , b re a th in g  ea s ily ...
I ’m  in a  p la c e  of ligh t, in a  co tto n  wool lim bo, w ith  

s ilen ce  in m y  e a rs .  No, fa in t s ta t ic .  I ’m  afloa t.
I ’m  in  a  su it, a  sp a ce -su it. I ’m  in  m y  fu tu r e  body!  

T h e  lim bo  su rro u n d s  m e , th e  lu m in o u s fog, b u t it fee ls 
a s  th o u g h  I ’m  in sp a ce . M ay b e  I ’m  a d r if t  a long  the  
nu ll-ax is  on th e  c e n te r  of C e le s tev ille  a n d  c l im a te  con­
tro l h a s  b ro k en  dow n, p ro d u c in g  a  v a s t  fo g ...B u t no, I 
w o u ld n ’t  be in  a sp a c e -su it th e re .

T he fog se e m s  b r ig h te r  o v e r  in th a t  d irec tio n .
I p u lse  th e  a t t i tu d e  je t. I d rift. T o w ard s  the 

b r ig h tn e ss . Sudden ly  th e  su n  b laze s  fo rth . B lack n ess 
a n d  b r ig h t, u n w av e rin g  s ta r s  too. I ’m  on th e  edge of a 
g lobe of m ilk y  fro th  su sp en d ed  in sp a ce . I t ’s  th e  m ilk  
of k n o w ledge w h ip p ed  in to  a  fo am , in to  a cloud  of 
unknow ing .

A few  m o m e n ts  a f te r  I e m e rg e , rad io  vo ices c h a t­
t e r  in m y  e a rs .

“ D r. F a r r e r ! ”
“ J o h n ! ”
“ Y o u ’re  b a c k ! ”
“ Do you re a d  m e , F a r r e r ? ”
“ A re  you o k a y ? ”
A sh u tt le  h a n g s  som e w ay  off, s ilv e r  fish  w ith  

a n te n n a e  fin s . F u r th e r ,  sh ru n k  by d is ta n c e , is the  fa ­
m il ia r  th ir ty -k lick  long c y lin d e r  o f C e le s te v ille !

A tin y  sco o te r  is  je ttin g  to w a rd s  m e , to  ren d ez ­
vous.
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“ I r e a d  you. W hoever you  a r e . ”
F o r  a ll I know , i t ’s s till 2090.

B u t i t ’s  2095, ju s t  a s  Liz to ld  m e.
I le a rn  th a t  b ac k  in C e lestev ille , sa fe ly  q u a ra n ­

tin ed  u n d e rg ro u n d  aw a y  from  th e  fie ld s  a n d  fo re s ts  
ju s t  in c a se  I fill th em  w ith  co tto n  wool.

I ’m  a hero , it s e em s. I ’m  th e  f ir s t  p e rso n  to 
e m erg e  fro m  the  c loud  w ith  m o s t fa c u ltie s  in ta c t. 
O th er v o lu n te e rs  h a v e  re g re s se d  to  b abyhood ; so m e 
h av e  gone m ad . B u t D r. Jo h n  F a r r e r  m e re ly  h ad  th e  
top  of h is m e m o ry  c re a m e d  off. T he bu lk  of th e  m ilk  
rem a in s .

So h e re  a r e  m y  co lleag u es . W olfgang  H esse ; 
F ra n c o ise  G ilo t; E rn s t  Z an d e l; R ic h a rd  D even ish . 
Good f rien d s , fro m  five-p lus y e a r s  ago . A nd M a ria  
M enotti, m y  lover, of m o re  re c e n t v in tag e . So sh e  te lls  
m e. I ’v e  fo rg o tten  h e r , b u t I w ill re d isc o v e r  her. 
P e rh a p s  w e w ill ta k e  ou t a m a r r ia g e  c o n tra c t  w hen  I 
g e t to know  h e r  ag a in .

I ’d been  in  th e  w h ite  c loud  fo r se v en  d ay s . T hey  
h a d  g iv en  up  hope. B u t m y  a ir - ta n k s  on ly  re c o rd  a  
fou r-h o u r s ta y  — a n d  m y  m e m o ry  know s th a t  I w as  in 
th e re  fo r w eeks. W eeks of 2063.

T he p rin c ip a l a n x ie ty  ab o u t th e  zones is n o t th e  
f a te  of peop le  w ho go in to  th em . I t  is th e  f a te  o f h is to ry  
itse lf  — a n d  th e re fo re  of th e  p re s e n t — a t  th e  h a n d s  of 
w h o ev er goes in. E a r th ,  ho m e of ch ao s , w ill n o t le av e  
th e  zones a lone . A s o r t  o f w ild ly  d a n g e ro u s  tim e -w a r  is 
go ing  on, u n d e r  th e  e x c u se  of “ in v e s tig a tin g .”  V olun­
te e r s  a r e  be in g  se n t in to  th e  d if fe re n t zones on E a r th :  
fa n a tic s , hypno tized  p ro g ra m m e d  a g e n ts  “ h ig h ” on 
Is la m  o r  M a rx ism  o r  one o r  o th e r  N a tio n a lism  o r 
R a c ism . A nd ea ch  tim e , sh o r tly  a f te r  su ch  v o lu n te e rs  
go in, p a tc h e s  of a l te rn a t iv e  r e a l i ty  sp r in g  in to  ex ­
is ten c e  dow n on E a r th .  T h ese  p a tc h e s  m e a s u re  te n  o r 
tw en ty  sq u a re  k ilo m e tre s  an d  e n d u re  fo r  s e v e ra l 
h o u rs  o r ev en  se v e ra l  d a y s  u n til th e  b a se lin e  p re s e n t 
r e a s s e r ts  its e lf  ag a in . We h a v e  a  fa ir ly  good ta p  in to  
th e  d a ta -n e ts  of the  c o u n trie s  co n ce rn ed . T he  re su lts  
of th e ir  in v e s tig a tiv e  in te r fe re n c e  h a v e  b een : s la v e  
w orld s, re lig io u s  d ic ta to rsh ip s  w o rse  th a n  a n y  In ­
q u isition , ra d io a c tiv e  w ild e rn e sse s , a  w o rld  w h e re  th e  
w h ite  ra c e s  a ll d ied  of s e le c tiv e  d ise a se , one u n ­
tru s tw o r th y  “ u to p ia ” w h e re  sp a c e  h a s  been  a b a n d o n ­
ed ... A nd ea c h  tim e  th a t  a  sp u rio u s  p re s e n t te m p o ra r i­
ly  a s s e r ts  itse lf, a  s o r t  of shock  w ave , a  q u iv e rin g , 
p a s se s  th ro u g h  th e  w hole of th e  r e a l  w o rld  like  th e  
re v e rb e ra tio n s  of a  gong  b e a t — a s  though  e v e r y th in g  
is ab o u t to ch an g e , a n d  m a y b e  it does c h a n g e  fo r a  
m ic ro seco n d  b u t th e n  ch a n g es  b ac k  a g a in  im m e d ia te ­
ly. T his is even  fe lt o u t h e re  a t  C e lestev ille .

“ B u t y o u  co u ld n ’t  a l t e r  a n y th in g  a t  a l l ! ” 
W olfgang H esse  sa y s  ju b ilan tly . “ Y ou tr ie d  to , bu t you 
co u ld n ’t. M aybe th is  w hole so r ry  m e ss  is  co m in g  to  a n  
e n d .”

“ M ore im p o r ta n t ,” p o in ts  o u t R ic h a rd  D even ish , 
“ is the  f a c t th a t  Jo h n  se e m s  to  h av e  m a d e  c o n ta c t 
w ith  w h a te v e r  o p e ra te s  th e se  zones. I r e fe r  to th e  
c r e a tu re  who c a lle d  h e rse lf  ‘L iz .’”

“ U nless sh e  w as ju s t  so m e  so r t of a n im a-fig u re , a  
p ro jec tio n  of h is own subconsc ious w h ich  led  h im  b ac k  
h o m e ? ” M a ria  M enotti sounds je a lo u s  of th e  p o ss ib le

ex is te n c e  of Liz,
“ N o ,” s a y s  D ev en ish . “ T h is  is th e  f ir s t  su b s ta n ­

tiv e  m e e tin g  in side . W ell, i t ’s  th e  f ir s t  one th a t  w e 
know  of. I r e a lly  b e liev e  w e ’v e  m a d e  c o n tac t. ”

“ W hat w ith ?  W ith th e se  e n t itie s  th a t  L iz ta lk ed  
a b o u t? ”

“ D on’t  you se e?  ‘L iz ’ m u s t  b e  one of th em , h e rse lf . 
T h is is o u r  f ir s t  r e a l  le ad , M a ria . T he peop le  dow n on 
E a r th  a r e  ju s t  ru n n in g  th ro u g h  th e  tim e -m az es  like 
lo b o to m ised  r a t s . ”

“ L iz s till cou ld  h a v e  b ee n  J o h n ’s super-ego . H e 
w as  r a th e r  n a u g h ty  in  th e re .”

“ A few  m is d e m e a n o rs , th a t ’s  a ll. Jo h n  h a s  com e 
b a c k  s a n e .”

“ I lo st five y e a r s ,” I po in t o u t m ild ly , eye ing  
M a r ia . She know s m y  b o d y ; b u t I do no t know  h e rs .

“ Y ou o u g h t to  se e  th e  o th e rs . T h ey  lo s t th e ir  
m in d s . Jo h n , y o u ’r e  o u r  in te r fa c e  w ith  th is  th ing . W ith 
T h e m .”

“ N ow, you  a r e n ’t su g g e s tin g  fo r G od’s s a k e  th a t  I 
go b a c k  a g a in ? ”

D ev en ish  sp re a d s  h is  h an d s .
“ W hat o th e r  cho ice  is th e re ?  Should w e ju s t  s it 

a ro u n d  la m e ly  till one of th o se  ro tte n  a l te rn a t iv e  
w orld -lines f irm s  u p  — a n d  w e a l l  su d d en ly  q u iv e r  out 
of ex is te n c e ?  O r w e find  o u rse lv e s  b ac k  on E a r th ,  w ith  
C e les tev ille  a  v a in  d re a m ?  W e h a v e  lo y a ltie s , m a n  — 
to h is to ry  a s  it w as, to  th e  h is to ry  w hich  led  u s to  
C elestev ille . W e h a v e  a  lo y a lty  to  th e  h u m a n  r a c e  a s  a  
go ing  co n ce rn . We m a y  b e  ju s t  lik e  so  m a n y  m ic e  in  a  
tim e -m az e , to  th e m . B u t w e h a v e  a  v e s ted  in te re s t  in 
s ta b iliz in g  th is  p a r t ic u la r  p a th w a y  a s  th e  t r u e  a n d  on­
ly p re se n t. A nd I h o n es tly  b e liev e  th a t  th is  one is  th e  
on ly  one th a t  le a d s  to th e  s ta r s .  E v e n tu a lly .”

“ W ell...”
“ Good m a n ! ”

*** *** ***

T he  sp a c e  sc o o te r  s ta n d s  off. I je t  a lo n e  in to  the 
w h ite  fog. R ad io  c o n ta c t c u ts  off on ce  I e n te r  th e  
cloud.

I ’m ...w a lk in g  th ro u g h  th e  fog, upon  a  so lid  s u r ­
face . G ra v ity  tu g s  m e . C onsu lting  th e  se n so rs  s t r a p ­
p ed  to  m y  fo re a rm . I d isc o v e r  th a t  I c a n  b re a th e  th e  
fog. I t  is c o m p rise d  of n itro g e n , oxygen , t r a c e s  of no­
b le  g a se s . T he  p re s s u re  is  E a r th -n o rm a l.  A m  I now 
co n g ru e n t w ith  a ll th e  o th e r  zones on E a r th ?

I sp y  m o v e m e n t in th e  fog. A sh a p e . R ed  h a ir , 
d im m e d  b y  th e  m ilk y  sm o k e . S a m e  re d  s la c k s , b louse , 
boots.

I c ra c k  m y  h e lm e t open.
“ H i !  Y o u  c a m e  b a c k  — t h a t ’s g o o d .  

Y ou’re . . .c o n s ta n t.  Y ou ’v e  go t co n s is ten cy , J o h n n y .” 
So h a s  th e  fog b e n e a th  m y  fee t.

“ O ut th e re .”  I je rk  m y  th u m b , “ th ey  w a n t to  
know -—”

“ Do y o u  w a n t to  k n o w ?” She la u g h s , w itch like . 
“ Do you  c r a v e  th e  pow er th a t  kno w led g e  b r in g s ? ”

“ O ur w hole w o rld  m ig h t ch a n g e ."
“ T h a t w ou ld  b e  a  r e a l  sh a m e , Jo h n n y . B u t th e re ’s 

so m e th in g  m o re  im p o r ta n t th a n  know ledge. F irm  ex ­
is te n c e  is m o re  im p o rta n t. Y ou, Jo h n n y , ex is t. You 
a re .  Y our w o rld  is. I t  be-s. B u t w h a t is B e ing? A re  we 
B e in g s?  No, w e ca n n o t ‘b e ’ in  th e  w ay  th a t  you can .
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Y ou show  us w h a t it is  ‘to b e .’ O ur in tru s io n  th re a te n s  
you w ith  a ll p ossib le  w orld -lines, w hich  is w h e re  w e 
dw ell: in th e  m u ltiv e rse , no t in  y o u r s in g le  u n iv e rse . 
Y ou tu n e  a ll o th e r  e x is te n ce s  out, b a r  one. W e ca n  
m a k e  the  w orld  ju m p  tra c k s . W e c a n  ju x ta p o se . B ut 
w e d o n ’t r e a lly  w ish  to. Y our s in g u la r  r e a li ty  is  w h a t 
w e lo v e .”

“ I love it too. P le a s e  le a v e  us a lone. ”
“ C an  th e  lo v e r q u it th e  loved  one? B esides, your 

love co n fo rm s w ith  ou rs . It w as  y o u , y o u r  own deep  
d e s ire , w hich  w ound tim e  b ack  to its  b ase lin e . It 
w a sn ’t  us, Jo h n n y .”  Liz ex a m in e s  h e r  f in g e rs  a s  
though  th e y  a m u se  h e r. She m a k e s  a c a g e  of th em . 
“ T h is ...c o n s tra in t is v e ry  a t t r a c t iv e  to us. F o r  w h ere  
a ll p o ssib ilities  a r e  eq u a l, none of th e m  a c tu a lly  is. 
N one tru ly  ex is ts . T hey  a r e  only w av e s  of p ro b ab ility . 
B u t y o u  ex is t. Y ou h a v e  co n s tru c te d  a p o ck e t of f ie rce  
d e te rm in is tic  c a u sa lity . I t ’s  fo rm ed  by  th e  n a tu re  of 
yo u r co nsciousness . I t ’s  em b ed d e d  in th e  m u ltiv e rse  
like a seed  c ry s ta l .  Y ou h av e  one tru e  fu tu re  — if w e 
d o n ’t m a k e  the  tr a c k s  ju m p .”

“ Do you k n o w  ou r one tru e  fu tu re ?  ’ ’
She nods.
“ T hen  w hy a l te r  it?  O r is it no fu tu re  a t  a ll?  W hat 

is  it?
“ Ah, th a t  d e lic a te  m o m e n t w hen  you se ll yo u r 

so u l!”
“ So th a t ’s  it, is  it?  Y ou w an t to be p a id ?  W hat 

w ith ? ”
“ W hy, w ith  th e  e x p e r ie n c e  of w h a t it is  to  be, 

Jo h n n y .”
“ I d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d .”
“ W e ca n  in fuse  you, like a g la ss  of m ilk  d ru n k  

dow n an d  en tire ly  d ig e s ted , b ecom ing  p a r t  of e v e ry  
cell in yo u r body, e v e ry  n e rv e  p a th  in y o u r m ind . 
P a s s in g  dow n to y o u r ch ild ren , a n d  to th e irs . Y o u ’ll be 
u n a w a re  of it. U n a w a re  of us, a s  w ill y o u r ch ild ren  be, 
an d  th e irs . I t ’ll s im p ly  be a s  though , su d d en ly , you 
h av e  in h e rited  a soul. Y ou w ill know  th e  one tru e  
fu tu re , an d  then  y o u ’ll be ju s t  a s  befo re : y o u ’ll know  it 
no longer, b u t y o u ’ll s e t out to  re a c h  it. A nd y o u ’ll 
b ecom e th a t fu tu re . A nd y o u ’ll h av e  g o t r id  of us an d  
of th e  ch a n g es  b e c au se  w e ’ll be a t  one w ith  you in th a t 
fu tu re , for e v e r  m o re . B u t you h av e  to open  y o u r h e a r t  
an d  m ind  to us f re e ly .”

“ A nd w h a t h ap p en s  if w e w on’t le t y o u ...in c a rn a te  
y o u rse lv e s  in u s ? ”

“ In ev itab ly  w e sh a ll w ra p  y o u r w o rld  in sh ro u d s 
of p ossib ility . C au sa lity  w ill ru in  itse lf. M any  t im e ­
lines will coex ist. T h e re  w ill be ch a o s  fo r you — until 
p ro b ab ility  w orld s b eco m e  so m u ltip lied  th a t  the  
w inds of the  m u ltiv e rse  ca n  blow  us aw a y  ag a in . B u t 
fo r you it w ill b e too l a te .”

“ So i t ’s  ta ils  w e lose, h e a d s  you w in .”
“ B ut you d o n ’t  lose. Y ou g a in  yo u r one tru e  fu tu re . 

A nd w e a t ta in  r e a li ty :  yo u r s ing le  r e a l i ty .”  Liz sm iles . 
“ Is  yo u r p ro b lem  how you, a s  one re p re s e n ta t iv e , m a y  
possib ly  b ind  y o u r w hole ra c e ?  At a d is ta n t enough  
tim e  in the  fu tu re , Jo h n n y , a s  y o u r g en es m ix  an d  
co -m ix  ag a in , e v e n tu a lly  y o u  w ill be p a r t  of a ll of y o u r 
kind. T his is how a b a rg a in  w ith  y o u r s ing le  se lf  b inds 
ev e ry o n e , in the  long ru n . A nd th is  of c o u rse  p ro v es—” 

“ —th a t w e h av e  m illions of y e a rs  a h e a d  of us! So

th e  fu tu re  h a s  to w ork  ou t, o r  you co u ld n ’t possib ly  
m a k e  th is  o ffe r?  B u t., .ah , h a v e  you  o ffe red  th is  d ea l to 
o th e r  r a c e s  ou t in s p a c e .? ” O th e r  r a c e s ,  w ho m a y  
h a v e  re fu se d  — even  a t  th e  e x p e n se  of th e ir  own solid  
r e a li ty ?  B e c a u se  th e  a l te rn a t iv e  w as  w orse?

“ P e r h a p s  th e re  a r e  no  o th e r  b e in g s ,  b u t 
y o u rse lv e s?  P e rh a p s  th e re  a r e  only  w av e s  of p ro b a ­
b ility  e lse w h e re ?  H e re  a lo n e  is th e  se ed  c ry s ta l ,  found 
a f te r  long se a rc h in g . P e rh a p s .  C hoose, Jo h n n y . It 
g row s u rg e n t. D rin k  u s  dow n d eep  in to  you — o r  be 
h a u n te d  by  sh iftin g  r e a li t ie s  till y o u r  w orld  b eco m es a 
k a le id o sco p e .”

“ G od A lm ig h ty , w h a t so r t o f ch o ice  is th a t?  G et on 
w ith  it. Im m e rs e  y o u rse lf  in m e . Y o u rse lv e s , 
w h a te v e r  you a r e ! ”

Liz co m es c lo ser.
“ H ow b e t te r  sh a ll su ch  know ledge be conveyed , 

th a n  in a  k iss?  W ith th is  k iss  I se a l y o u r own tru e
fu tu re . A k iss  th a t  sw oons y o u ...”

*** *** ***
T he one tru e  fu tu re  h is to ry  of h u m a n ity . Y es, oh 

y es  indeed . All th a t. B u t i t ’s  th e  tra g e d y  th a t  m o st of 
a ll I u n d e rs ta n d . T h e ir  t r a g e d y , a n d  ou rs ...

F o r  th is  s in g le  m o m e n t, th is  s im p le  m o m en t 
a lm o s t b a n a l e x c e p t fo r its  r a th e r  w e ird  su rro u n d in g  
c irc u m s ta n c e s ,  is  th e  m o m e n t of c rea tio n .

W hy d id  w e e v e r  th in k  th a t  c re a tio n  h ad  to begin  
a t  th e  b eg in n in g ?  C rea tio n  does no t — d id  no t — occu r 
f ifteen  b illion  y e a r s  ago . N or does it o ccu r fifty  billion 
y e a r s  h en ce , w hen  th e  u n iv e rse  sw allow s itse lf  up  an d  
v o m its  itse lf  ou t ag a in . I t  o c c u rs  r ig h t h e re , r ig h t now. 
T h e re  is n o th ing  p a r t ic u la r ly  p r iv ile g ed  ab o u t th is 
m o m e n t a  q u a r te r  o r a  f i f th of th e  w ay  th ro u g h  
“ t im e ,”  e x c e p t th a t  i t  is  th e  one.

U n til now  — b u t no lo n g e r — a ll co sm o ses  eq u a lly  
co ex is ted , e a ch  re d e e m in g  th e  o th e r  fro m  ran d o m  
n o n ex is te n ce  by  p ro b a b il is tic  in te rp la y . No lo n g er so. 
Now only  one cosm os ex is ts . H e re a f te r ,  one cosm os. 
H ereb e fo re , one cosm os.

B efo re , in th e  p a ra lle l  s t r e a m s  of th e  m u ltiv e rse , 
th e re  cou ld  n e v e r  b e  a n y  su ch  th in g  a s  a tru e  b eg in n ­
ing. B u t now  th e re  is one d e f in ite  beg inn ing . And 
b e c a u se  of th is , th e re  ca n  be a  d e fin ite  en d in g  too. At 
la s t  a s ing le  u n iv e rse  is  locked  in to  p la ce , in to  one r e ­
a lity . T he flux  is  f in ish ed ; th e  w av e  function  of the  
m u lt iv e rse  h a s  co llap sed . L ike  u n d esce n d ed  te s tic le s  
th e  G odly e s se n c e s  of p ro b a b il ity  h a v e  now  descen d ed  
in to  e x is te n ce , in to  being  a t  la s t.  T hey  h a v e  found 
w h a t th ey  h a v e  been  looking fo r s in ce  fo re v e r . Now 
th ey  can  d i e ; th e y  can  c e a s e  to be — a t  la s t. N ot y e t , of 
c o u rse  — b u t th ir ty  o r  fo rty  b illion  y e a r s  dow n tim e, 
w hen  th is  s ing le  u n iv e rse  r e a c h e s  its  end  an d  becom es 
n o n ex is ten t.

T h a t h uge  sp a n  of h is to ry  — of o u r  evo lv ing  g lo ry , 
y e s  I ca n  s a y  th a t:  th e  g lo ry  of o u r  fu tu re  p ro life ra tio n  
an d  g ro w th  even  beyond  A n d ro m ed a , an d  beyond  the 
local fam ily  of g a la x ie s  — is a s  no th ing  c o m p ared  
w ith ...w ith  th e  in fin ite  r e a lm s  of p ro b ab ility  s u s ta in ­
ing fo re v e r  a  m u lt iv e rse , w h ich  now  is no m o re .

T hey  h a v e  a c h ie v ed  ab so lu te  a c tu a lity  th ro u g h  us, 
an d  so one d ay  th ey  ca n  c e a se . T hey  ca n  d ie o n ce  our 
g r e a t  fu tu re  h is to ry  — so  m u c h  v a s te r  th a n  th e  p a ltry  
th o u sa n d  y e a r  sp a n  g ra n te d  to  F a u s t  — d ra w s  to its
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ab so lu te  fin is . Now th e  u n iv e rse  is ;  an d  so m e tim e  
ah e ad , it  isn ’t an y  longer.

T hey  a re ,  in  a  se n se  — oh yes , I s e e  now — 
o u rse lves , a  m o d e  of p e rc ep tio n  s c a t te r e d  a c ro s s  a ll 
t h e  b r a n c h i n g  m u l t i v e r s e ,  a  u n i v e r s a l  
m e taco n sc io u sn ess . Now, th a t  m u lt iv e rse  is no m o re . 
C rea tio n  is, in s te a d : one solid , se lf-co n sis ten t c r e ­
a tion . W hich w ill c e a se . F o re v e r .

No w o n d er they  — o r  it  — sp o k e  th e  la n g u a g e  of 
m a c ro p ro b a b ili ty  to us. I t w as w h a t su s ta in e d  th em , 
an d  th e  g h o stly  m u ltiv e rse . B u t now  m a c ro p ro b a b ili ty  
is d ead . T he  flu id  h a s  been  c ry s ta lliz e d  in  a  shock  
w ave , a s  m u ltiv e rse  co llap ses  in to  u n iv e rse  — though  
on th e  q u a n tu m  level m ic ro p ro b a b ility  s till con tinues , 
un til th e  end.

T he end.
G od , th e n , w ill h a v e  d ie d , a n d  a c h ie v e d  

no th in g n ess . H ave I k illed  G od by in c a rn a tin g  H im ? 
G od w ished  to die. Y es, I ’ve  d ru n k  th e  m ilk  of know l­
ed g e  fro m  H er lip s ...

L ife b inds tim e . L ife is r a r e .  H a re  a s  it  is, o th e r  
w ise r  a l ie n  r a c e s  h a v e  been  m a d e  th is  o ffe r dow n th e  
aeo n s . T hough  th e ir  re a l i ty  fell a p a r t  — fo r a  v e ry  long 
tim e , in to  te r r ib le  a g e s  of ch a o s , of m u ltip lic ity , sh if­
ting  w o rld  lines, till e v e n tu a lly  it kn it a g a in  in to  a  
se m b la n ce  of th e  old c a u s a li ty  — th e y  a ll re fu se d  to 
a c ce p t, fo r th e  s a k e  of t r u e  in fin ity  a n d  e te rn ity . All, 
th a t is, ex c e p t fo r us. A nd how  w e w ill b e  r e w a rd e d  for 
it! Oh g lo ry , oh woe.

O r Jo h n  F a r r e r  s tro lls  th e  cu rv in g  m ead o w s of 
C e lestev ille , a r m  in a r m  w ith  M a ria  M eno tti, w ho is 
d re s se d  only in  b r ie f  sh o r ts . F iv e  k ilo m e tre s  above , 
cu rv in g  fo re s ts  h a n g  o v er th e ir  h e a d s . S un ligh t p o u rs  
th ro u g h  th e  th irty -k lick  long w indow  p an e ls , fro m  th e  
sp a c e  m ir ro rs .  Jo h n  a n d  M a ria  co m e  to  a  ru s tic  
ch a le t. H ere  th ey  s t r a p  on w ings.

A nd b rie fly , so  b r ie f ly  th a t  they  a r e  h a rd ly  a w a re  
of it, a  cu rio u s  ev en t o ccu rs . As they  p re p a re  to  la u n ch  
th e m se lv e s  a lo ft, a  so li ta ry  flam in g o  b e a ts  by, 
sw ish ing  th e  a ir .  A nd, fo r  a  tim e le ss  m o m e n t, fo r a n  
im m e a su ra b le  tim e , it  h a l ts  on th e  w ing . B efo re  fly ing  
on. J o h n ’s h e a r t  th u m p s . No, it  m e re ly  sk ip p e d  a  b ea t.

Now Jo h n  an d  M a ria  fly  up  too. T h ey  fly up . M ost 
of th e  w ay  to w ard s  th e  m id -ax is . T h en  th ey  lie  b ac k  in 
th e  tro p ica] a ir .  T hey  b ask . T hey  w ill m a k e  w inged  
love soon.

Jo h n  p re e n s  h im se lf.
“ T h e re ’s  enough  fue l tu c k ed  a w a y  in  old Sol to  la s t 

for a lm o s t e v e r . B illions of y e a r s  is a lm o s t fo re v e r . 
Oh, w e ’ve  com e th ro u g h ! A nd long, long b e fo re  fo re v ­
e r  w e ’ll be  ou t am o n g  th e  s ta r s  — ev en  a m o n g  th e  
g a la x ie s ! ’’

“ Such c e r ta in ty ,’’ M a ria  lau g h s . “ A nd how soulfu l 
you so u n d .”

“ B u t l a m  c e r ta in . I  do know . S om ehow .”
“ M aybe  w e’ve  a l re a d y  done it, in  so m e a l te rn a te  

w o rld ? ” sh e  te a se s . “ G one ou t to  th e  s ta r s  fifty  y e a r s  
a g o !”

“ N o,” s a y s  Jo h n , w ith  e n t ire  conv ic tion . “ T h e re  
a r e n ’t a n y  a l te r n a te  w o rld s . If th e re  w e re , you  w ould  
h a v e  a n  in fin ite  am o u n t of tim e  in  p a ra lle l .  T he  u n i­
v e rse  — no, th e  m u lt iv e r s e  —  w ould  be  n ev er-en d in g .

A nd obv iously  it  is n ’t. B u t I d o n ’t th in k  th a t  need  
b o th e r  u s .”  H e r e tu r n s  th e  m ir ro re d  sm ile  of th e  sun . 
“ A lm ost fo re v e r  is fin e  by  m e ! ”

H e re a c h e s  fo r h e r . D a e d a lu s  a n d  a la d y  Ic a ru s  
m a k e  love, h igh  ab o v e  th e  m a n -m a d e  w orld . In  a c tu a l 
f a c t  th e y  a r e  fa llin g  slow ly  a s  th ey  en tw in e ; b u t so  
slow ly  th a t  th ey  h a v e  p le n ty  of tim e . A nd though  th ey  
do no t know  it, th is  is th e  m o m e n t of concep tion .

— ABO —
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What Brothers Are For
By Patricia Anthony
Art By Byron Taylor

P a  h a d  w h upped  D an ie l th re e  tim e s  th a t  d ay : 
once fo r fid g e tin g  in  th e  m o rn in g  se rv ic e , o n ce  for 
le av in g  h is  ch o re s  h a lf  done, a n d  th e  la s t  tim e , th e  
w o rs t tim e , fo r lau g h in g  a n d  sa y in g  th a t  th e  o th e r  
w hupp ings h a d n ’t  h u rt.

Z eke fo llow ed h is b ro th e r  a s  h e  r a n  fro m  the  
house . B y th e  tim e  h e  c a u g h t up  to h im , D an ie l h ad  
s to p p ed  p re te n d in g  th e  w h upp ing  d id n ’t m a t te r  an d  
w as  c ry in g  fo r r e a l. Snot r a n  from  his nose, le av in g  a  
t r a i l  of s lim e  fro m  one n o s tr il to  h is  lips.

D an ie l’s c ry in g  m a d e  Z eke feel funny. T he w elts  
on h is b ro th e r ’s leg s looked lik e  they  h u r t. “ H ey. 
W anna se e  a  n e a t r o c k ? ”  Z eke a sk ed , pu lling  th e  s to n e  
fro m  h is  pocke t.

D an ie l took th e  ro ck  a n d  held  it  in a s lim y  fist. 
“ I t ’s  go t funny  p ic tu re s  a ll over it, W h e re ’d you  g e t 
i t ? ”

“ P la c e  I kn o w ,” he  sa id  v ag u e ly . D a n ie l’s te a r s  
h ad  d ried , an d  Z ek e’s p ity  h ad  d r ie d  up  w ith  th em . 
“ Now g ive  it b ack . C om e on, D an ie l. G ive it b ack . I ’ll 
pound  on you  w o rse  th a n  P a  done. I ’ll s e t  you  on f ire  
an d  fan  y o u .”

“ L e m m e g o . I ’ll te ll P a , ” D an ie l sa id .
Z eke re le a se d  h im  in s ta n tly . “ N o !” he  s a id  so 

all-o f-a-sudden  th a t  a  sn e ak y  look c a m e  to th e  y o u n g er 
bo y ’s face.

“ So. W h e re ’d  you g e t it? ’ ’
Z eke s ta re d  long ing ly  a t  th e  ro ck  in D an ie l’s fist. 

“ C om e on. G ive it  b ack . I t  a in ’t so n e a t. T h e re ’s lo ts  of 
n e a te r  th in g s  w h e re  th a t  co m e from . T hey  go t a r ro w ­
h ea d s  an d  bow s. Ju n k  like  th a t .”  H e fe lt b e tra y e d , bu t 
he  thou g h t th a t ’s w h a t h e  d e se rv e d  fo r tru s tin g  h is 
b ro th e r .

T he sn o t on D an ie l’s lip  w as  a c r is p  film . H e w as 
c lu tch in g  th e  ro ck  a s  if he  m e a n t b u s in e ss . “ I w an n a  
g o .”

“ N uh uh. I t ’s too d an g e ro u s . W hat if w e g e t s tu ck  
o u t a n d  th e  sun  goes dow n, huh? W hat ab o u t th a t ? ”

H is lit t le  b ro th e r  scu ffed  a  foot in  th e  d ir t .  “ Y ou’re  
a lw a y s  a f r a id  of th e  d a rk . J u s t  lik e  P a .  J u s t  like  M a. 
S h u tte rin g  up  th e  w indow s a t  n ig h t a n d  lis ten in g  fo r 
th in g s .”

“ Y e a h ? ” Z eke a sk e d  w ith  o ld e r-b ro th e r  deris io n . 
“ A nd ju s t  how you e x p e c t to  h e a r  th em  d em o n  ghosts 
w hen  they com e, h uh? G o tta  h a v e  th e  f ire  b u ilt u p  an d  
th e  sh o tg u n  re a d y .”

“ T h e re  a in ’t  no g h o s ts .”
“ S u re  th e re  a in ’t , ”  Z eke sn e e re d . “ S u re . G uess it

w as  a  lion o r  so m e th in g  e t D ow ny P h o eb es  a n d  all 
th e m  o th e r s .”

“ I ’ll te ll P a  if you d o n ’t ta k e  m e ,”  D an ie l sa id  
a g a in . “ I ’ll show  h im  th e  ro c k .”

“ S hoo t,” Z eke sa id  u n d e r  h is b re a th . “ All r ig h t, 
b u t w e g o tta  h u r ry . A nd g im m e  th e  ro ck  b ack , f i r s t .”

“ N aw . T h ink  I ’ll k ee p  it  till you  ta k e  m e  to  th a t 
p la c e .”

W ithout a n o th e r  w ord , Z eke p u sh ed  off w ith  stiff, 
a n g ry  leg s a c ro s s  th e  g ra s s .

I t  w as  a loud, b lue  d ay . R ed  sq u ir re ls  c h i tte re d  in 
th e  te n d e r  le a v e s  of a  young  m a p le . T he boys w alked  
fa s t ,  Z eke s lap p in g  a t  b ra n c h e s  an d  ro ck s  w ith  a  s tick  
h e ’d  p ick ed  up.

“ I cou ld  of to ld  P a  m o re  th in g s  a b o u t you, you 
know ? I cou ld  of done m o re  th a n  show ed  h im  th a t 
ro c k ,”  D an ie l sa id , p ick in g  h is w ay  a ro u n d  th e  th ick  
p in e s  an d  th e  sp in d iy  tru n k s  of th e  hardw oods.

“ W hat th in g s ? ” Z eke a s k e d  a  lit tle  uneasily . 
T h e re  w e re  a ll so r ts  of s in s  to  w o rry  ab o u t: li t t le  s in s  
th a t  go t you  a m e a n  look a n d  b ig  s in s  th a t  go t you  a  
w hupp ing . S om e of th e  s in s , Z eke knew , w ould  push  
y o u r sou l r ig h t o v e r  th e  edge , r ig h t w h ere  God 
co u ld n ’t c a tc h  you  a n y m o re , a n d  y o u ’d fa ll a  long w ay  
in to  a  la k e  of fire .

H is b ro th e r ’s fa c e  h a d  sc re w e d  itse lf  in to  a  
g row n-up  frow n, th e  e x p re ss io n  of a  d eaco n  w ho’d ju s t 
co m e  a c ro s s  a r e a l  m e a ty  sin . “ L ike ta lk in g  w ith  th a t 
sp a c e  c a p ta in .”

Z eke froze. T h a t sin  w as  se rio u s . A w hupping- 
w ith -a -b e lt k ind  of s in , if P a  found out.

T h e re  w as  a n  ug ly  sm ile  on D a n ie l’s face . “ P a ’d 
h a v e  a  c a lf  if he  know ed you ta lk e d  to  a  h ea th e rn . 
T h e y ’d ta lk  ab o u t you in se rv ic e . M igh t ev en  tu rn  you 
ou t like  th e y  d id  B a rn e y  P o tts  so ’s th em  dem on  gh o sts  
of y o u rs  cou ld  e a t  y o u .”

“ T h a t sp a c e  c a p ta in  w e re n ’t no h e a th e rn ,” Zeke 
s a id  c a lm ly , even  th o u g h  th e  id ea  of b e ing  tu rn e d  ou t 
d is tu rb e d  h im . B a rn e y  P o tts  h ad  s c re a m e d  w hen 
th e y ’d c losed  an d  locked  th e  door on h im . D an ie l h ad  
n e v e r  h e a rd  a  g row n  m a n  c ry  b e fo re  h e ’d h e a rd  the  
sounds th a t  c a m e  fro m  B a rn ey .

To m a k e  th e  flippy  fee ling  in h is  s to m a c h  go 
aw a y , Z eke th rew  h is  a r m s  o v e r  D an ie l’s sh o u ld e rs  
a n d  to p p led  h im  to th e  so ft e a r th .  H is f in g e rs  found  the  
tick lish  p la c e s  a t  D a n ie l’s r ib s . D an ie l lau g h ed  un til 
h is  fa c e  go t to m a to  r e d  an d  te a r s  s ta r te d  up  in  h is 
ey es. T hen  h e  s ta r t e d  to  h it  b ack . A w ild f is t, no b ig g e r
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th a n  a la te  seaso n  app le , h it Z eke on th e  s id e  of his 
neck.

S ta r tle d , Z eke ro lled  off h is b ro th e r . “ W hy’d you 
h it m e  so  h a r d ? ” he a sk ed .

D an ie l w iped  th e  te a r s  fro m  his ey e s  a n d  s a t  up, 
h is back  hunched , h is g aze  a v e r te d . “ M ad e  m e  p iss  
m y se lf ,”  D an ie l sa id  q u ie tly . “ I p issed  m y se lf  all 
o v e r .”

Z eke ro lled  o v e r  on h is back  a n d  hooted  in to  the  
b lack -g reen  p ines. A b an d ed  b lue  ja y  flew  out o f a 
b ra n c h  lik e  a bu lle t of g ra y  m is t, le av in g  th e  b ra n c h  
tw itch in g  beh ind  it.

“ I g u ess  you w on’t te ll P a  a b o u t th e  sp a c e  c a p ta in  
now. I could le t ev e rb o d y  a t  school know  a b o u t you 
p ee ing  dow n yo u r le g ,”  h e  sa id , ev en  though  his 
b ro th e r  w ettin g  h is p a n ts  w a s n ’t  an y th in g  Z eke w ould 
h a v e  to ld  to an ybody  e x c e p t God. H e’d h av e  to d e c la re  
it  to God b e c au se  Z eke f ig u red  th a t  som ehow , 
som ew ay , h e ’d co m e c lo se  to  one of those  lit tle  b itty  
sins . T he lit tle  b itty  s in s  co u n ted  up, an d  if you lived  
long enough, th e y ’d g e t you. G od’d d ro p  dow n o u t of 
the a i r  like a haw k  an d  ta k e  y o u r soul so m e p la c e  so 
bad  y o u ’d w ish  y o u ’d n e v e r  been  born.

D an ie l c la m b e re d  to h is  fe e t a s  h is b ro th e r  w a t­
ched . Z eke w as, w ith o u t ev en  w an tin g  to  be, so m b e r  
an d  sy m p a th e tic . “ A in’t lik e  you p issed  y o u rse lf  bad , 
D an ie l. I t ’ll all be  d ry  by  the  t im e  w e  g e t th e re .”

In fac t, th e  spo t of d am p  on th e  f ro n t of D a n ie l’s 
p a n ts  h ad  d ried  an d  s tiffen e d  w ell b efo re  th e y  re a c h e d  
ev en  th e  ed g es  of the  o ld fo rest.

“ D id n ’t te ll m e  w e’d  h av e  to go in h e re ,”  D an ie l 
sa id , h an g in g  b ack  fro m  th e  b lue  v in e s  a n d  th e  dank , 
d a rk  c e lla r  sm ell.

“ Y ou don’t  h av e  to  com e, if  you d o n ’t  w a n t to .” 
Z eke p icked  a v ine ou t of h is w ay  an d  w a lk ed  in. T he 
s ilen t fo re s t c losed  a t  h is b ack . A few  seco n d s  la te r  he 
h e a rd  th e  sn a p  of a  tw ig  beh ind  h im  an d  knew  th a t 
D an ie l h ad  follow ed.

In th e  fe tid  a i r  Z eke could  h e a r  th e  la b o re d  , sn o tty  
sound of D an ie l’s b re a th in g . “ W h a t’d you an d  th a t 
sp a ce  c a p ta in  ta lk  a b o u t? ” D an ie l a sk ed .

“ J u s t  th ings . N ea t th ings . T hey  go t m o re  s tu ff  on 
o th e r  p la n e ts , you k n o w ,”  h is b ro th e r  sa id  s a r ­
ca s tic a lly . “ L ike  p low s th a t  go by th e irse lv e s  w ithou t 
any o n e  m oving  th em . T h ings like th a t .”

“ I a in ’t s tu p id ,”  D an ie l re to r te d , h is ow n s a rc a s m  
sound ing  ch ild ish . “ I know . T he k id s ta lk .”

“ Uh h u h .”
“ B e t th ey  h a v e  ch ick en s th a t  d o n ’t need  to b e  fed  

an d  w a te r  th a t  w alk s its  w ay  in to  th e  house  an d  tr a s h  
th a t ta k e s  itse lf  out an d  b u rn s  itse lf  up , too .”

“ How did you know th a t? ”  Z eke ask ed . “ D o n ’t 
none of the  g row n-ups ta lk  ab o u t th a t .”

D an ie l c a m e  up  a lo n g sid e  h is b ro th e r . H e sh ru g ­
ged a s  they  w alked . “ E v e ry b o d y  know s. W hy don ’t  P a  
g e t one of th em  p low s? ’ ’

“ C au se  th em  plow s is h e a th e rn . A nd th em  se lf ­
feed ing  ch ickens a n d  w alk in g  w a te r  is, to o .”

“ Y ou believ e  th a t? ”  D an ie l a sk ed , a lit tle  too  d i­
re c tly  to be c o m fo rta b le  fo r Zeke.

Z eke sh ru g g ed . “ W e co m e  h e re  in a sp a c e  sh ip  
an d  stuff. D on’t know  how th ey  took to th a t  re a l good. I 
m e an , if th e  o th e r  s tu ff is h e a th e rn , w hy  w a s n ’t  the

sp a c e  sh ip  h e a th e rn , to o ? ”
“ W e d id ? ”  D an ie l s to p p e d  in the  m id d le  of the 

t r a i l  an d  s ta re d  w ide-eyed  a t  h is b ro th e r . “ W e com e 
h e re  in a sp a c e  s h ip ? ”

“ N ot you , s tu p id . B u t o u r  M a a n d  P a  done. T hey  
co m e  h e re  fro m  E a r th  w hen  th ey  w as  young . ”

T h e re  w as  a look on D a n ie l’s fa c e  like h ad  been  on 
it  th e  tim e  Z eke h ad  to ld  h im  th e re  w a sn ’t  re a lly  a 
S an ta  C laus. “ T h ough t th is  w as  th e  E a r th ,”  D an ie l 
sa id .

“ No, d u m m y .  W e’re  a co lo n y ,”  h e  sa id , d raw in g  
ou t th e  sy lla b le s  th e  w ay  th e  sp a c e  c a p ta in  h a d  done. 
“ T h e re ’s  lo ts  of co lo n ies .” H e looked up  a t  th e  p la c e  
w h e re  th e  b lue  sk y  shou ld  h a v e  been . T r ia n g u la r  red  
le av e s  looked  dow n. “ All up  th e re ,”  Z eke g e s tu re d . 
“ T he c a p ta in  to ld  m e. S aid  a s  how  th e re  w e re  h u n ­
d re d s  a n d  h u n d red s  of th e m  th in g s , a ll up  in the 
s t a r s .”

“ W e th e re  y e t? ”  D an ie l w an te d  to know.
“ A lm o st,”  Z eke a n sw e re d , d isap p o in ted  a n d  a l it­

tle  i r r i ta t e d  th a t  D an ie l d id n ’t th in k  w h a t th e  ca p ta in  
to ld  h im  w as  th e  m o s t w o n d erfu l th in g  h e ’d ev e r  
h ea rd .

W ith o u t w a r n i n g  th e y  s te p p e d  o u t of th e  
o v e rg ro w th . S u n ligh t h it th e m  like a  blow . B etw een  
c h a rc o a l s tu m p s  of t r e e s  th e  s te n ch  of old sm o k e  lay  
like a fog.

P ick in g  h is  w ay  a c ro s s  th e  a s h e s , Z eke h e a d ed  fo r 
a p ile  of soo t an d  dug  h is a rm  in to th e  elbow . W hen he 
d rew  it ou t th e re  w as  a  b it of g ra y  bone c lu tch e d  in h is
fist.

“ Oh, m a n ,”  Z eke sa id  in d isg u s t, f ling ing  it aw ay  
fro m  h im . T he ja g g e d  cy lin d e r  of bone, its  so ft h e a r t  
now e m p ty , sa ile d  a c ro s s  th e  b u rn e d  s c a r  of th e  fo re s t, 
tu m b lin g  a s  i t  w en t. I t la n d ed  s e v e ra l y a rd s  aw a y  w ith  
a  ru s tlin g  c ra sh .

“ I n e v e r  seen  th is  fire . W e could  see  it  fro m  the 
house , r ig h t?  How com e I a in ’t  seen  th is  f ire ?  ”

Z eke av o id ed  h is b ro th e r ’s gaze . ‘“ C au se  it b u rn ­
ed  b e fo re  you  w as  bo rn , th a t ’s  w h y .”  H e p ried  h is a rm  
out of th e  re fu se . H is h an d  w as  em p ty .

‘‘W hy a in ’t  i t  g row n  b ac k ?  ’’
“ D u n n o ,” Z eke sa id  a s  he p u lled  a c law -like 

b ra n c h  off a ru in ed  tr e e  to h is side . He dug  in to  th e  pile 
o f t r a s h  w ith  h a rd , sh o r t s tro k es . An a v a la n c h e  of 
d a m p  soot fell on h is legs, d ir ty in g  h is p an ts .

“ D on’t m a k e  se n se  th a t  it w o u ld n ’t g row  b a c k .” 
“ I t ’s a  n a s ty  p la ce . A nd th e m  tre e s  is n a s ty  tre e s , 

like  th e y  found  w hen  th e y  f irs t  c a m e  h e re . A in’t like 
p in es  no r oaks. No te llin g  w h a t th e y ’d d o .”  H e p ried  
in to  th e  p ile , lif tin g  a n  ed g e  of it. S m all p ieces  of b lack  
ra in e d  dow n.

“ T h a t sp a c e  c a p ta in  te ll you th is ? ”
Z eke tu rn e d  to h is  b ro th e r , h is  fa c e  w h ite  a ro u n d  

th e  sm u d g e s  of g ra y . “ No, an d  d on ’t  you  n e v e r  te ll you 
been  h e re , u n d e rs ta n d ? ”

“ P a ’ll w hup u s, I r e c k o n .”
“ M ore th a n  th a t” Z eke sa id  d a rk ly . “ B e a  lot 

w o rse  th a n  th a t. W hat th e y  d o n e ...” H is vo ice fa iled  
b e c a u se  h is th ro a t fe lt funny . P ick in g  up  th e  s tick , he 
a p p lied  it to th e  p ile  ag a in .

“ W hat w ho d o n e ? ”
“ E v e ry b o d y .” T he w ord  c a m e  out flat .  A dead
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w ord  from  a  m o u th fu l of ash es .
“ B u t w h a t w as  it  th ey  d o n e?”
Z eke looked a t  h is b ro th e r  an d  then  qu ick ly  aw a y . 

“ T hey  k illed  a ll th e  d em ons, th a t ’s  w h a t.”
D an ie l sh ru g g ed . “ D on’t sound  like no b ig  d e a l .”
“ Show s how ro t g u t s tu p id  you a re . T h a t sp a c e  

c a p ta in  find  ou t, h e ’d ta k e  us a ll aw ay  to ja il. And 
d o n ’t  n ev e r  te ll nobody I b ru n g  you h e re . I t ’s  a  re a l 
big, grow n-up  s e c re t .”  S udden ly  Z eke w hooped w ith  
g lee. “ L ookit. F o u n d  a n o th e r  one of th em  s to n e s .” 
S tooping, he  p icked  up  th e  p iece  of se d im e n ta ry  rock  
in h is h an d  a n d  g av e  it  to  h is b ro th e r.

“ N ea t p ic tu re s .”
“ T h e m ’s  dem on  p ic tu re s . C an ’t  show  nobody, 

o k a y ? ”
C arefu lly  D an ie l s lip p ed  th e  stone  in to  h is pocke t.

“ O k ay .”
B oth boys ben t an d  s e a rc h e d  th ro u g h  th e  ru b b le  

fo r m ore . Z eke found a  c la y  j a r  w ith  d em on  p ic tu re s  
on it an d  D an ie l found tw o doub le-p ronged  a r ro w ­
heads.

Z eke w as  s ta r t le d  w hen  he looked up fro m  his 
s e a rc h  to  see  th a t  th e  sh ad o w s of the  tr e e s  h a d  gone 
long an d  blue. “ D an ie l,”  he sa id  softly  w hen  his m ou th  
h ad  enough sp it in it  to ta lk . “ T hink  w e n eed  to go on 
h o m e .”

D an ie l d a r te d  am o n g  th e  b lack  t r e e  s tu m p s , 
bang -b an g -b an g in g  a w a y  w ith  an  im a g in a ry  p isto l. 
H is vo ice echoed  in th e  c le a rin g .

“ C om e on, D anie l. I t ’s  la te ,”  Z eke sa id .
T he sm a lle r  boy lau g h ed  as  he  p ee red  o v e r  th e  top 

of a fa llen  tre e . “ B a n g ,”  he sa id , shoo ting  an  index 
fin g er a t  h is b ro th e r . “ A n o ther d ea d  d em o n .”

“ I ’m  gonna go, okay?  I ’m  gonna le av e  you h e re  
an d  le t th em  g h o sts  g e t y o u . ’ ’

B u t D an ie l h ad  d is a p p e a re d  beh ind  one of the  
p iles an d  now w as  no p la c e  to  be seen . H is ab sen c e  
ca u sed  a  hollow  p la c e  to grow n  inside Z ek e’s  chest.

“ D a n ie l? ” he c a lled  ag a in .
A d eep -th ro a t g row l from  th e  n o rth w es t m a d e  the  

sh o r t h a irs  on Z eke’s n eck  s tan d . He stood  an d  sn iffed  
in to  the  b reeze . T he b ass  sn a r l re p e a te d  itself.

“ D a n ie l!”  Zeke sc re a m e d . T he s c re a m  to re  a t  his 
th ro a t, m ak in g  h im  cough. “ D a n ie l!” H e s ta r te d  to 
c ry . “ W here a r e  you? C om e on! I t ’s gonna r a in .”

A bru p tly  D an ie l w a s  th e re , looking up w ith  
a s to n ish m e n t a t  th e  te a r s  on h is b ig  b ro th e r ’s  face .

T hey  s e t  a c ro ss  th e  field  of a sh  a t  a s tu m b lin g  run , 
Zeke c lu tch in g  D an ie l’s  a r m .  T he b reeze  te a se d  once 
befo re  it tu rn e d  fre sh  an d  fie rce , lifting  th e  h a ir  on 
th e ir  fo re h ea d s  a n d  tug g in g  a t  th e ir  sh ir ts .

At th e  edge  of th e  fo re s t D an ie l fell to h is knees. 
Z eke p au sed  to he lp  h im  up, a n d  th en  th ey  r a n  on, 
th e ir  lungs suck ing  in th e  h u m id  a ir . O dd o ran g e - 
en c ru s ted  tw igs c a u g h t a t  th e ir  c lo thes an d  w hipped  
in to  th e ir  faces.

“ I ’m  t i r e d ,” D an ie l w h ined  a s  he tr ie d  to pull out 
of Z eke’s g rasp .

“ N ot now. We g o tta  g e t hom e. We g o tta  g e t hom e 
q u ic k .”

D an ie l d ropped  to th e  g ro u n d , n ea rly  pu lling  Zeke 
off h is fee t. “ L e t go of m e. I ’m  tired . M y leg s  h u rt. Got 
b lis te rs  on m y  fe e t .”

Z eke tu rn ed . L ifting  h is a rm s ,  he  b e a t h is b ro th e r  
ab o u t th e  h ea d  an d  sh o u ld e rs  w ith  h is open p a lm s. 
‘ ‘G et u p ! G et up , d a m n  i t ! G et up  r ig h t no w ! ’ ’

D an ie l le t Z ek e’s  s tin g in g  blow s fa ll on h is back . 
“ P a ’ll w hup you fo r sa y in g  ‘d a m n .’”

“ I don ’t g ive  a sh it ab o u t a w h u p p in g ,” Z eke sa id . 
A b ru p tly  he  s to p p ed  h ittin g  h is b ro th e r  an d  fell down 
n e x t to  h im  on th e  g round . H is a rm s  w rap p ed  
th e m se lv e s  a ro u n d  his sh o u ld e rs . “ D anny . D anny . W e 
g o tta  g e t h o m e .” Z eke w as  c ry in g  so  h a rd  now he 
looked like  D an ie l w hen  h e  c r ie d . H is nose ran .

“ D on’t know  w hy  y o u ’r e  a f ra id  of th e  ra in . R a ins 
e v e r  n ig h t,”  h is b ro th e r  sa id  w ith  a  pout. He ru b b ed  
h is sh o u ld e r  w h e re  h is b ro th e r  h ad  h it h im .

“ D a rk  co m es w ith  th e  r a in ,  D a n n y ,”  Zeke 
w h isp e red . “ D a r k c o m e s .”

T he th in g  to th e  n o r th w e s t g av e  a g row l th a t shook 
th e  tru n k  b eh ind  th e ir  b ack s. “ W e a in ’t n ev e r  gonna 
m a k e  it h o m e  n o w ,”  Z eke sa id  in a th in , c ry -b ab y  
vo ice  th a t  e m b a r ra s s e d  h im . “ Oh, God. S hou ldn ’t of 
e v e r  co m e. W e a in ’t n e v e r  gonna m a k e  it ho m e befo re  
d a r k .”

As soon a s  he sa id  it, i t  w as  like it h ad  a lre a d y  
h ap p en ed . E v e ry th in g  fell in to  p lace . D an ie l an d  Zeke 
h ad  s in n e d  an d  now God w as going to g e t them . 
W ithou t in te r e s t  he  w a tc h ed  a s  h is lit tle  b ro th e r  shook 
d ir t  out of h is shoe.

“ I ’m  r e a d y ,”  D an ie l sa id , h is  b r ig h t fa c e  tu rn ed  
up. “ S a id  I ’m  re a d y . Y ou d ea f, o r  w h a t? ”

B lind ly  Z eke go t to h is fe e t an d  s tu m b led  h is w ay  
th ro u g h  th e  s tra n g e -sm e llin g  tre e s .

T h ey  w e re  s till in th e  old fo re s t w hen  th e  la s t  b it of 
lig h t b eg a n  to die. R ed  le av e s  b e c a m e  g ra y . P u rp le -  
b row n  tru n k s  tu rn e d  to b lack . T he o ran g e  m oss on the 
b ra n c h e s  b eg a n  to glow  w ith  an  u n e a r th ly  ligh t. A 
gh o stly  k ind  of ligh t.

“ Oh, God fo rg iv e  m e ,”  Z eke sa id  h a lf  to h im self. 
“ I sh o u ld n ’t n e v e r  of show ed you th a t  rock . ”

“ P a ’s  gonna w hup u s s u r e ,” D an ie l sa id , m issing  
th e  point.

A fat ,  co ld  d rop  fell on th e  b ack  of Z ek e’s hand , 
an d  he re m e m b e re d  th a t  th ey  w e re  going to die. D ying 
d id n ’t seem  re a l ,  bu t th e  g h o sts  did. H e could  im ag in e  
th em  co m in g  ou t, ra n k  a f te r  ra n k  of th em , g low ing in 
th e  n ig h t like  th a t  o ra n g e  m o ss , w an tin g  to know 
w h ere  th e ir  s to n e  p ic tu re s  w ere . W anting  th e ir  a r ­
ro w h ead s  back . A sking  w hy he th rew  th a t  bone.

“ I t ’s r a in in g ,” D an ie l sa id  in a co m p la in in g  voice.
“ I know .”
C om ing  ou t from  th e  old fo re s t w as  like com ing  

ou t of a g ra v e . T he w ind b en t the  tops of th e  pines. 
A cro ss  th e  w e s t lig h tn in g  flash ed , le av in g  a pink 
a f te r - im a g e  on Z eke’s  re tin a .

T he ra in  w as  n e a r ly  too loud to ta lk  o v er. Zeke 
found h is w ay  a ro u n d  th e  so ft r is e s  of lan d  w h ere  the 
tr e e s  g rew  th ick . D ra g g in g  h is b ro th e r  a long  by  the 
han d , h e  so u g h t th e  c le a r , open sp a c e s , the  low er 
sp o ts , w h e re  w a te r  sp la sh e d  a n k le  high.

“ Y ou su re  w e a in ’t lo s t? ” D an ie l a sk ed  in a 
s tr a in e d  shout.

“ G uess it d o n ’t m a t te r  if w e ’r e  lo st o r if w e a in ’t .”
“ W hat do you m e a n ? ”  D an ie l ask ed , h is voice 

b a re ly  lo u d er th a n  th e  ru sh in g  of th e  w a te r .
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In s tead  of an sw erin g , Z eke pu lled  D an ie l up  w ith  
h im  in to  th e  n e a re s t  th ick e t. T hey  s a t  to g e th e r  a t  th e  
foot of a  p ine, hudd led  a g a in s t  th e  ra in .

“ W hat do you m e a n ? ’’ D an ie l a sk ed  ag a in . “ W hat 
do you m e an  it do n ’t m a t te r ? ” T he sound  of th e  ra in  
u n d er  the  b ra n c h e s  w as  a s te a d y  d rip , d rip , d r ip  im  
s te a d  of the  w ild how l it h ad  been  in th e  open.

“ W e a in ’t going hom e, D a n n y .”
“ S u re  w e a re . W e’re  go ing  h o m e .” D a n ie l’s voice 

w as  sh rill.
“ No, w e a in ’t. W e a in ’t  n ev e r  gonna m a k e  it. 

W e 're  gonna d ie  ju s t like all th em  o th e rs . ”
He w o n d ered  w h a t th e  g h o sts  w ould look lik e  w hen  

th ey  ca m e . H e ’d only se en  th e ir  bones. T hey  h ad  h ad
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long a r m s  a n d  c law ed  fee t. W ould th e ir  ey e s  bu lg e  
w ith  d a rk  g lee  w h en  th ey  saw  th e m ?  Z eke w ondered . 
A nd w ould  D ow ny P h o eb es  a n d  H o ra ce  W atson  a n d  
B a rn e y  P o tts  be w ith  th e m ?  N ex t to  h is  r ig h t s ide  
D an ie l cudd led , a  lin e  of w a rm th  dow n h is  r ib s .

Z eke d ise n ta n g led  h im se lf  fro m  h is b ro th e r  a n d  
stood  up. “ You s ta y  h e re  a  m in u te . I ’m  go ing  up  m o re  
in  th e  tre e s ,  see  if I c a n  se e  o u r  house  lig h ts  fro m  
h e re .”

“ O k ay ,”  D an ie l sa id  doubtfu lly .
“ I m e a n  it. Y ou s ta y  h e re . R ig h t w h e re  I c a n  find 

y o u . D on’t you m ove , u n d e rs ta n d ?  ’ ’
“ I  a in ’t  d e a f .”
Z eke pu sh ed  h is  w ay  th ro u g h  th e  p rick ly  n eed les  

u n til he  found  a  s te a d y  t r e e  to  c lim b . E a s in g  h im se lf  
in to  th e  low er b ra n c h e s , h e  saw  a  fa in t lig h t to  th e  
sou th . T he w ind blew  a n d  th e  glow  v an ish ed , le av in g  
h im  w ondering  if h e  h a d  seen  it  a t  all.

C lam b e rin g  dow n th e  tre e , he  w a lk e d  to  th e  r ig h t, 
keep in g  h is  ey e s  on th e  sp o t w h e re  h e  th o u g h t th e  
g lim m e r  m ig h t h av e  been . T h re e  y a rd s  la te r  h e  lo st 
h is foo ting  a n d  fell in to  a  b la c k b e rry  b u sh . H is legs 
w e re  ca u g h t in  so m e th in g  th ic k e r  th a n  w a te r ;  less 
th ick  th a n  m ud .

P u llin g  on th e  b u sh , he  e a se d  h is  body  fo rw ard . 
T he m u ck  g av e  h is  leg s  b ac k  w ith  a d isa p p o in te d  pop. 
W hen he  tr ie d  to  p u sh  h im se lf  up , th e  g ro u n d  
sw allow ed  his a r m  to  h is  shou lder.

“ J e s u s ,”  he  w h im p e red .
H e je rk e d  on th e  b u sh  so  h a rd  th a t  he  s tr ip p e d  

le av es  aw ay . E a r th  c re p t in to  h is  open  m o u th ; e m ­
b ra c e d  h is  c h e s t an d  c la m b e re d  up h is  b ac k . R a in  fell 
in to  h is ey es, b u t he  h a d  no f re e  h a n d  to w ipe  it  aw ay . 
I t  w as th en  he  le a rn e d  a  g re a t ,  a d u lt  t ru th  ab o u t 
d ea th , th a t  so m e tim es  i t ’s  le ss  p a in fu l th a n  s im p ly  in ­
conven ien t.

S om eth in g  m oved  in th e  b u sh es  to  h is  r ig h t. H is 
b re a th  s to p p ed  in  h is  th ro a t.

“ Z ek e ?” so m e th in g  sa id . I t  so u n d ed  like  h is 
b ro th e r .

Z eke d id n ’t  an sw e r. H e p ic tu re d  th e  bug-eyed  
th in g  no t five y a rd s  aw a y . I ts  w ide toe -c law s w ould  
h a v e  dug  in to  th e  d ir t .  T he long h an d s  w ould  be  a t  its  
side , w aiting .

“ Z ek e?” D an ie l a sk ed . “ Y ou o k a y ? ”
T he te rr if ie d  lit t le  vo ice  could  only h a v e  co m e 

fro m  D an ie l. G hosts d id n ’t h a v e  an y th in g  to be  s c a re d  
of. Now th a t he  w as p re tty  su re  he  w a s n ’t go ing  to 
d row n, Z eke fe lt s o r t  of s tup id .

“ I ’m  h e re ,”  he  sa id  q u ie tly . “ D on’t co m e  no 
c lo ser. T h e re ’s r e a l  b ad  s tick y  m u d . Y ou’ll g e t 
c a u g h t.”

T h e re  w ere  th ra sh in g  n o ises a s  D an ie l o r ien ted  
h im self.

“ O kay. Now, w h a t I n eed  fo r you  to do is la y  dow n 
in  th is  b la c k b e rry  bush  a n d  g ra b  m e .”

D an ie l’s vo ice w as  pou ty . “ B u t th e m  th o rn s ’ll e a t  
m e  a l iv e .”

“ D am n  it, D a n ie l!” Z eke sn ap p ed . “ L ay  dow n in 
th a t  bush  a n d  g ra b  m y  h a n d ! H e a r  m e ?  Y ou h e a r  m e?  
If  you d o n ’t  he lp , I ’m  gonna d ro w n !”  T h e re  w as  no 
rep ly . T h e re  w as  no m o v e m en t of th e  b u sh , e i th e r . H e 
could  p ic tu re  D an ie l on  th e  o th e r  sid e , th in k in g  it out.

“ D a n ie l!”
“ Y e a h ? ”
“ Y ou la y  dow n in th a t  b u sh  r ig h t now, a n d  you 

g ra b  m y  h an d , h e a r?  T h is  is r e a l  se rio u s . T h is a in ’t no 
g a m e  o r  n o th in g .”

T h e re  w as  th e  c ru n c h  of v eg e ta tio n  a n d  then , 
“ O w ,”  a n d  a n o th e r , “ G w .” D a n ie l’s  sm a ll f in g ers  
found  Z ek e’s.

T h e  suc tio n  g a v e  Z ek e’s body b ack  to  h im  in lit tle  
p a r ts :  a n  a rm , a  leg , a  foot. W hen it  w as  o v e r, he  lay  
on h is  b ac k  on th e  b la c k b e rry  b u sh , h a rd ly  no tic ing  
th e  tho rns.

“ Y ou sa id  w e w as  gonna d ie , ” D an ie l sa id .
“ Y eah . S o ? ”
“ W ell, w e g o n n a  d ie , o r  w h a t? ” D an ie l sounded  

co n fu sed  r a th e r  th a n  frig h ten ed .
“ I r e c k o n ,”  Z eke sa id  g o t u p  on h is  a n d  kn ees. His 

body d id n ’t  w a n t to  ho ld  him .
“ I ’m  h u n g ry ,”  D an ie l sa id .
Z eke c ra w le d  h is  w ay  to  th e  solid  g ro u n d  u n d er  

th e  p in e s . H e cu r le d  up  u n d e r  th e  canopy .
“ I ’m  c o ld ,” h is  b ro th e r  sa id .
Z ek e’s ey e s  w e re  c lo sing  in  sp ite  of th e  ghosts.
“ P a ’s g onna co m e  fo r us, a in ’t  h e ? ”
“ No, D an ie l. P a  a in ’t g onna  co m e for us. Nobody 

w ill. ’ ’ N obody liv ing , h e  re m e m b e re d .
H e w o n d ered  if h e ’d f ig h t to  p ro te c t D an ie l. He 

shou ld . T h a t’s w h a t b ro th e rs  w e re  for. B u t he  d id n ’t 
know  if love cou ld  b e  s tro n g e r  th a n  fe a r ,  even  though  
R e v e re n d  S o renson  sa id  it  c a s t  f e a r  out. I t ’d  be  e a s ie r  
if th e  g h o sts  took th e m  bo th  to g e th e r . H e p ra y e d  for 
th a t ,  a n d  in  th e  m id d le  of p r a y e r  fe ll in to  a  sw ee t, 
fo rg e tfu l sleep .

T he n ex t tim e  Z eke open ed  his eyes it w as 
d ay lig h t. O v er h is  h e a d  a  lin e  of a n ts  c ra w led  in fire- 
d r ill o rd e r  dow n th e  re s in o u s  b a rk  of a  p ine.

Z eke s a t  up  a n d  to u ch ed  h im se lf  a ll o v er befo re  
ch eck in g  D an ie l. H is lit tle  b ro th e r  w as  s leep ing , ch e s t 
tu c k ed  to  leg s  lik e  a c a t. H is p ink  m o u th  w as  open. 
“ D a n ie l,”  Z eke w h isp e red , sh a k in g  h im  by  one 
sh o u ld e r.

A b lue eye w a v e re d  open.
“ D an ie l. I th in k  w e ’r e  a l iv e .”
A th in  sound , so m e th in g  be tw een  a  sn o re  an d  a  

co m p la in t, c a m e  fro m  th e  open  m o u th . D an ie l tu rn ed  
ov er. H e m a d e  a  sn ick in g  so und  w ith  h is  th ro a t,

Z eke dug  in h is  s h ir t  p o ck e t an d  found th e  sm a ll 
j a r ,  s till in ta c t . S tick  f ig u re s  m a rc h e d  th e m se lv e s  
a ro u n d  th e  s id es , th e ir  s tic k  h a n d s  p iled  w ith  th ings. 
F ood , m a y b e . M ay b e  flow ers. I t  d id n ’t show  it, b u t he 
im a g in e d  th e  f ig u re s  h a d  once b een  happy .

“ D a n ie l,”  Z eke c a lle d  a f te r  a  w hile.
T h is t im e  D an ie l s a t  up, ru b b in g  h is eyes. “ I ’m 

h u n g ry ,” h e  sa id .
“ I know . L e t’s ch e ck  a n d  see  if th e  g ro u n d ’s solid , 

a n d  th en  w e ’ll go on h o m e .”
D an ie l r a n  b e fo re  Z eke could  c a tc h  h im . H is sm a ll 

leg s  p u m p e d ; h is  h an d s  w indm illed . W ith a  w hoop he 
d a r te d  dow n th e  s id e  of th e  s lope  to w h e re  Z eke h ad  
n e a r ly  d row ned . H is fee t m a d e  sha llow  im p re ss io n s  in 
th e  m ud .

A fte r  s te e lin g  h im se lf , Z eke follow ed. T he  spo t 
w ou ld  h a v e  looked in n o cen t in  th e  su n lig h t e x c e p t th a t

PAGE 62 Annual Anthology, May 1688



th e  b la c k b e rry  bu sh  w a s  s tr ip p e d  of its  le av e s .
D an ie l s to p p ed  ru n n in g  to  lim p . H is fe e t m u s t 

h av e  s till b een  b o th e rin g  h im . “ A re  w e th e  only  ones 
w ho e v e r  m a d e  it  b ack ?  ’ ’

“ So f a r  a s  I kn o w ,’’ Z eke sa id . Som ehow  th a t 
b o th e re d  r a th e r  th a n  c h e e re d  h im .

D an ie l, though , w as b es id e  h im se lf . “ W e’r e  gonna 
be  fam o u s. W e’r e  g o n n a  be  spoke a b o u t in  se rv ic e , a n d  
th e y ’r e  a ll go n n a  th a n k  God th a t  w e co m e  b ack . ’ ’

“ U h h u h ,”  Z eke sa id  d oub tfu lly . “ B u t you  know  
w h a t? ”

D an ie l h a d  n e v e r  liked  th e  you-know -w hat g am e . 
In s te a d  of rep ly in g , h e  k ick ed  th e  sm o o th  floor of th e  
hollow,

Z eke su d d en ly  re a liz e d  w hy th e re  w e re  no p eb b les  
on th e  p a th . “ I h ad  th e  fee lin g  lik e  th a t  gu n k  cou ld  of 
b u ried  m e  r ig h t th e re , w ith  no s ig n  of m e  le ft b e h in d .”

“ I d o n ’t g e t i t , ” D an ie l sa id . H e w as  g r in n in g  
e a r- to -e a r , too h ap p y  a b o u t th e ir  b e in g  sp e c ia l to  th in k  
a b o u t an y th in g  else .

“ W hat if th e re  a in ’t no g h o sts , D an ie l?  W hat if 
th a t  n ig h t m u d  w as  w h a t c a u g h t u p  D ow ny P h o eb es  
a n d  H o ra ce  W atson  a n d  all th e m  o th e rs?  ’ ’

D an ie l w as  sk ip p in g  in sp ite  of h is  b ad  fee t.
“ D a n ie l? ” Z eke a sk e d  w o rrie d ly . “ W h at if th e re  

a in ’t no g h o s ts ? ”
T he idea  h o rr if ie d  Zeke. H e ’d liv ed  w ith  th e  gh o sts  

a ll h is  life. T h e y ’d been  a  f ix tu re , ju s t  lik e  M a a n d  P a  
h ad  been  a  f ix tu re . T h in k in g  th a t  th e  g h o s ts  m ig h t no t 
be  r e a l  le ft h im  w ith  a  se n se  of v e r tig o  th a t  m ig h t h av e  
been  re lie f  o r  loss.

“ W e’ll ju s t  te ll th e m , th a t ’s w h a t ,”  D an ie l sa id  
a f te r  a  m o m e n t’s th ough t. “ T h en  w e ’ll b e  m o re  
fam ous' th a n  e v e r .”

Z eke chew ed  h is lip  a s  h e  fo llow ed h is  b ro th e r . By 
th e  tim e  th e y  re a c h e d  th e  house , h is m o u th  w as raw .

T h e  ho u se  w as  too q u ie t. T he  s to ck  h a d n ’t  b een  p u t 
o u t o f th e  b a rn . T he  ch ick en s  w e re  s till in  th e  coop. H e 
d rew  h is  b ro th e r  b a c k  to w a rd  th e  n e a re s t  s ta n d  of 
tr e e s  an d  w aited ,

“ I ’m  h u n g ry ,” D an ie l sa id . “ I w a n t to  s e e  M a .”
“ I know . S hu t u p .”
A little  w h ile  la te r  P a  o p en ed  th e  d o o r a n d  s e t  off 

a c ro s s  th e  y a rd . Z eke sto o d  up . D an ie l sto o d  w ith  h im .
P a  g la n ce d  to w a rd  th e m  a n d  s to p p e d  in  h is 

t r a c k s ,  h is  fa c e  w h ite  a g a in s t  th e  r e d  p la id  of h is  s h ir t.  
T hen  h e  s te p p ed  b a c k  a  few  p a c e s  a n d  w h ip p ed  h is 
h an d  th ro u g h  th e  a i r  th re e  tim e s , shoo ing  th e m  aw ay .

D an ie l s to p p ed  try in g  to  sq u irm  ou t of h is 
b ro th e r ’s g ra sp . H e h a lte d , con fused . “ P a ? ” h e  a sk ed .

T he  c a llu se d  h a n d  m oved  lik e  a  h a tc h e t  a c ro s s  th e  
a ir . W hip, w hip.

“ P a ! ”  Z eke ca lled , h is  vo ice rea so n a b le . “ P a , w e 
m a d e  it  th ro u g h . T h em  g h o s ts  d id n ’t co m e  fo r  us. 
W e’re  a ll r ig h t .”

P a ’s n a rro w  b ro w n  ey e s  found  h is. W hip, w hip, 
w en t th e  big h a n d  th ro u g h  th e  a i r .  W hip, w hip .

P a  le t  th e  c a tt le  an d  h o rse s  o u t o f th e  b a rn . He 
re le a se d  th e  ch ick en s . M a c a m e  o u t on th e  p o rch  fo r a 
w h ile  an d , look ing  to w ard  th e  p la c e  w h e re  D an ie l an d  
Z eke stood, p u t h e r  h a n d s  o v e r  h e r  fa c e  a n d  c r ie d . H er 
h a i r  w as  dow n. She s ti ll  h a d  h e r  n ig h td re s s  on. P a  
g a th e re d  h e r  up  a n d  led  h e r  b ac k  in side .

“ T hey  d o n ’t  know  w e ’r e  h e r e ,”  D an ie l sa id . 
“ T hey  a in ’t se e n  u s .”

“ T hey  se en  u s , a l l  r ig h t, b u t m a y b e  w e look d if­
fe re n t o r  so m e th in g .”

D an ie l s tu d ie d  h is  b ro th e r .  “ Y ou look ugly  a s
e v e r .”

Z eke d id n ’t  fee l lik e  lau g h in g .
“ P a ’s m a d , a in ’t h e ? ”  D an ie l a sk ed .
“ Y e a h .”
“ W hen h e  d ec id e s  to, h e ’s  gonna w hup  u s b lin d .”
Z eke looked  dow n a t  th e  s ile n t h o u se  a n d  d id n ’t 

s a y  a  th in g .
T h e  su n  ro s e  h ig h e r . T h re e  r e d  ch ick e n s  p ec k ed  in 

th e  d ir t  o f th e  y a rd . P a  c a m e  ou t w ith  M a. M a w as 
d re s se d  in  b la ck . P a  s e t  th e  b a y  g e ld in g  in to  th e  t r a c e s  
of th e  w ag o n  an d  th e y  ro d e  off to  se rv ic e .

“ I ’m  go ing  on  dow n to g e t  m e  so m e th in g  to  e a t . ” 
D an ie l c la m b e re d  to  h is fe e t a n d  looked  dow n a t  Z eke 
ex p e c ta n tly .

Z eke h a d  h is  a r m s  w ra p p e d  a ro u n d  h is  k n ee s  a n d  
w a s  s ta r in g  s t r a ig h t  a h e a d . “ Y ou ju s t  go a h e a d , then . 
I a in ’t  g onna b o th e r  s to p p in g  you. I ’m  tir e d  a n d  m y  
h a n d s  is a l l  c u t  up  fro m  th e m  b u sh es . B u t I ’m  te llin g  
you  th e r e ’s  so m e th in g  no t r ig h t  h e re . T h e re ’s so m e ­
th in g  r e a l  b a d  w rong . ’ ’

“ W ith  P a ? ”
Z eke p u t h is  h e a d  dow n on h is  a r m s  a n d  d id n ’t a n ­

sw e r. D an ie l s ta y e d  on h is  f e e t a  m in u te , ju s t  to  show  
h is  b ig  b ro th e r  he  w a s n ’t  ch ick en . W hen h e  d id  s it, he  
a c te d  c a s u a l a b o u t it.

A fte r  se rv ic e , P a  a n d  M a d ro v e  up , old R e v e ren d  
S o renson , P e te  Jo n e s  a n d  H ad y  M iller b eh in d  th em . 
T h ey  a h  looked  to w a rd s  th e  p la c e  w h e re  Z eke a n d  
D an ie l w a ited . P a  se e m e d  s ta r t le d  to  s e e  th e m  still 
th e re .  H e s e n t M a in to  th e  h o u se  a n d  shooed  th em  
aw a y .

T h ey  d id n ’t go.
“ P a ! "  Z eke ca lle d . “ I d o n ’t  th in k  th e re  a r e  no 

gh o sts . I d o n ’t  th in k  th e r e ’s no g h o s ts  n o p lace . ’ ’
O ld R e v e re n d  S o ren so n  s a id  so m e th in g  ab o u t 

S a ta n . H is vo ice  d idn  ’ t c a r r y .
P e te  a n d  H ady  g o t ou t th e  d e e r  r if le s  fro m  th e ir  

sa d d le s .
“ T h e y ’re  g o ing  h u n tin g  w ith  P a  a g a in ,” D an ie l 

sa id .
W ith a  li t t le  g ro a n  of h o r ro r ,  Z eke g ra b b e d  u p  h is 

b ro th e r  q u ick  a n d  tr ie d  to  le a d  h im  aw a y . D an ie l 
w rig g led  ou t f ro m  u n d e r  h is  a r m  a n d  r a n  a c ro s s  to  th e  
g row n-ups.

“ D a n n y !” Z eke w a iled  a s  h e  saw  th e  f la sh  of 
D a n ie l’s fe e t a n d  th e  g lin t of H ad y  M ille r’s g u n  a s  he  
s e t it  on h is  sh o u ld e r. T o th e  s id e  P a  p u t h is  h a n d s  up  
to  h is  fa c e , a  g e s tu re  m o re  like  M a w ou ld  h a v e  m ad e .

D a n ie l’s h e a d  b u rs t  open  in  a  s p ra y  of p ink . I t 
looked  lik e  H ady  h a d  sh o t in to  a  m e lon . M om en tum  
c a r r ie d  h im  tw o  s te p s  m o re  b e fo re  h e  fe ll in  th e  d u s t of 
th e  y a rd . M a b an g ed  o u t th e  do o r a n d  P a  c a u g h t her. 
She w as  sh r iek in g  a s  loud  a s  Z eke w as.

P e te  Jo n e s  p u t a  gouge in  a  p in e  t r e e  tw o fe e t fro m  
w h e re  Z eke s tood . P e te r  n e v e r  h a d  been  m u c h  of a 
sho t. Z eke d u ck ed  u n d e r  a  p in e  bough , f led  a few  y a rd s

fContinued to page 70)
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B lack  a n d  spongy . F iv e  b r is tlin g  h a ir s  poked  fro m  

its  c e n te r . A w a r t. E v e n  th ough  I h a d  a  g r e a t  d is tru s t  
of w a r ts , I tr ie d  to  keep  a n  open  m in d , hop ing  th a t  th is  
one m ig h t ex h ib it so m e s h re d  of so c ia l decen cy . I 
doub ted  it, though .

“ A llen ,” sa id  N u rse  B e m e y e r, “ th is  is D r. 
C h ris th o ffe r .”

To sa y  th e  le a s t, I w as  s u rp ris e d . I ’d  e n c o u n te re d  
m a n y  w a r ts  th ro u g h o u t m y  tr a v e ls ,  b u t few  th a t  h ad  
n am es , an d  few er s till th a t  w e re  do c to rs . T h is  d id  not 
look good. W a rts  w e re  g e n e ra lly  b ad  enough , b u t e x ­
p e r ie n c e  h a d  long ag o  ta u g h t m e  to  ra n k  d o c to rs  a t  
le a s t  th re e  n o tch es  below  a w a r t .  F a c in g  a  w a r t  
bes tow ed  w ith  a m e d ic a l d e g re e  le ft m e  w ith  lit tle  
hope th a t  th is  w ould  be  a  p le a sa n t en c o u n te r. I p ra y e d  
th a t  it  w a s n ’t a sp ec ia lis t.

‘ ‘P le a se d  to f in a lly  m e e t you, ’ ’ sa id  th e  w a r t.
I n ev e r  sa w  its  lip s  m o v e  w hen  it  spoke . A ctua lly , 

1 n ev e r  even  sa w  its  lips. I g ru d g in g ly  h ad  to a d m it  to 
m y se lf  th a t  th is  m ig h t b e  a w a r t  th a t  w as  a  cu t ab o v e  
th e  n o rm . I t  w as  th en  th a t  I re a liz e d  w h a t th e  tr ic k y  
little  g ro w th  w as u p  to. I t  w as  u sin g  th e  body th a t  w as 
a t ta c h e d  to  it to do its  ta lk in g . T h is  w as  p re tty  d am n  
im p re ss iv e  even  fo r a  w a r t  th a t  h a d  re m a in e d  
u n sc a th e d  a f te r  fo u r y e a r s  of m e d ic a l school. I r e a l iz ­
ed  in  a n  in sp ira tio n a l f la sh  th a t  th e  w a r t  w a n te d  to 
r e m a in  incognito , an d  p a s s  off th e  body  g ro w in g  from  
it a s  th e  r e a l  D r. C h ris th o ffe r. I t  h a d n ’t  fooled  m e , bu t 
I ’d go a lo n g  w ith  th e  c h a ra d e  un til I found ou t w h a t its  
r e a l p lan s  w ere .

M y ey es  d ec id ed  to  focus on th e  c re a se d , w h ite  
b e a rd e d  f ac e  th a t  w as  m a s q u e r a d in g  a s  D r. 
C h ris th o ffe r. H is lit tle  b row n  ey es  w e re  sunk  d eep  
beh ind  r im le ss  b ifoca ls . A ro a d m a p  of c r is s c ro sse d  
v e in s  co v e red  h is  r e d  nose  a n d  ch eek s . T h is  is no t a 
face  I w ould h a v e  chosen , b u t of c o u rse  th e r e ’s no a c ­
co u n tin g  fo r ta s te  w hen  y o u ’r e  d ea lin g  w ith  so m e th in g  
from  th e  m e d ic a l p ro fession .

“ I hope I w ill be  ab le  to h e lp  y o u ,” sa id  D r. 
C h ris tho ffe r.

I w as m o m e n ta rily  confused . I r a r e ly  g e t co n fu s­
ed . T hen  I re a liz e d  w h a t D r. C h ris th o ffe r  w as r e f e r ­
rin g  to. I t ’s a m az in g  how  th e  lit tle  th in g s  ca n  s lip  y o u r 
m in d  I w as  in sane .

S om eth ing  g ra b b e d  m y  le ft h an d  a n d  p u m p ed  it 
v igo rously . T he  g ra s p  w as m o is t. I w as no t su rp rise d . 
I ’d ex p e c t th e  h a n d sh a k e  of a  w a r t  to  be m o is t.

“ W hat do you sa y ?  ” a sk ed  N u rse  B e m e y er.
“ A lb aco re  tu n a ,” m u m b led  m y  m o u th . I h a v e  no
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id ea  w hy m y  m o u th  sa id  th a t. I t ’s no t v e ry  in te lligen t. 
P e rh a p s  it  w as  h u n g ry  a g a in . If th e  d a m n  th in g  w a s n ’t 
d roo ling , it w as  e a tin g . I d o n ’t know  w hy I b ro u g h t it 
a lo n g  w ith  m e.

N u rse  B e m e y e r  a n d  D r. C h ris th o ffe r  sm iled . 
M ay b e  th e y  lik ed  tu n a . P e rh a p s  m y  m o u th  w a s n ’t th e  
fool I h a d  a lw a y s  th o u g h t it  w as. I t  m ig h t no t be  a  bad  
id ea  to  lis te n  to  it  m o re  often .

D r. C h r is th o ffe r’s m o is t f in g e rs  s lip p ed  fro m  m y 
h an d . I t  w as  only  a s  h is  li t t le  f in g e r  w as ju s t  slid ing  
a w a y  th a t  I fe lt th e  h u n g e r , a n d  I ’m  n o t ta lk in g  ab o u t 
tu n a  c ra v in g s . E v il a te  d eep  w ith in  h im . S q u irm y  
w o rm s m u n c h ed  h is  sm a ll in te s tin e  in  th e ir  q u es t for 
so ft ly m p h  nodes. M y m o u th  se e m e d  to lik e  th e  docto r, 
a n d  ev en  th o u g h  it w a s n ’t th e  m o s t in te llig en t o rg an  I 
h ad , it w as  u su a lly  a  p r e t ty  good ju d g e  of c h a ra c te r .  I 
to ssed  a s id e  m y  d is t ru s t  of w a r ts  w ith  m ed ica l 
b ac k g ro u n d s , a n d  re a c h in g  w ith  m y  th ird  h an d , th e  
one th a t  on ly  m y  th ird  ey e  cou ld  see , I re a c h e d  in to  
D r. C h r is th o ffe r’s sa g g y  p au n ch . I p ick ed  ou t ev e ry  
la s t  one of th o se  c a n c e ro u s  w o rm s, a n d  h u rled  th em  to 
hell. I th in k  it  w as  hell. I t  m ig h t h a v e  been  P ittsb u rg h .

“ O h !” s a id  D r. C h ris th o ffe r. He g ra b b e d  his 
s to m a c h , th en  s ig h ed  deep ly . P a in  w h ich  h ad  lu rk ed  in 
th e  c o rn e rs  of h is  ey e s  faded . A fte r  b re a th in g  deeply  
s e v e ra l  tim es , a  sm ile  c a m e  to h is face.

“ P le a s e  ta k e  y o u r  s e a ts ,” h e  to ld  N u rse  B em ey er.
N u rse  B e m e y e r  g u ided  m e  dow n a  c ro w d ed  a is le , 

h e lp in g  m e  in to  a  s lick  le a th e re t te  c h a ir . T he  fa tm a n  
n e x t to  m e  sm e lle d  lik e  g a r l i c .

“ M ay I h a v e  y o u r a t te n t io n ? ” a sk e d  th e  am p lified  
v o ice  of D r. C h ris th o ffe r .

B o th  m y  a r m s  tw itch ed , a n d  th e  fin g e rs  of m y  le ft 
h a n d  d an c ed  to  a  tu n e  th a t  m y  e a r s  co u ld n ’t h e a r . M y 
no t-so -in te llig en t m o u th  d ec id ed  it w as  tim e  to s ta r t  
d roo ling , a n d  m y  nose  d ec id ed  to jo in  in  by d rip p in g  
so m e th in g  th ick  a n d  s tick y  o v e r  m y  u p p e r  lip.

N u rse  B e m e y e r w iped  m y  face . W hen it c a m e  to 
th e  a c tiv i tie s  of m y  m o u th  a n d  nose, sh e  h ad  w h a t w as 
r e f e r re d  to  a s  jo b  se c u r ity .

M y ey e s  c o o p e ra te d  a n d  looked  to w ard  th e  f ro n t of 
th e  a u d ito r iu m . I ’d  h a v e  to  r e m e m b e r  to th a n k  th em  
la te r .  T h e  a u d ito r iu m  w as  la rg e , a lm o s t a s  la rg e  as 
th e  TV ro o m  of th e  P e n n sy lv a n ia  S ta te  H om e fo r th e  
S p ec ia l Ind iv id u a l. L ike  th e  TV ro o m , dozens of peop le  
s a t  fa c in g  fo rw a rd , th e ir  ey e s  g lazed , an d  th e ir  ja w s  
s la ck . T h e re  w as no TV to hold  th e ir  a t te n tio n , a n d  I 
knew  it w as  c e r ta in ly  no t th e  o ld -m an  sa g g y  body a t ­
ta c h e d  to  D r. C h ris th o ffe r  th a t  th ey  found  so  in te res t-
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ing. I t  h ad  to  b e  th e  e le c tr ic  c h a ir  a n d  th e  w ash in g  
m a c h in e  th a t  f a sc in a te d  th em . I a lso  found  it  in te r e s t­
ing. Of c o u rse  I ’d  r e a d  ab o u t it, b u t I ’d  n e v e r  a c tu a lly  
se en  a w ash in g  m a c h in e  th a t  w as  se n te n c e d  to the  
e le c tr ic  c h a ir . I t m u s t h a v e  e a te n  ju s t  one too m a n y  
socks.

“ C o lleag u es ,” s a id  D r. C h ris th o ffe r , try in g  to p ry  
th e  a u d ie n c e ’s a t te n t io n  a w a y  fro m  th e  w ash in g  m a ­
ch ine  a n d  to  h im se lf , “ I h a v e  d isc o v e red  th e  tru e  
function  of th e  b ra in . ’ ’

T he g a r lic -d re n ch e d  fa tm a n  n ex t to  m e  bu rp ed .
“ T he b ra in  is  no t th e  c e n te r  of th o u g h t,” con ­

tin u ed  D r. C h ris th o ffe r, “ b u t a n  o rg an  th a t  f il te rs  r e ­
a l i ty .”

T h is d id n ’t m a k e  m u ch  se n se  to  m e. W hen I w as  a 
ch ild , m y  p a re n ts  h ad  ow ned  a  sw im m in g  pool. I t  w as 
filte re d . O ne cold  a n d  c r is p  m o rn in g  I r e a c h e d  in to  th e  
b a sk e t w h ich  held  th e  d e b r is  c a p tu re d  by  th e  f i l te r  an d  
pu lled  ou t a  d e a d  frog . I ’ve  n e v e r  m e t an y o n e  w ith  a 
frog  in  h is h ead , so  I c a n ’t se e  how th e  b ra in  ca n  be 
m u ch  of a f ilte r . I th in k  th a t  th e  th ro a t f il te rs  re a lity . 
I ’ve  know n lo ts  of p eop le  w ho c la im e d  th ey  h a d  fro g s 
in  th e ir  th ro a ts . T h is w a r t  w a s n ’t a s  s h a rp  a s  it 
thou g h t it  w as.

“ T his is r e a l i ty ,” s a id  D r. C h ris th o ffe r. H e tu rn ed  
to  a  ch a lk b o a rd  beh ind  h im  a n d  d rew  a s in g le  p ow dery  
w h ite  line a lo n g  its  e n t ir e  leng th . “ A nd th is  is how  
m u c h  o u r  b ra in s  le t u s  p e rc e iv e ,”  h e  sa id . H e d rew  
tw o c lose  s e t n a rro w  lin e s  w h ich  in te rs e c te d  th e  
c e n te r  of th e  r e a li ty  line . “ W e a ll e x is t b e tw een  th e se  
tw o l in e s .” F o r  e m p h a s is  he  sm a sh e d  h is  c h a lk  b e ­
tw een  th e  lin e s  a n d  w as  re w a rd e d  w ith  a  sh o w er of 
w h ite  d u s t a n d  c h a lk  b its . “ H o w ev e r,” h e  sa id  c ry p ­
tic a lly , “ th e re  a r e  a  few  of u s  w hose  f ilte rs  h a v e  
d rif ted  s lig h tly , th o se  w hose se n se  of r e a li ty  h a s  
d r if ted  fro m  th e  n o rm .”

H eads tu rn e d  an d  e y e s  s ta re d  a t  m e . T he g a r lic  
fa tm a n  b u rp ed  ag a in .

D r. C h ris th o ffe r h ad  th e  o ld  m a n ’s body s ta n d  a s  
ta ll a s  its  cu rv e d  b a c k  w ould  allow . “ I h av e  
d isco v ered  th e  m e an s  to  r e a lig n  th e  m e n ta l f il te r  of 
those  w ho h a v e  d r if te d  fro m  th e  n o rm .”

T u rn in g  b ac k  to  th e  b o a rd , h e  d rew  a n o th e r  s e t  of 
p a ra lle l  lines s lig h tly  to  th e  le ft of th e  f i r s t  se t. A bove 
th em  he  w ro te  tw o n am es .

“ Tw o su ch  in d iv id u a ls  a r e  A llen G risw a ld  a n d  th e  
la te  J a c k  S w een y .”

M y e a r s  tw itc h ed  a t  h e a r in g  th e  n am es . I th in k  
one of th em  w as  m ine . I ’m  no t s u re  w h ich , b u t I d id n ’t 
th in k  I w as  J a c k  Sw eeny . J a c k  Sw eeny  w as  a  fam o u s 
m a n , a n d  I knew  I w as n o t fam o u s. J a c k  Sw eeny  h ad  
been  on TV. H is r e a l  n a m e  w as  M r. S au sa g e . T en 
y e a r s  ag o  M r. S a u sa g e  h a d  been  p re s id e n t of the  
C la irv ille  S av ings a n d  L oan . A little  m a n  w ho M r. 
S au sa g e  s a id  lived  u n d e r  h is h a irp ie c e  to ld  h im  to k ill 
h is  fam ily , so  M r. S a u sa g e  d iced  h is  w ife  an d  tw o sons 
in to  lit tle  p iece s  a n d  s tu ffed  th e m  in to  s a u sa g e  w ra p ­
p e rs . F o r  five d ay s  h e  so ld  th e m  do o r to  doo r, m a k in g  
q u ite  a  tid y  su m  u n til he  w as  ca u g h t. I t  se e m e d  he 
d id n ’t h a v e  a  p e d d le r ’s p e rm it. W hen c a u g h t fo r th is  
c r im e , M r. S a u sa g e  ex p la in e d  ab o u t th e  m a n  w ho liv ­
ed  u n d er  h is h a irp ie c e , a n d  th en  s lip p ed  in to  a  
c a ta to n ic  s ta te . H e n ev e r  m oved  o r  spoke ag a in .

“ I t w as  five d a y s  a g o ,” sa id  D r. C h ris th o ffe r, 
“ th a t  I r e a c h e d  in to  th e  m in d  of J a c k  Sw eeny  an d  
re a lig n e d  th e  f i l te r  th a t h a d  sh if te d  th e  p o rtion  of r e a l ­
ity  h e  cou ld  p e rc e iv e .” He w av ed  h is h a n d  o v e r  the  
e le c tr ic  c h a ir  a n d  w ash in g  m a ch in e . “ A fter a  s in g le  
t r e a tm e n t ,  J a c k  Sw eeny  stood  fro m  th is  c h a ir  an d  
spoke. ” A sm ile  filled  D r. C h r is th o ffe r’s face.

“ A nd d ro p p ed  d e a d  w hile  c lu tch in g  a  s a u s a g e  an d  
a s k in g  fo r k e tc h u p !”  sh o u ted  so m eo n e  fro m  the  a u ­
d ience .

D r. C h r is th o ffe r’s ey e s  n a rro w e d  a n d  h is ch eek s  
g rew  ev en  re d d e r  th a n  n o rm a l. T he  w a r t  q u iv e red  
w ith  a n g e r . “ M r. S w een y ’s old h e a r t  w as  u n ab le  to 
h an d le  th e  e x c ite m e n t of b e ing  r e tu rn e d  to  a n o rm a l 
s ta te  of m ind ! ” h e  sho u ted .

“ A nd th e  sa u sa g e ?  ’ ’ a sk e d  th e  s a m e  voice.
“ A c ru e l jo k e ,” sn a p p e d  b a c k  D r. C h ris th o ffe r. 

“ O ne of m y  e s te e m e d  co lleag u es  p la n te d  it in th e  poor 
m a n ’s h a n d  d u rin g  a l l  th e  co n fu s io n .”  H e su rv ey e d  th e  
cro w d  w ith  a  haw k -iik e  s ta re ,  looking  fo r th e  cu lp rit. 
“ T h is tim e  th e  p a t ie n t A llen  G risw a ld  is in  o u ts ta n ­
d ing  p h y s ic a l cond ition , a n d  shou ld  h a v e  no p h y sica l 
d ifficu lties  in  cop ing  w ith  b eing  b ro u g h t back  to  ou r 
lim ite d  p e rc e p tio n  of r e a l i ty .”  H e m o tio n ed  to w ard s  
m y se lf  a n d  N u rse  B e m e y er. “ P le a s e  he lp  A llen 
d o w n ,” h e  sa id .

N u rse  B e m e y e r  p ro d d ed  m y  body fro m  th e  
le a th e re t te  s e a t  a n d  g u id ed  it to th e  c e n te r  a is le . I h a d  
n o th in g  b e t te r  to  do so  I w en t a long  fo r  th e  r id e . W ith a 
lit tle  luck  I m ig h t ev e n  g e t a  look a t  th e  co nv ic ted  
w ash in g  m ach in e .

“ A llen G risw a ld  is a n  in te re s tin g  c a s e ,” sa id  D r. 
C h ris th o ffe r. “ A n o rm a l ch ild  u n til th e  a g e  of 12, he 
w as  th e n  s tru c k  by  lig h tn in g , a n d  soon  th e re a f te r  r a n  
a w a y  fro m  h o m e  a n d  jo in ed  R e v e re n d  S m itb lig h t’s 
T ra v e lin g  R ev iv a l Show. I t  se e m e d  he  h a d  o b ta in ed  
th e  g ift o f h ea lin g , ”

I sa w  D r. C h ris th o ffe r  g en tly  tou ch  h is s to m ach . 
T he g a r lic  f a tm a n  b u rp e d  in d isb e lie f. T he au d ien c e  of 
e s te e m e d  co llea g u es  m u m b led  in un ison .

“ I u n d e r s ta n d  y o u r  s k e p t ic is m ,”  s a id  D r. 
C h ris th o ffe r  in  n o t-v e ry -u n d e rs ta n d in g  tones. “ B ut 
th is  is e x a c t ly  th e  ty p e  of phen o m en o n  th a t  w e should  
e x p e c t to se e  fro m  so m eo n e  w hose m e n ta l f ilte r  is 
sh iftin g . T h ey  now  p e rc e iv e  a  r e a l i ty  th a t  w e can n o t 
see . In  th is  a l te r e d  r e a l i ty  o th e r  th in g s  m a y  be p ossi­
b le , th in g s  w e c o n s id e r  im possib le . ’’

T h e  au d ie n c e  d id  no t se e m  im p re sse d . T he g a rlic  
f a tm a n  b u rp e d  tw ice.

“ U n fo rtu n a te ly , h is  m e n ta l  f ilte r  d r if te d  ev en  fu r­
th e r ,  a n d  h e  soon h a d  d ifficu lty  co m m u n ic a tin g  both 
w ith  o th e r  p eop le  an d  ev en  his ow n b o d y .”

T h a t w as  lu d ic ro u s . I c o m m u n ic a te  ju s t  fine. I t ’s 
ju s t  th a t  n o th in g  s e e m s  to  lis te n ; e sp e c ia lly  m y  
m ou th .

“ A lb aco re  tu n a ,” sh o u te d  m y  m o u th , ju s t  to  p ro v e  
th e  po in t.

“ T he p ro c e d u re  th a t  I w ill em p loy  to  re a lig n  
A llen ’s m e n ta l  f i l te r  is a c tu a lly  q u ite  s im p le ,”  sa id  th e  
d o c to r. “ B y  a t ta c h in g  A llen  to  th e  R e a lity  M onito r I 
w ill re m o v e  e v e ry  v e s tig e  of th e  m isa lig n e d  m e n ta l
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A Report from 
Our Alien Publisher

(Taken from ABO  No. 1)
In tro d u c tio n  and  s ta tu s

P le a s e  fo rg iv e  m e  for w h a t w ill 
se em  a n  in o rd in a te  d e la y  in th e  f il­
ing  of m y  f ir s t  re p o r t, n o t to  m en tio n  
th is  u nw elcom e in te rru p tio n  in  J .  R . 
E w in g ’s r e m a rk s  to  Sue E llen . O ur 
co m m u n ica tio n  sy s te m  h a s  fa iled , 
a n d  I a m  fo rc ed  to  file  th is  r e p o r t  in 
th e  fo rm  of a d ec iseco n d  b u rs t  w hich  
a p p e a rs  to  m o s t v ie w e rs  a s  a n  in ­
te rlu d e  in w h ich  J .  R . c le a rs  h is 
th ro a t. I chose  th is  one  a s  th e  
b ro a d c a s t  m o s t like ly  to  re c e iv e  in ­
te n se  sc ru tin y  in  y o u r s tu d ie s  of 
E a r th  ra d io  s ig n a ls . I t  is m o n ito red  
q u ite  c lo se ly  by m o s t h u m a n  bein g s, 
so  I a s su m e  you w ould  d ev o te  co m ­
m e n s u ra te  s tu d y  to  it.

I su p p o se  so m e ex p lan a tio n  is in 
o rd e r . N ot h av in g  h e a rd  fro m  m e  fo r 
m o re  th a n  24 y e a rs ,  you  m u s t h av e  
a s su m e d  I  w as  d ead . I a s s u re  you, 
ho w ev er, th a t  I a m  a liv e  a n d  filing  
th is  r e p o r t, a s  a g re e d , d u r in g  th e  
f ir s t  E a r th  y e a r  of m y  a r r iv a l .  U n­
f o r t u n a t e l y ,  i n t e r a c t i v e  c o m ­
m u n ic a tio n  is o u t of th e  q ues tion . 
T he v en t is p e rm a n e n tly  c lo sed  to 
m e , s in ce  m y  d iode w as  d a m a g e d  
sh o rtly  a f te r  m y  a r r iv a l  in a  p la ce  
c a lle d  D es M oines. I t  a p p e a rs  to  s till 
t r a n s m it,  b u t th e re  is no re sp o n se . I t 
w as c ru sh e d  by  a  n a tiv e . M ash ed  in  
th e  s t r e e t  w h e re  I h ad  d ro p p ed  i t  by 
th e  c r e a tu r e ’s 195/60R15 s te e l-b e lted  
ra d ia l  ap p e n d ag e . I  s e e  now  th a t  it 
w as  unw ise  to  h a v e  a t te m p te d  con ­
v e rsa tio n  w ith  a  5.0 l i te r  V8, b u t m y  
p re - tra n s it io n  b rie f in g s  h ad  m a d e  no 
re fe re n c e  to  th is  c r e a tu r e ’s obvious 
in sen sitiv ity .

In  fa c t, th e re  is a  lo t of in fo rm a ­
tion  th a t  d id  no t g e t in to  th e  p r e ­
tra n s itio n  b rie f in g s . I t  w as  only 
la te r ,  a f te r  th e  en c o u n te r, th a t  I 
le a rn e d  th e  m e a n in g  of th e  e x p re s ­

sion  “ n u t” , by  w h ich  th e  5.0 l i te r  V8 
a d d re s s e d  m e  ju s t  b e fo re  c ru sh in g  
th e  diode, w h en  it in s tru c te d  m e  to 
le a v e  th e  ro ad w ay . I f i r s t  su p p o sed  
it w as  a  re sp e c tfu l fo rm  of a d d re s s , 
s in c e  it  w as  a c c o m p a n ie d  b y  th e  
sm e ll of b u rn in g  p o ly m e rs . I t  is no t a  
te rm  of re s p e c t,  a lth o u g h  know ing  
i t s  a c tu a l  d e f in i t io n ,  I c a n n o t  
u n d e rs ta n d  how  i t  h a s  a c q u ire d  a n  
ab u s iv e  co n n o ta tio n . Y ou c a n  s e e  fo r 
y o u rse lf , h o w ev e r, in  th e  r e p o r t  a p ­
p end ix  la b e le d  “ S lan g  D ic t io n a ry .”

O th e r  th a n  m y  ru n -in  w ith  th e  
5.0 lite r , th e re  w as  no th in g  u n to w ard  
in  m y  a r r iv a l .  T he re p h a s in g  r e a c ­
tion , I le a rn e d  la te r ,  c r e a te d  a  
sy s tem -w id e  e n e rg y  im b a la n c e , b u t 
th e  on ly  s ig n  of it w as  th e  d im m in g  
of so m e th in g  c a lle d  “ C o m et H a lle y ” 
w h ich  a p p e a r s  p e rio d ica lly  to  th e  
E a r th  c r e a tu re s .  Y ou n e e d n ’t w o rry  
o v e r  th e ir  su sp ic io n s, h o w ev e r. F ew  
of th e  c r e a tu r e s  h e re  now  w e re  a liv e  
w hen  th is  c o m e t la s t  a p p e a re d , a n d  
th e re fo re  h a rd ly  a n y  of th e m  know  
w h a t i t  is su p p o sed  to  look like. 
A m ong th e  h u m a n  b e in g s , th e re  
w e re  r e p o r ts  a n d  le g en d s  h a n d e d  
dow n by  th o se  w ho h a d  se e n  it  d u r ­
ing  its  la s t  a p p e a ra n c e ,  b u t m o s t 
p eo p le  a s s u m e  th e ir  a n c e s to rs  w e re  
e x a g g e ra t in g .

R e p o rt on C re a tu re s  
of F u ll C o nsciousness

T h is  f i r s t  r e p o r t ,  th en , w ill 
d e s c r ib e  a ll th e  E a r th  c r e a tu r e s  th a t  
h a v e  a t ta in e d  fu ll co n sc io u sn ess . 
U n fo rtu n a te ly , th e re  a r e n ’t an y .

T h e re  a r e  m a n y  sa p ie n t fo rm s  
on th is  p la n e t, th e  fo re m o s t be in g  
(a s  w e h a d  su sp e c te d  f ro m  th e  te le ­
v ision  b ro a d c a s ts )  th e  h u m a n  b e ­
ings. ( In c id en ta lly , o u r  seco n d  m o st 
like ly  c a n d id a te s  fo r co n sc io u sn ess , 
th e  M uppets, h a v e  b een  a  d isa p ­
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p o in tm en t a s  w ell.)  T he  h u m a n  be­
ings h a v e  a c tu a lly  a t ta in e d  a  c e r ta in  
level of s e lf-a w a re n e ss . B u t a s  you 
know , co n sc io u sn ess  co n s is ts  bo th  of 
se lf-a w a re n e ss  a n d  a w a re n e s s  of 
o th e rs .  B y  th e  l a t t e r  m e a s u re , 
h u m a n  b e in g s  e m o te  no m o re  deep ly  
th a n  th e  n o n -sap ie n t 5.0 l i te r  V8 th a t  
c ru sh e d  th e  d iode  in  D es M oines.

I th in k  th e  d isa b le d  em o tio n a lity  
of h u m a n  b e in g s  is a  r e s u l t  of the  
f a c t  t h a t  t h e y  h a v e  n o t  y e t  
d isc o v e red  th e  sp e c tru m  of se n ­
tie n ce . I know  you  w ou ld  b e  no m o re  
s u rp r is e d  if I to ld  yo u  th ey  h a d n ’t 
y e t  m a d e  a  co n n ec tio n  b e tw een  se x ­
u a l a c tiv i ty  a n d  re p ro d u c tio n . B u t it 
is tru e . T h ey  la c k  th e  v a g u e s t notion  
of th e  se n tie n c e  th a t  in v e s ts  a ll m a t­
te r  f ro m  th e  s m a lle s t  m o lecu le  to 
th e  la rg e s t  g a lax y . T hey  ac tu a lly  
b e liev e  th a t  th e  s ta r s  b e h a v e  th e  
w ay  th e y  do a s  a  r e s u l t  o f so m e th in g  
ca lle d  “ n a tu r e ” r a th e r  th a n  by 
c h o ic e .  H ow  d o  th e y  e x p l a in  
b in a rie s , n o v ae , p u ls a rs ,  a n d  s in g u ­
la r i t ie s ,  you  sa y ?  D on’t  ev en  ask .

Human Fiction

A m ong  th e  100 ap p e n d ic e s  a t ­
ta c h e d  to  th is  r e p o r t  a r e  se v e ra l 
sp e c im e n s  of “ f ic tio n ,” w h ich  w ere  
p re p a re d  by  h u m a n  bein g s. T hey  
a r e  in c lu d ed  to  g iv e  you  a n  in s ig h t 
in to  th e  m in d s  of c r e a tu r e s  w ho a c ­
tu a lly  m a n a g e  to  fu n c tio n  in th e ir  
e n v iro n m e n t w ith o u t a n y  a w a re n e s s  
of th e  se n tie n c e  s p e c tru m . T h ese  
“ f ic tio n s”  a r e  lik e  th e  te lev is io n  
show s w e a r e  so  u se d  to  fro m  o u r 
m o n ito rin g  of E a r th  ra d io  s ig n a ls , 
ex c e p t th a t  th e y  a r e  in  th e  fo rm  of 
p r in t. T h is  p r in t  g iv e s  th e  v ie w e r an  
o p p o r tu n ity  to  d ecode th em  a n d  
e n h a n c e  th e m  w ith  p e rso n a l im ag i-
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(C on tinued  fro m  p a g e  66)
f ilte r  he  p re se n tly  h as . In  th is  s ta te ,  th e  tru e  n a tu re  of 
re a li ty  w ill pou r into h is b r a in .”

T he w a r t  q u iv e re d  w ith  w h a t I cou ld  only c o n s tru e  
a s  p u re  d eligh t.

“ T he h u m a n  m in d , being  in c a p a b le  of v iew ing  
tru e  re a li ty ,  w ill th row  b ac k  up its  f ilte r , bu t . . .”  He 
he ld  up  an  ex ten d ed  bony f in g e r  to  d r iv e  hom e th e  
point. “ T h is f ilte r  w ill now co n fo rm  to ou r n o rm . The 
co n sc io u sn ess  of th e  a u d ien c e  w ill fo rce  th e  f ilte r  to 
a lig n  to o u r  n a rro w  b an d  of r e a lity . A llen G risw ald  
w ill be c u re d !”

An u p ro a r  filled  th e  au d ien c e . S e v e ra l people  
laughed . T he g a rlic  f a tm a n  le t ou t a  re c o rd -se ttin g  
th re e  b u rp s . B ut I no ticed  h a rd ly  a n y  of th is . M y body 
h ad  s a t in th e  e le c tr ic  c h a ir , a n d  m y  ey es  w ere  now 
looking a t  th e  w ash in g  m ach in e . M y eyes w e re  being  
m o s t co o p e ra tiv e  today .

D r. C h ris th o ffe r  w a lk ed  to th e  w ash in g  m a ch in e  
a n d  lifted  up  th e  lid . I d id n ’t se e  a  load  of la u n d ry  
an y w h e re . I t  w as  th en  th a t  I re a liz e d  he  m u s t be ta k ­
ing out a  load . R each in g  in an d  ru m m a g in g  a ro u n d , he 
pu lled  o u t a  foo tball h e lm e t to w h ich  w as  a t ta c h e d  th e  
longest s t r a n d s  of noodles I h ad  e v e r  seen . No m a t te r  
how fa r  he pu lled  ou t th e  h e lm e t I co u ld n ’t see  th e  end  
of a sing le  p iece . I hoped  M rs. C h ris th o ffe r  w a sn ’t in 
th e  a u d ien c e  to see  th e  so r t of th in g s h e r  h u sb a n d  tr ie d  
to p u t in th e  w ash in g  m ach in e .

H e slip p ed  th e  foo tball h e lm e t o v e r  m y  head .
“ All I n eed  do is a c tiv a te  th e  m a s te r  sw itch , an d  in 

a few  m o m e n ts  A llen w ill be c u re d .”
T he a u d ien c e  s a t  q u ie tly  a t  th is  p ro c la m a tio n . I 

m ig h t h a v e  h e a rd  h a lf  a  b u rp , o r i t  m ig h t h av e  been  
m y  e a r s  popp ing  an d  p lay in g  tr ic k s  on m e. D r. 
C h ris th o ffe r s e t  th e  w ash in g  m a c h in e  to r in se  an d  
pu sh ed  in th e  knob. N obody s ta r t s  w ash in g  c lo thes on 
th e  r in se  cy c le  I though t. I t w as  th e  la s t  th in g  I 
though t. M y h ea d  exploded .

I looked th ro u g h  a  fishbow l.
T he b a rn  sw allow  cocked  its  h ead . “ I t ’s re a lly  

q u ite  s im p le , A llen, r e a li ty  is  a  s in g le  con tinuous r e la ­
tionsh ip . I t ’s  lit tle  m o re  th a n  a s in g le  eq u a tio n  w ith  
u se r-d e fin ed  b o u n d a ry  cond itions an d  an  in fin ite  
n u m b e r of so lu tio n s .”  I ts  b row n  b e a k  p eck ed  for h id ­
den  m ite s  b e n e a th  its  w ing fe a th e rs .

“ I d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d ,” I ch irp e d  in b a rn  sw allow . 
I t  w as  th e  le a s t  I cou ld  do s in ce  th e  b ird  w as  k ind 
enough  to ta lk  to m e  in E n g lish .

A g as sy  m a e ls tro m  b e lch ed  g ra v ity  w av es. “ Of 
co u rse  you d o n ’t , ”  sa id  th e  q u a s a r .  “ T h e  f i l te r  still 
re m a in s . L e t m e  help  y o u ,”  i t  sa id .

I d r if te d  th ro u g h  a  r a d ia tio n  se a . T he q u a s a r  gob­
bled  tw o re d  g ia n ts , a  n eu tro n  s t a r  an d  topped  off its  
m e a l w ith  a  p u lsa r. L ike th e  g a r lic  f a t  m an , it b u rp ed , 
b u t w h at it b u rp ed  w as  h a rd  g a m m a  ra y s .

T he fishbow l o v e r m y  fac e  c ra zed .
“ I t ’s  so  s im p le ,”  sa id  th e  old s a m u ra i.  “ R e a lity  is 

w h a t you m a k e  it. If th e  m in d  w ills it, th e  fa b r ic  of r e ­
a lity  w ill co n fo rm  to it. ”

I bow ed to th e  w a rr io r  an d  w as  re w a rd e d  w ith  a

sm a sh in g  blow  of h is  sw ord . I h e a rd  g la ss  b rea k .
“ I t  is  w ill a lone  th a t  d ic ta te s  r e a l i ty ,”  ro a re d  

T h o r. H is b icep s  bu lg ing , h e  sw ung his h a m m e r  in a 
d o u b le -h an d ed  g ra s p  o v e r  h is h ead . “ W ill i t ,”  he  
bellow ed. T he h a m m e r  c ra s h e d  in to  m y  fishbow l 
h e lm e t. A ch ink  of g la ss  flew  b e fo re  m y  face . A h a rd  
lig h t of in fin ite  co lo rs  p o u red  in to  m y  eyes.

“ Do you  u n d e rs ta n d  n o w ?”  a s k e d  th e  T in M an. 
“ H av e  you  go t th e  h e a r t  to u se  y o u r m in d ? ”

I nodded , m y  h ea d  ra t t l in g  in th e  c ra c k e d  an d  
b ro k en  fishbow l.

“ T hen  ta k e  h e a r t ! ”  h e  y e lled , h is ja w  lock ing  
open  a s  he  s c re a m e d . A sw ing  of h is a x e  rip p ed  th e  top 
of th e  fishbow l c lea n ly  off m y  head . M y b ra in  sizzled.

“ Y ou’re  a lm o s t th e re  n o w ,”  sa id  th e  cyclops. A 
s in g le  re d  eye  s ta re d  in to  m y  fac e . “ C an  you see  the 
eq u a tio n ?  F ee l th e  fa b r ic  of r e a l i ty .”  I t  sm a sh e d  m y  
fa c e  w ith  a  tre e -s tu m p  c lub . G lass  sh a tte re d .

I p icked  m y se lf  up  fro m  th e  s to n e  floor. Only th e  
lip  of th e  fishbow l hung  a ro u n d  m y neck .

“ M ay I he lp  you, s i r e ? ”  a s k e d  th e  s ilv e r  p rin ce ss .
F lo a tin g  a b o v e  th e  floo r, h e r  w h ite  s lip p e rs  too 

p u re  to touch  th e  e a r th , sh e  h o v ered  b e fo re  m e. “ T he 
la s t  s liv e rs  o f - th e  f ilte r  r e m a in ,” sh e  sa id . “ If I 
re m o v e  it, y o u r  m in d  w ill d e fin e  re a lity . N o th ing  will 
b ind  y o u .” H er d e lic a te  f in g e rs  c a re s s e d  th e  g la ss  r in g  
a ro u n d  m y  th ro a t.

“ D r. C h ris th o ffe r  sa id  th a t  a  f ilte r  d ire c te d  by th e  
co n sc io u sn ess  of th e  au d ie n c e  w ould fill m y  m in d ,”  I 
to ld  h er.

“ O nly  if you w ill i t , ”  s a id  th e  p rin ce ss . “ Y ou a r e  
now  re a lity . D efine  y o u rse lf .”  She k issed  m y  ch eek  
g en tly , th en  lifted  th e  g la ss  c o l la r  o v e r  m y  head .

N oth ing  o b s tru c te d  m y  vision.

“ C an you  h e a r  m e , A lle n ?”  a sk ed  D r. C h ris th o f­
fe r .

I opened  m y  ey es. R eac h in g  up w ith  h an d s  th a t 
a n s w e re d  m y  b ra in , I re m o v e d  th e  h e lm e t. I stood.

T he a u d ien c e  re m a in e d  sp eech less . N ot even  a 
b u rp  could  be h ea rd .

“ A lb aco re  tu n a ,”  I w h isp e red .
“ W hat d id  you s a y ? ”  a s k e d  th e  docto r.
I looked in to  h is face . H e knew  w h a t I h ad  sa id .
“ A lb aco re  t u n a ! ”  I shou ted .
T he a u d ito r iu m  shook. D u s t ra in e d  dow n from  the 

ce iling . A b ree ze  p u sh ed  th e  h a ir  off m y  fo reh ead . I 
cou ld  sm e ll th e  se a , a n d  h e a r  th e  c ra c k  of w aves. T he 
so u n d s of pound ing  su r f  p o u red  fro m  th e  ro o m ’s 
lo u d sp e ak e rs .

“ A lb a c o re tu n a !”  I ro a re d . F ish  exp loded  from  
th e  a ir . F lo p p in g  an d  sq u irm in g , g ills pu m p in g  out 
re m a in in g  s e a -w a te r , tu n a s  s li th e re d  a c ro ss  th e  floor.

“ C a re  fo r so m e  m a y o  w ith  y o u r tu n a ? ”  I a sk ed  
D o cto r C h ris th o ffe r.

C olor d ra in e d  fro m  th e  o ld m a n ’s  face . H e sa g g ed  
g e n tly  to th e  floor, w h ich  w as  now  co v e red  in w avy- 
w h ite  m a y o n n a ise .

F a r  up  in th e  au d ito i iu m  th e  g a r lic  fa tm a n  b u rp ed  
convu lsive ly .

I n e v e r  w ould  h a v e  b e liev ed  it, b u t th e  w a r t  h ad  
c u re d  m e of m y  in san ity . T h is  w as  go ing  to be fun.

— ABO —
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Alien Publisher
(C on tinued  fro m  p a g e  67) 
n a tion . It is a  c le v e r  w ay  to in c re a se  
th e  in te ra c tiv ity  of th e  s to ry -v iew ing  
ex p e rien c e , an d  I a m  s u re  p r in t  w ill 
ev e n tu a lly  g row  to be a  m e d iu m  of 
g r e a t  im p o rta n c e  in  E a r th  co m ­
m u n ic a tio n s , p e rh a p s  s u rp a s s in g  
te lev ision  one day . W e shou ld  con­
s id e r  deve lop ing  a v e rs io n  of th e  
techn ique.

W hen you rev iew  th e  ap p en d ix  
ite m s , you w ill see  th a t  so m e  of th e  
h u m a n  beings com e c lo se r  to see in g  
th e  sen tie n ce  sp e c tru m  th a n  o th e rs . 
N ote, in  p a r tic u la r ,  th e  ite m s  titled  
T h e  Veda  an d  T he O ld M an  a n d  th e  
S ea . By an d  la rg e , h ow ever, h u m a n  
beings b elieve  th a t  se n tie n c e  is  a 
lim ite d  co m m o d ity  (so m e  of th em  
even  r e fe r  to  it  a s  a  g if t) ,  an d  the  
m ost th o u g h tle ss  of th e m  b e liev e  it  
is  no t sh a re d  by an y  c r e a tu re s  o u t­
s id e  of h u m a n ity !  T h e re  is a lso  even  
a  sm a ll m in o r ity  m a d e  up  of tw o 
g ro u p s, one ca lle d  “ p sy c h o tic s”  an d  
the o th e r  ca lle d  “ b e h a v io r is ts ,”  who 
se em  to  th ink  th a t  co n sc io u sn ess  is 
lim ited  to th e m se lv e s . B u t th e  r e s t  
of h u m a n ity  reco g n ize s  th e  r isk  in 
th is  v iew po in t an d  h a s  ta k e n  s te p s  to 
r e n d e r  th e se  in d iv id u a ls  le ss  d a n ­
g e ro u s  by e ith e r  lock ing  th em  up or 
g iv in g  th e m  u n iv e rs i ty  a p p o in t­
m en ts .

Y ou will u n d e rs ta n d  th e  a p p e n ­
dix  item s m uch  b e t te r  if you know  
th a t  th is  q u a in t notion  of se n tie n ce  
being  a  h u m a n  g ift h a s  been  a  m a jo r  
th e m e  of th e ir  cosm ology . A m ong 
th e  m a n y  s e p a ra te  cu ltu re s  th a t  in ­
h ab it th is  p lan e t, th e  ru le  is  fo r the  
m e m b e rs  of an y  tr ib e  to  co n s id e r 
th e m se lv e s  “ p eo p le” an d  o u ts id e rs

a s  “ o th e rs .”  T h is b e lie f  is  p re d o m i­
n a n t  in  th e  sm a ll an d  w eak  g ro u p s 
am o n g  th em  (w hom  th e  r e s t  ca ll 
“ p r i m i t i v e s ”  o r  “ a b o r ig i n e s ” ) 
w h e re  it  does lit tle  h a rm . B u t it 
ta k e s  hold am o n g  s tro n g e r  g ro u p s 
p e rio d ica lly , w ith  d e v a s ta tin g  e f­
fec ts . T he la s t  m a jo r  such  s ic k n ess  
took p la ce  in a  reg io n  ca lle d  “ G e r­
m a n y ” ju s t  a b o u t 50 E a r th  y e a r s  
ag o  (see  th e  ap p en d ix  ite m  en title d  
T he R is e  a n d  F a ll  o f  th e  T h ird  
R e ic h ) ,  b u t an o th e r  p la g u e  w ith  
m o re  m y s tic a l o v e rto n e s  s e e m s  to 
be in c u b a tin g  in a  p la c e  ca lle d  the  
“ M iddle E a s t . ”

E v e n  th o se  w ho ack n o w led g e  
th e  se n tie n ce  of o th e r  h u m a n  beings 
c a n n o t s tr e tc h  th e ir  im a g in a tio n s  to  
ac k n o w led g e  th e  se n tie n c e  of a ll 
m a tte r .  Any tim e  a  g ro u p  of h u m an  
being  s e ts  up  a  s e tt le m e n t som e 
p la ce , th e  g ro u p  m e m b e rs  c r e a te  
s to r ie s  w h ich  d ep ic t th a t  p la c e  as 
th e  c e n te r  of th e  E a r th .  T his notion  
r e a c h e d  its  u l t im a te  e x p re ss io n  
ab o u t fou r h u n d red  y e a r s  ag o , w hen  
th e  e d u c a te d  am o n g  th e m  g e n e ra l­
ized  th e  b elief to  th e  p rin c ip le  th a t  
th e  E a r th  w as  th e  c e n te r  of the  
cosm os. See th e  ap p en d ix  item  titled  
th e  A lm a g e s t.  I t w as sy m b o lic  of 
th e ir  b as ic  b e lief th a t  h u m a n  beings 
w e re  th e  v e ry  p u rp o se  o f th e  u n i­
v e r s e , a  b e lief th ey  still a d h e re  to , 
d e sp ite  th e ir  v a u n te d  e f fo rts  a t  
c o m m u n ic a t i o n  w i th  e x t r a t e r ­
r e s t r ia l  in te llig en c e  a n d  a  sm a ll 
m o v e m en t d e d ic a te d  to  se c u r in g  th e  
r ig h ts  of an im a ls .

I a d v ise  you to rev ie w  th e  a p ­
pend ix  ite m s  c a re fu lly . A b e t te r  
u n d e rs ta n d in g  of h u m a n  beings w ill 
be  n e c e s sa ry  fo r you to b en e fit from  
m y  su b se q u en t re p o r ts .  E a c h  of

th e se  re p o r ts  w ill in c lu d e  ad d itio n a l 
ap p e n d ic es , e sp ec ia lly  m o re  fic­
tions.

I h av e  lo c a te d  m y se lf  in a  p lace  
ca lle d  M em ph is, T en n essee . I t is 
u n b e a ra b ly  frig id , b u t a t  le a s t  it  is 
h u m id , w h ich  h e lp s  to hold w h a t lit­
tle  h e a t th e re  is . I know  I w ould  find 
a  tro p ic a l lo ca tio n  m u ch  m o re  con­
d u c iv e  to good h ea lth , b u t I can  
s tu d y  m o st e ffic ien tly  am o n g  the 
h u m a n  g ro u p  c a lle d  A m erican s . 
A nd I c a n  s tu d y  A m eric an s  m ost e f­
f ic ien tly  in  th is  M em ph is p lace .

I h av e  b eco m e v e ry  p a r tia l  to a 
s p e c u la tiv e  ty p e  of w ork  ca lled  
s c i e n c e  f ic t io n .  S o m e  of th i s  
sp e c u la tiv e  m a te r ia l  a lm o s t show s 
a n  a w a re n e s s , so m e tim es , of the 
se n tie n ce  sp e c tru m  an d  th e re fo re  
g iv e s  m e hope fo r h u m a n  beings.

T h is hope is so m e th in g  th a t  su s ­
ta in s  m e. Y ou w ill s e e  am o n g  the 
a p p e n d ix  i te m s  a  w o rk  c a lle d  
R o b in so n  C rusoe. I t  is  a book, w ri t­
te n  b y  a n  E n g lish  h u m a n  being  o ver 
200 E a r t h  y e a r s  a g o ,  w h ic h  
d e sc r ib e s  a  m a n  w ho e n d u re d  p ro ­
longed  iso la tio n  w ith  only a h e rd  of 
g o a ts  an d  a  s e rv a n t  fo r co m p an io n ­
sh ip . I t  co m es  re a so n a b ly  c lo se  to 
co nvey ing  how  I feel on th is  p la n e t 
w ith  th e  sp a c e  v e n t c losed  an d  all 
hope of a  r e tu rn  to A ris lost. T he d if­
fe re n c e  b e tw een  m e an d  C rusoe , of 
co u rse , is  th a t  I h av e  no se rv a n t. Of­
ten  I h a v e  no hope, e ith e r .

M y n ex t b u rs t  w ill be  p laced  on 
“ T h e  T o n ig h t Show ,”  d isg u ised  as  
th e  m o m e n ta ry  m e n ta l la p se  of a 
g u e s t w ho w ro te  a  book on m em o ry  
im p ro v e m en t. I t is  e n tire ly  too 
h u m a n , I know , b u t I th ink  the  m an  
is  a  f ra u d  an d  could  no t r e s is t  the 
te m p ta tio n .

— ABO —

Brothers
(C on tinued  fro m  p a g e  63)
in to  th e  fo re s t an d  s topped , b ew ild ered . T h e re  w as  no 
o th e r  p lace  he  cou ld  go. T u rn e d  ou t like  he w as , th e re  
w e re  no o th e r  peop le  w ho w ould  ta k e  h im  in.

P e te  an d  H ady  w e re  ou t on th e  po rch . P a ,  M a an d  
R ev e ren d  S orenson  h a d  gone inside. D an ie l lay  
sp ra d d le d  in th e  y a rd , h is le g s  tw is ted  a s  if he  w ere  
still runn ing .

T he sp a c e  c a p ta in  w ould  he lp  h im , if only Z eke 
could w a it th e  six  m o n th s till he c a m e  back . Zeke 
g u essed  he  p ro b ab ly  co u ld n ’t m a k e  it. H e th o u g h t 
ab o u t liv ing  ou t in th e  w ild w ith o u t D an ie l. H e th o u g h t 
ab o u t hu n g er. H e th o u g h t ab o u t cold.

D an ie l h a d  d ied  in ig n o ran c e , b u t Z eke dec id ed  he 
w o u ld n ’t. H e d id n ’t  w a n t to d ie  by ch a n ce , e i th e r . 
C h an ce  m ig h t be  a  w hole lo t w orse . H e an d  D an ie l had  
done so m e th in g  th ey  sh o u ld n ’t h av e , an d , one w ay  o r 
a n o th e r , th e y  w e re  go ing  to  pay . Z eke w as  old enough 
to u n d e rs ta n d  th e  re la tio n sh ip  be tw een  G od an d  m a n ; 
b e tw e en  m a n  an d  boy.

H e s te p p e d  ou t fro m  b eh in d  th e  tr e e  an d  s ta r te d  
dow n in a  s te a d y  w alk  to w ard s  th e  y a rd . H ady  — 
th a n k  G od it w as  H ad y  — ra is e d  h is  r if le  an d  s ig h ted  
slow .

— ABO —
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Why Aboriginal SF?
(Taken from ABO  No. 1)

By Charles C. Ryan

W hy h a v e  w e ca lled  ou r new  
m a g az in e  A b o rig in a l S F ? A fte r a ll, 
“ a b o r ig in a l” m e a n s  n a tiv e  o r in ­
d igenous. I t  c a n  a lso  m e a n  f ir s t  o r 
o r ig in a l, o r  p e rta in in g  to ab o rig in es . 
And in so m e  c irc le s  it h as  com e to 
m e an  p r im it iv e  o r b a c k w ard . So 
w hy A b o rig in a l S F ?

F a r t  of th e  a n sw e r  c a n  be re a d  
on p ag e  67 — th e  e s sa y  by  o u r a lien  
p ub lisher.

Yup. A lien: a s  in f ir s t  conta-ct; 
a s  in an  e x t ra te r r e s t r ia l ,  a  v is ito r  
from  an o th e r  p la n e t in a so la r 
sy s tem  18 lig h t y e a rs  from  E a r th ;  a s  
in B E M  (bug-eyed  m o n s te r ) . A lien.

W e know  th a t  m a y  be h a rd  to 
sw allow . I t w as  fo r us, a t  f irs t. A nd it 
w as fo r th e  P en ta g o n . W e w en t to  
them  w hen  w e s tu m b led  on the  
a lie n ’s s ig n a l in one of those  s e re n ­
d ip itous, look ing-fo r-som eth ing-else  
a c c id e n ts  th a t  m a k e  s c ie n t i f i c  
r e s e a rc h  so m uch  fun. B u t the  P e n ­
tagon  th o u g h t w e w e re  n u ts  and  
re fe r re d  us to a  U FO  soc ie ty . E v en  
th e  U F O ites  d id n ’t be lieve  us. T he 
sc ie n tis ts  a t  S E T I (S e a rch  fo r E x ­
t r a t e r r e s t r i a l  I n te l l ig e n c e )  ju s t  
lau g h ed  an d  told u s w e shou ld  w rite  
sc ien ce  fiction . (W hat the  heck , C arl 
S ag an  d id .)

So, h e re  w e a re .
One rea so n  no one be liev ed  u s is 

th a t  the  a l ie n ’s s ig n a l is tra v e lin g  in 
the  w rong  d irec tio n . We w e re n ’t 
s c a n n i n g  t h e  h e a v e n s  f o r  
a s tro n o m ic a l ev en ts , o r looking fo r a 
new  s ta r  to n a m e  a f te r  o u rse lv e s . 
W e w e ren ’t  looking for a  s ig n a l a t  
a ll, w hich, w e suppose , is how w e 
found it. As b es t a s  w e c a n  te ll from  
our sk e tch y  tra n s la tio n  of its  la n ­
guage , ou r a lien  is som e so r t of cu l­
tu ra l  an th ro p o lo g is t a n d  it is b e a m ­
ing se lec tions of E a r th ’s c u ltu re  
b ack  to its hom e sy s tem  (m o re  
ab o u t th a t  la te r ) .  A nd it s e em s to 
h a v e  d ev e lo p ed  a  fo n d n ess  fo r

sc ie n c e  fic tion , w h ich  co m p rise s  
m u ch  of th e  l i te r a tu r e  it h a s  d ec ided  
to  co llec t.

W e th eo rize  th a t  th e  a lien  h as  
found a  w ay  of ta p p in g  in to  ou r 
c o m m u n ic a tio n s  s y s te m s  an d , even  
m o re  im p o rta n tly , in to  o u r co m ­
p u te rs  — a ll of th em . H ow ? A sk a n y  
c o m p u te r  bu ff. C o m p u te rs  e m it 
ra d io  s ig n a ls . C o m p u te rs  so ld  to  the 
g o v e rn m e n t w h ich  m ig h t be u sed  on 
c la s s in e d  m a te r ia l  h av e  to m e e t a 
“ te m p e s t” ra tin g  so no s ig n a ls  w ill 
le ak . C o m m erc ia l co m p u te rs  h av e  
to  b e  sh ie ld ed  to m e e t FC C  (F e d e ra l  
C o m m u n ica tio n s  C om m ission) r e g ­
u la tio n s  to  p re v e n t th e m  fro m  in te r ­
fe r in g  w ith  rad io  a n d  te lev ision  
s ig n a ls . A p p a ren tly  th a t  sh ie ld in g  
is n ’t  good enough. W e sa y  th a t 
b e c a u s e ,  in  a d d i t io n  to  m u c h  
p u b lish ed  l i te r a tu r e ,  w e d isc o v ered  
a  g r e a t  d ea l of u n p u b lish ed  w ork  in 
th e  a l ie n ’s  sig n a l. In c lu d in g  a ll of
th e  sh o r t s to r ie s  in  th is issue . O ur 
a lien  is  ta p p in g  in to  th e  co m p u te rs  
u se d  by w r i te r s  fo r w o rd  p ro ce ss in g  
a n d  is s te a lin g  th e ir  m a te r ia l .

W ith a ll th a t  d a ta  s it t in g  in ou r 
h a n d s  w e d ec id ed  to c a p ita liz e  on it 
a n d  th is  m a g a z in e  is th e  re su lt. 
U n like  th e  a lien , w ho is  an  o u tr ig h t 
p la g ia r is t  a n d  th ie f, w e co n ta c te d  
th e  a u th o rs  of th e  s to r ie s  in  th is  
is su e  a n d  p a id  them .

W e h a v e n ’t  th e  fa in te s t  id ea  of 
w h a t ou r p u b lish e r  looks like , e i th e r  
in its  a lien  fo rm  o r in th e  h u m a n  
g u ise  i t  h a s  ado p ted . T he a lien  
b ro a d c a s ts  its  s ig n a l on a m on th ly  
b a s is , a n d  a s  soon a s  w e c a n  a r r a n g e  
i t ,  w e w ill b rin g  you th e  tra n s la tio n s  
a t  th e  s a m e  in te rv a l.  B u t fo r 
te ch n ic a l re a so n s  ou r tra n s la tio n s  
w ill h av e  to  re m a in  b im o n th ly  for a 
few  issues.

N ow  th a t  y o u ’v e  r e a d  th e  
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P u b lis h e r ’s  N ote, you h av e  an  idea 
w hy w e ch o se  o u r n am e . To it, w e 
a r e  a b o r ig in a ls  — a ll of us on E a r th .  
I t m a k e s  sen se . As d u m b  a s  th e  a lien  
a p p e a rs  to be ab o u t som e th ings 
(w hen  w as  th e  la s t  tim e  y o u  tr ie d  to 
ta lk  to a  1986 5.0 l i te r  V-8 F o rd  
M u s ta n g ? ) , it h a s  th a t  edge. Any 
c r e a tu re  c a p a b le  of c ro ss in g  in ­
te r s te l la r  d is ta n c e s  w ould  h av e  to 
co n s id e r  E a r th lin g s  ab o rig in e s  and  
so m e w h a t b a c k w a rd  a n d  p rim itiv e  
by  co m p ariso n .

D on’t le t i t  g e t you dow n, 
though . I t  w as  bound  to  h ap p en  
so o n e r o r la te r . A nd th e re  is pow er 
in a  n am e . R e ad  a lit tle  ab o u t the  
a b o rig in e s  of A u s tra lia . T hey  h av e  
pow er. T he pow er to  co m m u n e  w ith  
n a tu re . T he po w er of d re a m  tim e. 
T he re a l  s e c re t  of po w er is to ta k e  
so m e th in g  p e rc e iv e d  a s  a  w eak n ess 
a n d  tu rn  it in to  a  s tre n g th . A nd a f te r  
a ll, is n ’t  th a t  w h a t sc ien c e  fiction  is? 
O ur d re a m  tim e ?  O ur ch a n ce  to ex ­
p lo re  “ W h at i f ? ”  to  the  fu lle s t?

An a b o rig in e  d o esn ’t la c k  in ­
te llig en ce , only  know ledge a n d  ex ­
p e rie n ce . In  m a n y  w ay s  th ey  a r e  
m o re  c a p a b le  in th e ir  ow n en v iro n ­
m e n t th a n  th e  su pposed ly  c iv ilized  
w h ite s  w ho d ubbed  th e m  ab o rig in e s  
in th e  f i r s t  p lace . I t ’s  u n like ly  an y  of 
us, fo r in s tan c e , cou ld  su rv iv e  in the 
A u s tra lia n  o u tb a ck  w ith  no th ing  bu t 
a lo inclo th . E v e n  though  w e a r e  the  
la s t  ones to be ap o lo g is ts  fo r the  
h u m a n  r a c e  (w e h av e  o u r ow n lis t of 
sh o r tc o m in g s ) , th is  a lien  co m es off 
a  b it h igh  a n d  m ig h ty  co m m en tin g  
on o u r se n tie n ce  level. I t  is se lling  us 
sh o rt. In  a  se n se  it is doing w h a t 
so m e  of th e  le ss  th ough tfu l of us do 
w hen  w e a s su m e  the  h a n d ica p p ed  in 
o u r so c ie ty  liv e  le ss  th a n  full lives 
b ec au se  of an  im p a ire d  se n se  of 
s ig h t o r h e a r in g . No w ay . Any lack

(Continued to page 79)
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Passing
By Elaine Radford
Art by Leslie Pardew

S o m etim es S u san  tr ie s  to touch  th e  t r a n s m it te r  in 
h e r  head , tr ie s  to w ork  o u t w h e re  it is in h e r  b ra in . She 
know s, of co u rse , th a t  i t ’s in h e r  co rtex , in h e r  (to  be 
p rec ise )  le ft o cc ip ita l lobe, b u t th a t isn ’t w h a t she 
m ean s . S he’s try in g  to  fe e l  i t  in th e re , a s  if th a t  s liv e r  
sm a ll a s  a  d u s t m o te  cou ld  a c tu a lly  im p a c t upon  h e r  
n e rv e s . As if th o se  fam o u sly  num b b ra in  ce lls  could  
d e te c t sen sa tio n .

M ost of th e  tim e  though , she c o n c e n tra te s  on 
p ass in g  a s  a  h u m a n , a  no t im p o ssib le  ch o re  since, 
a f te r  all, th e  body sh e  w e a rs  w as  cloned  fro m  genu ine  
E a r th  h u m an o id  ce lls . (H e r b ra in  too, fo r th a t  m a t­
te r .)  B io log ically  sp eak in g , s h e ’s a  T e r ra n  a p e  dow n 
to h e r  la s t  g e n e ; th e  t r a n s m it te r  d o esn ’t a f fe c t th a t.

T he tr a n s m it te r  d o esn ’t a f fe c t an y th in g . I t ju s t  
s its  th e re  a n d  w a tc h es . A nd sends.

S u sa n ’s d u ty  is to be  a  h u m a n . S he’ll k eep  a t  it u n ­
til sh e  d ies. O r u n til th e  t r a n s m it te r  does. U n like ly  
th a t:  th e  t r a n s m it te r s  a r e  d es ig n ed  w ith  a v e ra g e  
life sp an s  five tim e s  th a t  of a  h u m an . T h e re  a r e  no 
p ro v is ions fo r r e tr ie v in g  S usan  if th e  t r a n s m it te r  for 
so m e re a so n  fa ils  w h ile  sh e  is  s till a live . She w ill then  
s im p ly  b eco m e fu nction less .

So so m e tim es  S u san  th in k s  ab o u t th e  u n fa irn e s s  of 
the sy s tem , fo r it  isn ’t in co n ce iv ab le  th a t  th e  in s t ru ­
m e n t could  d ie  fo r so m e  re a so n  beyond  h e r  con tro l. 
W hen sh e  c a tc h e s  h e rse lf  w o rry in g  a t  th e  id ea , sh e  
sn a tc h e s  h e rse lf  b ack  to th e  p re s e n t in a  h u r ry , so  th a t  
sh e  c a n  c o n c e n tra te  o nce m o re  on being  h u m an .

A fte r a ll, tho se  th o u g h ts  a r e  be ing  b e a m e d  hom e 
ju s t  like a ll h e r  o th e rs , a n d  s h e ’d r a th e r  n o t h av e  too 
m a n y  g ru m b lin g s  on rec o rd . N ot th a t  h e r  peop le  d o n ’t 
allow  co m p la in t o r even  d o w nrigh t d issen t, you 
u n d e rs ta n d . N or is it  th a t  an  exp en siv e  in te r s te l la r  
m ission  is  like ly  to sw oop dow n to  r e c a ll  o r b ra in w a sh  
a  re se n tfu l ag en t. I t ’s s im p ly  th a t  sh e  h a te s  be ing  
p e rc e iv e d  a s  w h in y .

T oday  sh e  s its  a t  h e r  desk  a n d  s ta re s  ou t th e  w in ­
dow a t  th e  ja m -u p  on th e  b rid g e  o v e r  th e  r iv e r  w hen 
th e  M erxen  com es in to  th e  room . H is n a m e  is T om ; 
sh e  s e c re tly  n ic k n am e d  h im  M erxen  b ec a u se  th a t ’s 
w h a t he  looks like : an  a w k w a rd  co n g lo m era tio n  of 
la rg e  s la b s  of m e a t  s tu ffed  in to  a  b u s in e ss  su it. L ike 
h e r , h e ’s a n  a c co u n tan t.

( “ A w h a tV ' s h e ’d ex c la im e d  w hen  th ey  p roud ly  
to ld  h e r  w h ere  sh e  w as  going to  be in se rte d  in to  the  
cu ltu re . “ I ’m  going to  be a w h a t? ”

(“ B u t I d o n ’t know  an y th in g  ab o u t a c c o u n tin g ,”
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sh e  p ro te s te d , s ta r in g  h e r  g lo ssy -sca led  m e n to r  in its 
th ird  eye.

( “ N e ith e r  do th e  g ra d u a te s  of th e  u n iv e rs ity  
y o u ’r e  su p p o sed  to  h a v e  a t te n d e d ,”  i t  rep lied .)

“ I d o n ’t h av e  an y th in g  to d o ,”  th e  M erx en  co m ­
p la ined .

“ N e ith e r  do I ,”  S u san  a g re e d , p u sh ing  h e r  p a p e rs  
a s id e . “ I  w as  try in g  to look busy  to k eep  J a c k  off m y  
back . I w an n a  sn e a k  o u t e a r ly  th is  a f te rn o o n .”

“ H eav y  d a te , h u h ? ” H e le e red . S u san  h a d  no ticed  
th a t  m en  in b u s in e ss  su its  o ften  fe lt ob liged  to le e r. It 
w as  too b ad  a b o u t T om , w ho o th e rw ise  w as  an  
a g re e a b le  enough  so rt, by  w hich  sh e  m e a n t (a s  she 
a s su m e d  h u m a n s  d id ) th a t  h e  n e v e r  d id  an y th in g  su f­
f ic ien tly  in te re s tin g  to an n o y  anyone .

“ M a y b e ,”  sh e  sa id , sm ilin g  d u tifu lly . (W om en in 
b u sin e ss  su its  w e re  ob liged  to sm ile .)

“ T h o u g h t I ’d  m en tio n  th a t  so m e of th e  guys a re  
go ing  o v er  to th e  C a ju n  C ache a f te r  w ork . T h e y ’re  
h av in g  an  a l l ig a to r  ta s t in g .”

W om en, in an y  d re ss , w e re  ob liged  to w ince  a t  the 
v e ry  id ea  of co n su m in g  rep ti le s . S u san  did  so, q u ite  
re a lis t ic a lly  a c tu a lly , s in ce  in h e r  u p b rin g in g  if not 
h e r  genes sh e  w as  ak in  to so m e r a th e r  la rg e  rep tile s  
h e rse lf .

“ Ah, d o n ’t look like  th a t. I t ’ll b e  fu n .”
“ B u t th a n k  God, I ’m  o th e rw ise  occup ied . T he 

d a te , you know . I d o n ’t th in k  h e ’s m u c h  fo r ’g a to r  
m e a t .”

T he d a te , w hom  sh e  la te r  m e t in fro n t of h e r  office 
b u i ld in g , w a s  c a l le d  R ic h a rd .  S h e ’d s e c r e t ly  
n ic k n am e d  h im  S in g erp e ltn , a f te r  th e  s le n d e r  n a tiv es  
of th e  n ex t to  in n e rm o s t p la n e t of E p silo n  E rid a n i. He 
w as  ta ll a n d  th in , a ll sk in  an d  an g les , a  S in g erp e ltn  
a f te r  a  h e a v y  m olt.

“ W here  sh a ll w e e a t  to n ig h t? ”  he  ask ed .
“ D unno ... W e h a d  a n  in v ite  to m u n ch  ’g a to r . . .”
“ G a h .”  H e m a d e  a  face . “ I ’ll be g lad  w hen  th a t 

f a d ’s p a s t .”
“ I d o n ’t th in k  i t ’ll be m u ch  lo n g e r .”
T hey  h a d  no th in g  e lse  to e x c h an g e  ab o u t each  

o th e r ’s  d ay . T hey  en d ed  up in a  fa s t  food p la ce  th a t 
w as  n e ith e r  fa s t  n o r  a p u rv e y o r  of food. S u san  p icked  
a t  th e  p la s tic  on h e r  p la te  w ith o u t e n th u s ia sm .

“ Y ou on a n o th e r  d ie t? ”  th e  S in g erp e ltn  ask ed . 
“ O ne d a y  th e re ’s g onna be a  good w ind a n d  i t ’s gonna 
p ick  you up  a n d  blow  you a w a y .”

N e v e rth e le ss  w om en  w e re  ob liged  to d ie t. Susan
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se ized  h ap p ily  on th e  e x c u se  n o t to  e a t .  “ I w as  tw o 
pounds o v e r  th is  m o rn in g ,” sh e  sa id .

“ Tw o pounds. T hose  old s c a le s  a r e n ’t  a c c u ra te  to  
w ith in  tw o po u n d s .”

“ I know . T h a t’s w hy I d o n ’t w a n n a  new  one. G et 
one of those  d ig ita l read -o u ts  a n d  w h a te v e r  it  s a y s , 
k id , th a t ’s  w h a t you  w eigh . W ith  th e  o ld  one, I c a n  
a lw ay s  sa y  i t ’s  off o r  w eig h in g  too h ea v y  o r  so m e­
th in g .”

T h a t w as  d in n e r.

S o m etim es  S u san  th in k s  a b o u t th e  t r a n s m it te r  in  
h e r  h e a d  a n d  hopes th a t  s h e ’s sen d in g  b a c k  th e  r ig h t 
k in d  of d a ta . N ot th a t  sh e  h a s  m u ch  co n tro l o v e r  it. 
W h a te v e r  h ap p en s  to  h e r , w h a te v e r  sh e  fee ls , th a t ’s 
w h a t g e ts  sen t. N e v e rth e le ss . I t  s e e m s  h e r  life  is too 
ex c itin g  so m e tim es . T h e y ’d w a n te d  so m eo n e  to  s tu d y  
th e  e v e ry d a y  life  o f th e  E a r th  h u m a n , a  d is t illa tio n  of 
th e  ty p ic a l c r e a tu r e ’s ex is te n ce . N o th ing  f la sh y , none 
of y o u r ro ck  s ta r s  a n d  g r e a t  le a d e rs .  J u s t  so m e th in g  
s im p le , h u m d ru m . An a c c o u n ta n t’s life.

Y et h e r  e x is te n ce  is  no th in g  if n o t filled  w ith  
d a n g e r , su sp en se , v ic to ry , a n d  d e fe a t. L a s t  n ig h t, fo r 
in s tan c e , sh e  a n d  R ic h a rd  w e re  a lm o s t k illed  by  a  
sp eed in g  au to m o b ile . T he d a y  befo re , s h e ’d m e t a  
W ing-by — sh e  ca lle d  h im  th a t  b e c a u se  h e  w as  lit tle  
a n d  f lu tte ry  like  th e  se n tie n t b ird s  o f th e  p la n e t M N elli 
— a n d  th e  W ing-by h a d  co n fid ed  th a t  h e  k illed  peop le  
fo r a  hobby . (A lso a  liv ing , sh e  su sp e c te d ; h e  p a id  fo r 
h e r  d r in k s , d in n e r, e v e ry th in g  w ith  c a sh  in s te a d  of th e  
lit tle  p la s tic  c a rd s  th a t  re s p e c ta b le  c itiz en s  u sed .)  
A nyw ay, he  c la im e d  th a t  h e  b e lo n g ed  to  a  w hole c lub  
of m en  th a t  tra v e le d  a ro u n d  th e  co u n try  k illing  peo ­
ple.

“ W h y ?” sh e  asked .
“ So th a t  no one w ill know  w ho I a m .”  H e p u sh ed  

b ac k  h is  p la te  a n d  c ro sse d  kn ife  a n d  fo rk  a c ro s s  it. 
‘‘T h e re  isn ’t  a  sou l a l iv e  w ho know s w ho I  a m .”

' ‘W ho a r e  you? ’ ’ sh e  ask ed .
H e w h isp e re d  in h e r  e a r . “ I ’m  a n  a lie n  fro m  o u te r  

s p a c e .”
I t w as th e  la s t  th in g  sh e  ex p ec ted . “ No k idd ing! 

W here a r e  you  fro m ?  ’ ’
“ I t ’s a  s e c r e t ,”  he  sa id . “ Y ou know  too m u c h  a l ­

re a d y . Y ou’ll h av e  to  d ie .”
“ B u t i t ’s OK. I ’m  one to o .”
“ O h , su re . T h a t’s w h a t th ey  a ll s a y . ”
T hen , la te r ,  w h en  th ey  w ere  a lo n e  a t  th e  

la k e fro n t, h e ’d ta k e n  o u t h is  kn ife  a n d  d ra w n  it  u p  to 
S u san ’s th ro a t. She w ish ed  h e a r ti ly  sh e  p o sse sse d  one 
of th o se  im p e n e tra b le  h id es  th a t  a l ie n s  h a v e  on TV. O r 
m a y b e  a  B -m ovie la s e r  gun.

J u s t  th en  a  p ick -up  c a m e  sp eed in g  ro u n d  th e  bend , 
its  lig h ts  chopp ing  th e  la k e  like  k n iv e s . T he W ing-by 
froze, p inned  like  a  d e e r  by th e  h e a d lig h ts , a n d  S usan  
je rk e d  b a c k w a rd s  a n d  ou t of th e  c a r .  “ H e lp !”  sh e  
c r ie d , d ash in g  d ire c tly  in to  th e  p a th  of th e  tru c k . 
“ H e’s go ing  to  k ill m e ! ” T he  tru c k  sw e rv e d  d a n g e r ­
ously , its  le ft t ir e s  k ick in g  d ir t,  b e fo re  zoom ing  a ro u n d  
h e r  b ack  in to  th e  n igh t. S u san  co u ld n ’t  th in k  ab o u t h e r  
in ex p lic ab le  a b a n d o n m e n t. T he W ing-by w a s  a l re a d y  
ch a s in g  h e r , ca llin g  like  a  co n c e rn ed  lover.

“ W h a t’s th e  m a t te r  w ith  you, you c ra z y ?  You

could  g e t  y o u rse lf  sq u a sh e d  f la t  p u lling  th a t  s h i t . .. ’ ’
S u san  r a n ,  h e r  h e a r t  sh r ie k in g , o v e r  th e  le v e e  a n d  

dow n to  th e  n e a r  b u ild in g  of th e  li t t le  co lleg e  c a m p u s  
on th e  o th e r  s ide . “ H elp  m e ,” sh e  s c re a m e d , no t 
know ing  th a t  sh e  w a s  sc re a m in g . “ F o r  G od’s sa k e , 
h e lp  m e ! ” W hen sh e  re a c h e d  th e  s a fe ty  of th e  bu ild ­
ing , th e  s tu d e n ts  re fu se d  to  look a t  h e r .

T hen , la te r ,  s h e ’d h a d  a  f ig h t w ith  R ic h a rd  ab o u t 
w h e re  s h e ’d been . Im a g in e , one a d u lt  y e lling  a t  
a n o th e r  b e c a u s e  sh e  h a d n ’t  to ld  h im  w h ere  sh e  w as 
going.

T h e ir  a r t  w as  lik e  th a t  too; th e ir  m o s t h igh ly  
r e g a rd e d  d r a m a  rev o lv e d  a b o u t p eop le  yelling , 
s c re a m in g , a n d  sh r ie k in g  a t  one  a n o th e r , w h ile  th e ir  
le s s e r  e ffo rts  d e a l t  w ith  th e  p h y s ic a l v io len ce  of k ill­
ing , ra p in g , b om bing . T h e ir  t r a s h  w as  a b o u t sex  an d  
love. O nly  th e ir  m y th s  co n c e rn e d  p e a c e  a n d  co n te n t­
m e n t, a n d  th a t  in  su c h  a  co e rc iv e , su llen  p a c k a g e  it 
w as  obvious th a t  th e  E a r th  h u m a n s  r e s e n te d  th e  v e ry  
id ea .

So it  w a s n ’t u n lik e ly  th a t  S u sa n ’s e x p e rien c e s  
m ig h t v e ry  w ell b e  ty p ic a l. She sh iv e rs . If a n  acco u n ­
t a n t ’s life  is w h a t th e se  E a r th  h u m a n s  ca ll du ll, s h e ’s 
d eep ly  g ra te fu l  sh e  w a s n ’t  a s s ig n e d  th e  ro le  o f rock  
s ta r .  O r g r e a t  le a d e r .

S o m e tim es  S u san  th in k s  a b o u t th e  t r a n s m it te r  in  
h e r  h e a d  a n d  w o n d e rs  if sh e  cou ld  m a n a g e  to  h av e  it 
rem o v e d . A fte r a l l ,  s h e ’s a n  E a r th  a p e  now , d e s tin e d  
n e v e r  to  le a v e  th is  p la n e t a g a in , a n d  a n y w a y  h e r  body 
a n d  b ra in  a r e  c o n s tru c te d  of th e  v e ry  s tu ff  of th is  
p la n e t. O nly h e r  c u ltu re , a  th in  la y e r  b a re ly  co n cea l­
ing  th e  a n im a l w ith in  (o r  so  th e  E a r th  books te ll h e r ) ,  
d if fe re n tia te s  h e r  fro m  a n y  o th e r  su ited  ap e .

H e r  c u l tu re  a n d  h e r  t r a n s m it te r .  S o m etim es  she  
re s e n ts  th e  fa c t th a t  s h e ’s fo rc ed  to  sp y  upon  h e r  own 
peop le . S o m e tim es  sh e  d o e sn ’t  know  w ho h e r  own 
peop le  a re .

A t lu n c h  th e  M erx en  k ee p s  g la n c in g  u n ea s ily  o v er 
h e r  sh o u ld e r. A t l a s t  h e  sw allow s so m e  c o u ra g e  in h is 
w ine  a n d  s a y s , “ Do you  re a liz e  th e re ’s  a  m a n  follow ­
ing  y o u ? ”

“ How c a n  an y o n e  be  fo llow ing m e? I ’m  ju s t  s i t­
tin g  h e r e ,” S u san  s a id  sen s ib ly .

“ W ell, so ’s he , n o w ."  T he  M erx en  tw is ted  h is 
w e ig h tl if te r ’s fa c e  n e rv o u sly . “ B u t h e  w as  w aitin g  
o u ts id e  th e  o ffice  a n d  th e n  h e  fo llow ed u s in  h e re  an d  
now  h e ’s even  o rd e re d  w h a t y o u ’r e  h a v in g .”

“ C o in c id en ce .”  B u t sh e  fe in ted  a  h a lf- tu rn , s to p ­
p ed  only  b y  th e  M e rx e n ’s re s tr a in in g  h an d . “ D on’t 
look. I d o n ’t w a n t h im  to  know  w e ’ve  sp o tted  h im . 
M ay b e  you  c a n  g e t a n  u n o b tru s iv e  g la n c e  a t  h im  if you 
m a k e  lik e  y o u ’r e  go ing  to  th e  la d ie s ’ ro o m .”

S u san  c a n  h a rd ly  im a g in e  how  sh e  c a n  “ m a k e  
lik e ”  s h e ’s g o ing  to  th e  la d ie s ’ ro o m  w ith o u t a c tu a lly  
go ing  th e re ,  so  sh e  a b a n d o n s  h e r  w a rm  p la te  w ith  a 
sigh . A t th e  re s tro o m  door, sh e  p a u s e s  a n d  flicks h e r  
ey e s  su r re p tit io u s ly  to  th e  s id e . S he  se e s  th e  w a tc h e r . 
I t  is  th e  W ing-by. S u san  s ig h s  a g a in  a n d  e n te rs  th e  
la d ie s ’.

* * *  * * *  * * *

S o m e tim es  S u san  th in k s  ab o u t th e  t r a n s m it te r  in 
h e r  h e a d  a n d  w o n d ers  w hy. Is  h e r  life  an y  d if fe re n t 
th a n  it  w ou ld  h a v e  been  w ith o u t it?  H er ch ildhood  a n d
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ad o le sc en c e  d iffe red , tru e , b u t now  th a t  th e y ’v e  fad ed  
in to  m e m o ry  a n d  h e r  p a p e rs  a r e  in  o rd e r , sh e  ca n  
s c a rc e ly  b e liev e  sh e  sp e n t h e r  f i r s t  tw en ty -so m e y e a rs  
in  o rb it. She se em s p e rfe c tly  in te rc h a n g e a b le  w ith  
a n y  n u m b e r  of o th e r  a c c o u n ta n ts  o r  ev en  f in an c ia l 
a d v iso rs , h e r  s e c re t  t r u e  function  an  ir re le v a n c e . I t 
h a rd ly  se e m s  enough  m e re ly  to  live  a n d  to  th in k , even  
if a n  ad v a n ce d  c iv iliz a tio n  is a s s id u o u s ly  scan n in g  
y o u r thou g h ts .

W h a t’s  it a ll fo r, sh e  w o n d ers , s tu n n e d  by  th e  
b a n a lity  of h e r  a lien -schoo led  m ind .

W alk ing  dow n to th e  b us s to p  a f te r  w ork , S u san  is 
a c co s ted  by a  d ru n k  w ho s tro n g ly  re se m b le s  a  g h o st­
lik e  t lm e m e . H e tr ie s  to  g ra b  h e r  r ig h t b re a s t .  S usan  
h its  h im  w ith  a  b r ie fc a se ; s h e ’s u p se t. How d a re  he? 
A nd sh e  in h e r  bu s in e ss  s u i t . ..!

(L a te r  sh e  is p le a se d , c e r ta in  h e r  o u tra g e  is as  
r e a l  a s  an  E a r th b o rn  h u m a n ’s.)

“ L a d y ,” a  s t r a n g e r  sa y s , b low ing a  c loud  of w h ite  
to b acco  sm o k e  th ro u g h  tw in  n o s tr ils  s tr ik in g ly  like  a 
Y a n im ’s. “ T h e re ’s a m a n  ca llin g  you, I th in k ...”

S usan  tu rn s , an n o y ed . S u re  enough , i t ’s th e  
W ing-by. H e’s g e ttin g  to  be a n u isan ce . She hops in 
w h a te v e r  bus h ap p e n ed  to  be  p a rk e d  a t  th e  s to p  an d  
r id e s  s e v e ra l m ile s  o u t of h e r  w ay .

S o m etim es  S u san  th in k s  ab o u t th e  t r a n s m it te r  in 
h e r  h ead  a n d  im a g in e s  it  b e ing  a  re c e iv e r  a s  w ell. She 
g e ts  so  lonely , try in g  to p a s s  a s  a h u m a n . D esp ite  th e  
p le th o ra  of books, m ov ies, a n d  TV p ro g ra m s  s h e ’s 
s tu d ied  on th e  top ic , sh e  finds h e rse lf  su rp ris in g ly  ill- 
eq u ip p ed  to h an d le  th e  r e a l i ty  of b e in g  s ta lk e d  by a 
c ra z e d  k ille r . She w o n d ers  how  th e  E a r th  p eo p le  s ta y  
so ca lm . T h e y ’r e  u sed  to  it, sh e  sup p o ses. She c a n ’t 
ta lk  to  th e se  sm o o th -faced  a lie n s  w ith  th e ir  sc a le le s s  
fa c e s ; sh e  w ishes h e r  o ld  m e n to r  cou ld  b eam  so m e 
re a s s u r in g  p h ra s e  in to  h e r  sku ll, ev en  if on ly  a  w ord , a 
f ra c tio n  of a  w ord , a  sigh . H e r  p eo p le ’s s ig h s  co n ta in ­
ed  so m u c h  m e a n in g ...

She m e e ts  R ic h a rd  th e  S in g erp e ltn  for d in n e r  an d  
ta lk s  ab o u t no th ing  to  h im . T hey  ex c h an g e  s to r ie s  
a b o u t th e ir  jobs, ab o u t th e  w e a th e r . S usan  se e s  the  
W ing-by s it tin g  in  a  d a rk  c o rn e r  of th e  r e s ta u r a n t  
g la r in g  f ie rce ly  a t  a  p la te  of chow  m ein . No one e a ts  
chow  m ein  a n y  m o re , e sp ec ia lly  no t in C h inese  r e s ­
ta u ra n ts .  T he  W ing-by is r e m a rk a b ly  ill-in fo rm ed  for 
a n  a lien  spy . S u san  d ec id e s  no t to  m en tio n  h is ex ­
is ten c e  to R ich a rd .

T h ey ’r e  w alk ing  to  th e  c a r  to g e th e r , sh e  a n d  th e  
S in g erp e ltn , th e  W ing-by tra i lin g  beh ind . A b ra v e  s ta r  
o r tw o w inks th ro u g h  th e  c ity  h aze . P ro b a b ly  not 
s ta rs ,  S u san  d ec id es , b u t p la n e ts . She d ro p s  h e r  g aze  
from  h e a v e n  in  t im e  to  c a tc h  th e  S in g e rp e ltn  w re n ­
ch ing  a  kn ife  fro m  th e  W ing-by’s  h an d . R ic h a rd  b ra n ­
d ish es h is  new -w on w eap o n  f ie rc e ly ; h e ’s w a tc h e d  a ll 
th e  p ro g ra m s  too. “ Now g e t lo s t ,”  h e  sa id . “ A nd fas t. 
B efo re I g e t m a d  an d  d ec id e  to  s ic  th e  cops on y o u r 
a s s .”

T he W ing-by f lu tte re d  b a c k w a rd , sp it tin g  a t  th e  
g round . “ I ’ll g it h e r ,”  he  sa id . “ Y ou c a n ’t s ta n d  g u a rd  
o v e r  h e r  fo re v e r .”

“ L o rd ,” th e  S in g erp e ltn  m u tte re d . T h en  h is ey e s  
f lash ed  a t  Susan . “ Y ou know  th a t  sch izo id?  ”

She nodded , looking aw a y  fro m  h is an g e r .
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“ W h a t’s th e  m a t te r  w ith  h im ? ”
“ H e th in k s  I ’m  g o ing  to te ll th e  w o rld  h is b ig  

s e c r e t .”
“ O h ?”
“ H e’s a n  a lie n  sp y  fro m  o u te r  sp a ce . S en t dow n in 

h u m a n  fo rm  fo r a n  in -dep th  s tu d y  of life  on E a r th .”
R ic h a rd  sn o rted . “ A re n ’t w e a l l ? ” h e s a id .
S o m etim es  S u san  th in k s  ab o u t th e  t r a n s m it te r  in  

h e r  b ra in  a n d  w o n d ers  if i t ’s th e re  a t  a ll. She c a n ’t 
se em  to  p in p o in t its  im a g e  a n y w h e re  in  h e r  skull. 
M aybe th e  w hole s itu a tio n  is a ll in h e r  head .

W ell, of c o u rse . O ne w ay  o r  an o th e r , i t ’s c e r ta in ly  
all in h e r  h ead . S o m ew h ere  in sp a c e , fro m  a lm o s t a  
lig h t y e a r  a w a y  th e  sh ip  is re a d in g  h e r  though ts , 
s tu d y in g  th e m  a s  if th e y  w e re  of in te n se  im p o rta n c e  
a n d  in te re s t ,  a lth o u g h  th e  sh ip  w ill no t re tu rn  in h e r  
life tim e . T h e re  is no fa s te r- th a n -lig h t tra v e l.  T h ere  is 
no sh ip . T h e re  a r e  no a lie n s  fro m  o u te r  sp a ce . O r if 
th e re  a re ,  it  m a k e s  no d if fe re n c e  an y w ay .

T he su n  is co m in g  up  o v e r  th e  lev ee  an d  th e  
S in g erp e ltn  tu rn s  re s tle s s ly  in  h is  s leep , d rea m in g , 
S u san  th in k s , of o th e r  w o rld s . B u t th e re  a r e  no o th e r  
w orld s . T h e re  a r e  no su n s . T h e re  a r e  only n eu ro n s  f ir ­
ing  in a  b ra in .

T he W ing-by is c lim b in g  th e  f ire  e sca p e , h is  face  
re c k le s s  w ith  fu ry . N o one w ho know s w ho h e  is  h a s  
e v e r  e lu d ed  h im  fo r th is  long. S u san  w a tc h es  h im  a p ­
p ro a c h  a n d  locks th e  w indow s a n d  doors. She d ia ls  the 
po lice. “ T h e re ’s a  m a n  o u ts id e  m y  house. H e ’s going 
to  b re a k  in ,”  sh e  say s.

T he  w o m an  a t  th e  o th e r  end  of th e  line  sighs. “ Do 
you  know  w ho it is, hon? H ave you e v e r  seen  th is  m an  
b e fo re ? ”

“ Of co u rse  n o t,” S u san  sa y s , b u t no t f a s t  enough 
to  fool th e  po lice  o ffice r. E v e n  though  th e  w om an  
ta k e s  h e r  a d d re s s  a n d  phone n u m b e r, h e r  tone  say s  
c le a r ly  th a t  sh e  th in k s  S usan  is  w a s tin g  h e r  tim e.

“ A c a r  w ill be  o u t,”  th e  o ffic e r s a y s , in  a voice 
sa y in g  c le a r ly  th a t  no c a r  w ill be  sen t. S u san  h an g s  up  
a n d  looks a ro u n d . T he W ing-by is a t  th e  w indow , 
s la sh in g  a t  th e  s c re e n  w ith  h is kn ife .

“ R ic h a rd ,” sh e  s a y s , sh a k in g  h is  shou lder. 
“ R ic h a rd , w ak e  u p .”

H e opens a n  eye , th e n  je rk s  u p  a b ru p tly . “ C all th e  
po lice . I ’ll find  a  w e a p o n .”

“ I a l re a d y  c a l le d .”
“ Oh, g o o d ,”
“ M aybe  w e shou ld  ju s t  le a v e  th e  o th e r  w a y . ”
“ Oh. O K .” H e sounds d isap p o in ted  a t  no t g e ttin g  

a n o th e r  o p p o rtu n ity  to  d isp lay  h is  u se fu ln e ss  to Susan .
T h ey  le a v e  by th e  fro n t. S u san  th in k s  ab o u t m o v ­

ing , ab o u t w h a t a  n u isa n c e  a ll th a t  w ill be. She fan ­
ta s iz e s  b rie f ly  ab o u t k illing  th e  W ing-by; th en  sh e  
w o u ld n ’t h av e  to  b o th e r. She fa n ta s iz e s  in m o re  d e ta il 
ab o u t R ic h a rd  do ing  it. T h en  sh e  w o u ld n ’t be  in ­
co n v en ien ced  a t  a ll.

“ W e’re  go ing  dow n to th e  s ta tio n  a n d  h av in g  
so m e th in g  done ab o u t th is  loon. O bviously , h e ’s  som e 
k ind  of p sy c h o .”

S u san  nods. T hey  g e t to  th e  c a r . B eh ind  them , 
fo o ts tep s . T h ey  tu rn  a n d  see  th a t  th is  tim e  th e  W ing- 
b y ’s  g o t a  gun . H e ’s sm ilin g .

“ A lien  a s s h o le !”  S u san  s c re a m s  a s  she  a n d  th e

Annual Anthology, May 1988





S in g erp e ltn  le ap  in to  th e  c a r  an d  s c re e c h  aw a y . A 
bu lle t w hizzes by th e  r ig h th a n d  m ir ro r .  “ Y ou m is s ­
ed! ”  S usan  c row s loudly.

“ I d o n ’t  know  w ho’s  c r a z ie r ,”  R ic h a rd  sa y s . “ You 
o r h im . O r m e, fo r g e ttin g  m ix e d  up  w ith  som ebody  
w ho g e ts  m ix ed  up  w ith  people like th a t .”

“ A liens,”  S usan  rep lie s  un th in k in g ly . “ A liens like 
th a t .”

“ P eo p le , a lien s , w h a t’s  th e  d if fe re n c e ? ” R ic h a rd  
sa y s . H e looks tired . H is d re a m s  h a v e n ’t b een  re s tfu l.

“ I ’v e  been  a sk in g  m y se lf  th a t  v e ry  q u e s tio n ,” 
S usan  says.

B ehind  th em  th e  W ing-by ru n s  ou t of b u lle ts  an d  
fad es  a w ay . T hey  n e v e r  se e  h im  a g a in .

S o m etim es S usan  th in k s  ab o u t th e  t r a n s m it te r  in 
h e r  h ead  an d  tr ie s  to r e m e m b e r  w h e re  sh e  go t su ch  an  
odd idea. P eo p le  w ould  th in k  sh e  w as c ra z y  if th ey  
knew . In the  a f te rn o o n , R ic h a rd  a sk s  h e r  to m a rry  
h im , an d  she  a g re e s . T hey  w ill live  h a p p ily  e v e r  a f te r  
a n d  a lw a y s  n a rro w ly  e s c a p e  th e  b u lle ts  fro m  
psych o tic  guns. In  th e  even ing , th ey  shop  fo r  r in g s  an d  
e a t  a  can d le lig h t d in n e r.

In the  m o rn in g , R ic h a rd  te lls  h e r  he h a s  a s e c re t  
he re a lly  m u s t sh a re . H e is an  a lien  fro m  o u te r  sp a ce , 
se n t to spy  upon  th e  p eop le  of E a r th ,  e tc .

S usan  lau g h s . I t is  a s  sh e  d id n ’t d a re  a llow  h e rse lf  
to su sp ec t. T h e re  a r e  no sp a ce sh ip s  no r W ing-bys nor 
t r a n s m it te rs  in w rith in g  sku lls , b u t m o s t of a ll th e re  
a r e  no E a r th  peop le . “ L ike you  s a id ,”  sh e  say s . 
“ A re n ’t w e a l l? ”

— ABO —

Prior Restraint
( C on tinued  fr o m  p a g e  11)

th e  sc re en p la y . Y ou w ill g ive  us th e  o rig in a l. ’’
I w a sn ’t in th e  m ood fo r th is . I  s ta r t e d  closing  

th e  door.
“ Y ou h av e  so  m u ch  ta s te ,”  I sa id . I d id n ’t c a re  

how th ey  got th e  sc r ip t , no t then . I ju s t  w a n te d  to 
find  a w ay  to s le ep  u n til w hen  I w oke up  th e  boy 
w ould s till be a live .

T hey  p u sh ed  th e  door open  an d  c a m e  in. “ Y ou 
see , M r. M urphy , un til w e a l te re d  y o u r c a r  y e s te r ­
d ay , y o u r p a th  a n d  th e  boy ’s  n e v e r  d id  in te rs e c t. 
W e h ad  to  t r y  fou r tim es  to g e t th e  tim in g  r ig h t, b u t 
w e fina lly  m a d e  it. I t ’s  th e  n ice  th ing  ab o u t tim e  
tra v e l. If you blow  it, you ca n  a lw a y s  go b ack  an d  
g e t it r ig h t th e  n ex t t im e .”

I co u ld n ’t be liev e  an y o n e  w ould  w a n t to  ta k e  
c re d it for th e  b oy ’s  d ea th . “ W h at fo r? ”  I ask ed .

A nd th ey  to ld  m e . S eem s th e  boy w a s  ev en  
m o re  ta le n te d  th a n  an y o n e  th o u g h t. H e w as  going 
to g row  up an d  be a  w rite r . A jo u rn a l is t  a n d  c r it ic . 
A nd he w as  going to c a u se  a  lo t of p ro b lem s fo r a 
p a r t ic u la r  g o v e rn m e n t so m e fo rty  y e a r s  dow n th e  
line. H e w as  e sp ec ia lly  going to w rite  th r e e  books 
th a t  w ould ch a n g e  th e  w hole w ay  of th in k in g  of a 
la rg e  n u m b e r of peop le . T he w rong  w ay .

“ W e’re  a ll w r i te r s  o u rse lv e s ,”  M eek s a y s  to 
m e. “ I t  sh o u ld n ’t s u rp r is e  you th a t  w e ta k e  ou r 
w ritin g  v e ry  se rio u s ly . M ore  se rio u s ly  th a n  y o u  do. 
W rite rs , th e  good w ri te r s ,  ca n  c h a n g e  people. A nd 
so m e of th e  c h a n g es  a r e n ’t v e ry  good. By k illing  
th a t  boy  y e s te rd a y , you  see , you sto p p ed  a  bloody 
c iv il w a r  so m e s ix ty  y e a r s  f ro m  now. W e’v e  a l ­
r e a d y  ch eck ed  an d  th e re  a r e  som e u n p le a sa n t s id e  
e ffec ts , b u t n o th in g  th a t  c a n ’t  be coped  w ith . S av ed  
se v en  m illion  lives. Y ou sh o u ld n ’t  feel b ad  ab o u t 
i t .”

I r e m e m b e re d  th e  th in g s  th ey  h a d  know n ab o u t 
m e . T h ings th a t  nobody could  h a v e  know n I fe lt 
s tu p id  b e c a u se  I b eg a n  to b e liev e  th e y  m igh t be fo r 
re a l. I fe lt a f ra id  b e c a u s e  th e y  w e re  c a lm  w hen 
th e y  ta lk ed  of th e  b oy ’s d ea th . I a sk ed , “ W here do I 
co m e in? W hy m e ? ”

“ Oh, i t ’s  s im p le . Y o u ’re  a  v e ry  good w rite r . 
D estin ed  to  b e  th e  b e s t of y o u r ag e . F ic tio n . A nd 
th is  sc re e n p la y . In  th re e  h u n d re d  y e a r s  th e y ’r e  go­
ing  to c o m p a re  you to  S h a k e s p e a re  an d  th e  poor old 
b a rd  w ill lose. T he tro u b le  is, M urphy , y o u ’r e  a 
godaw fu l h ed o n is t a n d  a  p e s s im is t to boot, an d  if w e 
c a n  ju s t  k eep  you fro m  p u b lish in g  an y th in g , th e  
w hole a r t i s t ic  m ood of tw o c e n tu r ie s  w ill be 
b r ig h te n e d  c o n s id e rab ly . N ot to m en tio n  th e  
p re v e n tio n  of a  fam in e  in se v en ty  y e a rs . H is to ry  
m a k e s  s tr a n g e  con n ec tio n s, M urphy , a n d  y o u ’re  a t  
th e  h e a r t  of a  lo t of su ffe rin g . If you n e v e r  pub lish , 
th e  w orld  w ill be a  m u ch  b e t te r  p la c e  fo r 
e v e ry o n e .”

Y ou w e re n ’t th e re , you d id n ’t h e a r  th em . Y ou 
d id n ’t see  th e m , s it tin g  on m y  couch , leg s c ro sse d , 
nodd ing , g e s tu rin g  lik e  th ey  w e re  sa y in g  th e  m o s t 
n a tu ra l  th in g  in th e  w orld . F ro m  th e m  I le a rn e d  
how  to w ri te  g en u in e  in sa n ity . N ot som ebody  
fro th in g  a t  th e  m o u th ; ju s t  som ebody  s it tin g  th e re  
like a good frie n d , sa y in g  im p o ss ib le  th ings , c ru e l 
th in g s , a n d  sm ilin g  an d  g e ttin g  e x c ite d  an d  — 
J e s u s ,  you  d o n ’t know . B e ca u se  I be lieved  th em . 
T hey  knew , you see . A nd th e y  w e re  too  in san e , ev en  
a  m a d m a n  could  h a v e  com e up  w ith  a b e t te r  hoax  
th a n  th a t. A nd I ’m  m a k in g  it sound  a s  if I be lieved  
th e m  lo g ica lly , b u t I d id n ’t, I d o n ’t th ink  I c an  p e r ­
s u a d e  you, e i th e r , b u t t r u s t  m e —if I know  w hen  a 
m a n  is b lu ffing  o r te llin g  th e  tru th , a n d  I do, th e se  
tw o w e re  no t b lu ffing . A ch ild  h a d  d ied , a n d  th ey  
knew  how  m a n y  tim e s  I h ad  tu rn e d  th e  key  in th e  
ign ition . A nd th e re  w as  tru th  in those  te r r ib le  ey es 
w hen  M eek sa id , “ If you w illing ly  r e f ra in  fro m  
pub lish in g , you w ill be a llow ed  to live . If you re fu se , 
th en  you w ill d ie  w ith in  th re e  d ay s . A no th er w r i te r  
w ill kill you — a c c id e n ta lly , o f co u rse . W e only  h a v e  
a u th o r i ty  to w ork  th ro u g h  a u th o rs .”

I a s k e d  th e m  w hy. T he a n s w e r  m a d e  m e  laugh . 
I t  s e em s th ey  w e re  fro m  th e  A u th o rs ’ G uild. “ I t ’s  a 
m a t te r  of re sp o n s ib ility . If you re fu se  to ta k e  r e ­
sp o n sib ility  fo r th e  fu tu re  co n seq u en ces  of yo u r 
a c ts ,  w e ’ll h a v e  to g iv e  th e  re sp o n s ib ility  to so m e ­
body e ls e .”

And so I a sk e d  th e m  w hy th ey  d id n ’t ju s t  kill 
m e  in th e  f irs t  p la c e  in s te a d  of w as tin g  tim e  ta lk in g
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to  m e .
I t  w as  T re e  w ho a n sw e re d , a n d  th e  b a s ta r d  w as  

c ry in g , an d  h e  s a y s  to m e , “ B e ca u se  w e love you. 
W e love e v e ry th in g  you  w rite . W e’v e  le a rn e d  
e v e ry th in g  w e know  a b o u t w ritin g  fro m  you. And 
w e ’ll lose it  if you d ie .”

T hey  tr ie d  to conso le  m e  by te llin g  m e  w h a t 
good co m p an y  I w as  in . T h o m a s  H a rd y  — they  
m a d e  h im  g iv e  u p  novels a n d  s tic k  to  p o e try  w hich  
nobody r e a d  a n d  so  it w as  sa fe . M eek te lls  m e , 
“ H em in g w ay  d ec id ed  to  kill h im se lf  in s te a d  of 
w a itin g  fo r u s to  do it. A nd th e re  a r e  so m e o th e rs  
w ho only h a d  to  r e f ra in  fro m  w ritin g  a  p a r t ic u la r  
book. I t  h u r t  th em , b u t F itz g e ra ld  w as  s till a b le  to  
h av e  a  d e c e n t c a r e e r  w ith  th e  o th e r  books h e  could  
w rite , a n d  P e re lm a n  g a v e  it  to  u s  in  lau g h s , s in ce  
he  co u ld n ’t  be a llow ed  to  w ri te  h is  r e a l  w ork . W e 
only b o th e r  w ith  g r e a t  w ri te rs .  B ad  w ri te rs  a r e n ’t  a  
th r e a t  to an y b o d y .”

W e s tru c k  a  s o r t  of b a rg a in . I cou ld  go on  w r i t­
ing. B u t a f te r  I h a d  fin ish ed  ev e ry th in g , I h a d  to  
b u rn  it. A ll b u t th e  f i r s t  th re e  p ag e s . “ If  you  fin ish  it 
a t  a l l ,” s a y s  M eek, “ w e ’ll h a v e  a  copy  of it h e re . 
T h e re ’s a  l ib ra ry  h e re  th a t  — uh , I g u es s  th e  e a s ie s t  
w ay  to s a y  it  is th a t  i t  e x is ts  o u ts id e  tim e . Y ou’ii be 
pu b lish ed , in  a  w ay . J u s t  no t in  y o u r ow n tim e . N ot 
fo r ab o u t e ig h t h u n d red  y e a rs . B u t a t  le a s t  you can  
w rite . T h e re  a r e  o th e rs  w ho h a v e  to  k ee p  th e ir  pens 
co m p le te ly  s till. I t  b re a k s  ou r h e a r ts ,  you k n o w .”

I knew  a ll ab o u t b ro k en  h e a r ts ,  y es  s ir ,  I knew  
a ll a b o u t it. I b u rn e d  a ll b u t th e  f i r s t  th re e  p ag es .

T h e re ’s only  one re a so n  fo r a  w r i te r  to  q u it 
w ritin g , a n d  th a t ’s  w hen  th e  C en so rsh ip  B o a rd  g e ts

to  h im . A nybody e lse  w ho q u its  is ju s t  a  go ld -p la ted  
ja c k a s s .  “ S w a p ” M o rris  d o e sn ’t  even  know  w h a t 
r e a l  c e n so rsh ip  is. I t  d o e sn ’t h a p p e n  in  l ib ra r ie s .  I t  
h a p p e n s  on th e  hoods of c a r s .  So go on, b ec o m e  a 
r e a l  e s ta te  b ro k e r , se ll in su ra n c e , follow S an ta  
C laus a n d  c le a n  u p  th e  r e in d e e r  poo, I d o n ’t g iv e  a  
d am n . B u t if  you  g iv e  u p  so m e th in g  th a t  I w ill n e v e r  
h av e , I ’m  th ro u g h  w ith  you. T h e re ’s no th ing  in  you 
fo r  m e .

* * *
So I w rite . A nd D oc re a d s  it  a n d  te a r s  i t  to 

p ie c e s ; e v e ry th in g  e x c e p t th is . T h is  h e ’ll n e v e r  see. 
T h is  h e ’d  p ro b a b ly  k ill m e  fo r, b u t w h a t th e  hell?  
I t ’ll n e v e r  g e t  p u b lish ed . No, no, I ’m  too  vain . 
Y ou’r e  re a d in g  it, a r e n ’t you? See how  I p u t m y  ego 
on th e  line?  If I ’m  r e a lly  a  good enough  w ri te r ,  if 
m y  w o rk  is im p o r ta n t enough  to  c h a n g e  th e  w orld , 
th e n  a  coup le  of g u y s  in  b u s in e ss  su its  w ill co m e 
m a k e  m e  a  p ro p o sitio n  I c a n ’t  re fu se , an d  you  w on’t 
r e a d  th is  a t  a ll, b u t you  a r e  r e a d in g  it, a r e n ’t  you? 
W hy a m  I do ing  th is  to  m y se lf?  M ay b e  I ’m  hop ing  
th e y ’ll co m e  a n d  g iv e  m e  a n  e x c u se  to  q u it w ritin g  
now , b e fo re  I find  o u t th a t  I ’v e  a l re a d y  w ritte n  a s  
w ell a s  I ’m  e v e r  go ing  to. B u t h e re  I th u m b  m y  nose 
a t  th o se  g o d d a m  fu tu re  c r i t ic s  a n d  th e y  ig n o re  m e , 
th e y  te ll e x a c t ly  w h a t m y  w o rk  is  w orth .

O r m a y b e  no t. M ay b e  I re a lly  a m  good, b u t m y  
w o rk  ju s t  h a p p e n s  to  h a v e  a  p o sitiv e  e ffec t, h a p ­
p en s  n o t to  m a k e  a n y  u n p le a s a n t w av e s  in  th e  
fu tu re . M ay b e  I ’m  one of th e  lucky  ones w ho ca n  
ac c o m p lish  so m e th in g  p o w erfu l th a t  d o esn ’t need  
to  be  c e n so re d  to  p ro te e t  th e  fu tu re .

M ay b e  p igs h a v e  w ings.
— ABO —

W hy Aboriginal ?
(C on tinued  fr o m  p a g e  71) 
can be compensated for, any handi­
cap overcome. That’s the way we 
are when we are at our best.

W e, for in s tan c e , h a v e  f ig u re d  
ou t w h ere  o u r p u b lis h e r’s ho m e 
p la n e t is — in a  b in a ry , o r  doub le­
s ta r ,  sy s te m  know n a s  E ta  C ass in 
th e  co n s te lla tio n  C assiope ia , o r 19 
C ass. O nce w e knew  th a t  m uch , w e 
tu rn e d  to  H al C lem en t to  he lp  us 
im a g in e  w h a t th e  E ta  C ass  sy s te m  
m ig h t be lik e  ( i t ’s too f a r  to  d isc e rn
by ra d io  te le sco p e) . W e c a ll  i t  T h e  
H o m e  S y s te m  fo r obvious re a so n s . 
T hen  w e d ec id ed  to  tu rn  th e  ta b le s  a 
b it an d  h a v e  in v ited  sc ie n c e  fic tion  
w ri te rs  to  s p e c u la te  a  b it ab o u t ou r 
c ra z y  a lie n  p u b lish e r’s h o m e  sy s te m  
a n d  w h a t life  it m ig h t hold . M aybe, 
if w e a r e  s tu b b o rn  enough , w e  can  
m a k e  th is  a  tw o-w ay co n v e rsa tio n . 
W e su g g e s t you r e a d  T h e  H o m e  
S y s te m  (in  A B O  #1) to  le a rn  a  lit t le  
m o re  ab o u t o u r  p u b lis h e r ’s p h y sica l 
b ack g ro u n d  a n a  th e n  r e a d  J o h n  A. 
T a y lo r ’s “ T he  P h o en ix  R id d le ,”  
(a lso  in  A B O  #1) o u r  f i r s t  h u m an -

authored story set in T h e  H o m e  
S y s te m . His phoenixes are a delight.

So there you have it. Now you 
know why we have called this 
A b o r ig in a l S F  and you know why we 
asked Hal (who is a genius at these 
things) to create T h e  H o m e  S y s te m .  
We haven’t told everything, of 
course. More will be revealed in 
fu ture issues, including a fic­
tionalized account of how we 
stumbled onto the alien’s signal.

Now that you have an idea of 
what we’re about, please relax and 
enjoy the rest of the issue.

* * *  * * *  * * *

The Editor’s Notes which conclude 
above were written in the summer of 
1986. Needless to say the alien publisher 
is a fic tio n .

An admittedly informal study of 
the science fiction field had revealed 
that magazines which had names 
beginning with the letter “A” had 
largely survived (A sto u n d in g -A n a lo g , 
Amazing, (Isa a c ) A s im o v 's ) , while 
those with other leading letters had 
failed ( W orlds o f  If, G a la x y , et.al.)

This is probably just a coincidence,
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and certainly can’t be considered a ra­
tional reason, or even logical ...but why 
fight the odds? Besides every time the 
science fiction magazines were listed in 
any report, it was usually alphabetical­
ly. So an A-word was essential. And if 
we were to choose an A-word for the ti­
tle of our magazine, why not one al­
phabetically ahead of the others? Most 
of the good A-words were already 
taken. A search of most references left 
us with Aardvark, Aboriginal, or Ab­
solute science fiction. Aardvark had 
two As, which made it tough to beat al­
phabetically. Unfortunately it had al­
ready been used by a fanzine and I 
couldn’t think of a damn thing science- 
fictional about it. Absolute sounded like 
Russian vodka.

That left Aboriginal ... and the col­
umn above.

Of course there are no aliens on the 
Earth, or flying saucers, or intelligent 
beings living out there somewhere in 
interstellar space — We’ve made it all 
up. Or have we? 1 can tell you one thing. 
1 do not write the alien publisher col­
umn. We get it by computer....

— ABO —
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Covers for Your Walls

ABO #4

The ABO Art Gallery

The A B O  Art Gallery is your chance to 
obtain a glossy print of one or more of our 
covers which is as crisp and sharp as the 
original artwork, a crispness and clarity 
that we simply cannot deliver on the 
printed cover of the magazine.

These covers are big, Most of them are 
U by 14 inches and are mounted and mat­
ted, ready for framing, at $35 each.

Each is also available unmounted for 
only $25.

For more information, or to order 
prints, please write to:

The ABO Art Gallery 
c/o Aboriginal SF 
P.O.Box 2449 
Woburn, MA 01888
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