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Roman Empire never fell, this inge-
nious parallel-universe story. . .

Him too?

Well, if Fred and I were overlapping
themes, it wouldn’t be the first time —
or even the second or the third. We
had found ourselves enmeshed in these
coincidences on plenty of occasions
over the decades, as I suppose any two
prolific SF writers will. But I had a
special reason for being upset. Since
writing ‘“To the Promised Land,”’ I
had taken a second look at my parallel-
universe scheme and decided it was
worth exploring in greater detail,
perhaps as a group of nine or ten
stories that could be collected as a
book. I had worked out a chart of
Roman Imperial history covering the
two thousand years following Augus-
tus, and I had even written a second
story on the theme, “Tales from the
Venia Woods,” for the fortieth anniver-
sary issue of The Magazine of Fantasy
& Science Fiction.

For all I knew, Fred Pohl was going
to be writing a similar series, and we’d
be treading on each other’s toes for
years to come. I didn’t read his story; I
didn’t want to know how he had han-
dled the theme, because I might then
feel constrained to avoid using similar
ideas. Instead I wrote to him — we
know each other well; we had just
been traveling together in Italy a few
weeks before, in fact — and told him
what had happened. I asked him to tell
me where his parallel history had
diverged from the real path, hoping he
hadn’t played around with the Exodus
also.

No, he hadn’t. But otherwise his
premise wasn’t all that different from
mine. His story, he replied, “assumes
that Tiberius’ brother, who was actu-
ally killed in a border clash while still
young, survived and was in due course
the one who succeeded Augustus as
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emperor. So Tiberius, thus spared all
the losses and palace intrigues that
soured his disposition, eventually
became the procurator in Judaea in-
stead of Pilate and, being a reasonable
man, when Jesus was brought before
him gave him thirty lashes and sent
him home instead of crucifying him.
Therefore Christianity never got off
the ground; Rome was not weakened
by battling Christian sects; there were
never any religious wars and by now
Rome is global and pretty much at
peace. ...’

Fred hadn’t read my story (which
had been published after his, though
we had written them about the same
time. His was for the same Benford-
Greenberg anthology as mine.) Was he
thinking of writing other stories set in
the same world, I asked? “I've toyed
with the idea,” he said, “but I don’t
know whether I’ll actually ever get
around to it.”’

I wasn’t sure where that left my own
project. Reliable third parties assured
me that Fred’s handling of the theme
was nothing like mine in tone or con-
cept. All we had in common was the
basic notion of the survival of the
Roman Empire into modern times as a
result of the non-emergence of Chris-
tianity. Maybe it would be safe after all
for me to continue writing the stories I
had in mind, without worrying about
stumbling into Fred’s parallel parallel
universe.

But then I happened to glance at the
book-review section of Publishers
Weekly, which discussed a book called
Cry Republic, by Kirk Mitchell:

“In his thoughtful alternate-history
novels, Mitchell (Procurator) envisions
a world in which Jesus was never
crucified and the Roman Empire has
survived 2000 years. Its enlightened
Caesar Germanicus sets this sequel in
motion with his attempts to restore the
























“It’s Marrisa,” Mrs. Valencia whispered.

Clint nodded. The woman’s eyes glazed over in a numbed expression of
disbelief as she sank down to the couch.

“How bad?’’ she asked, holding out for the last bit of hope.

“I’m afraid she’s dead, ma’am,” Clint said.

The woman squeezed shut her eyes and leaned her head back on her thick
neck, teeth clenched as she made little high-pitched noises of grief in her
throat. Clint sat down beside her, gently placing his large hands over hers. I
sat in the only chair in the room, smoothing my skirt under me, and crossed
my legs. The chair was the sad mate to the grey couch, with a small, round
crocheted doily over each arm to hide the nudity of the fabric beneath it. My
fingers idly traced the design as I watched Clint doing his job.

I liked Clint. He was the only son of a naturalized Scottish immigrant and
a full-blooded Polynesian woman. He’d been born on the Big Island of Ha-
waii and had come to the mainland when he was three. He was cheerfully
approaching fifty, his only complaint about his age being the slow loss of his
curly hair. A big man, his physique as well as his dark good looks were a re-
sult of his mother’s heritage, but his personality he owed to his father. Clint
was happily married, with two teenaged sons and a daughter, and his family
life was a reflection of the man: calm, reasonable, and easygoing.

His family had lived next to mine, and Clint had become a big brother to
my parent’s only child. While I had traveled around the country, transfer-
ring from one college to another, he had stayed close to home, graduating
from the hometown university and the police academy. By the time I’d fi-
nally graduated from the University of Chicago with a degree in art history,
he had advanced faultlessly to a gold shield in the Homocide division. I dis-
covered quickly that I had no interest in teaching art, and found my degree
little help in any profitable career. Clint coaxed me into taking an aptitude
test for the Special Services, and I was soon employed with their division.
My parents had been eager to see their restless baby daughter settle closer to
home, and were delighted to find me working with Clint. They were very
proud of me; they felt Special Services to be a prestigious and important job.

I thought it was a very strange match: gentle, soft-spoken Clint, a Homo-
cide detective, and an overeducated uptown girl, a Retriever for Special
Services.

Now we sat in the living room of a murdered girl’s mother. Clint wore his
regulation brown suit and tie, his badge hanging from one pocket and his
shoulder-holstered gun making a lump on his side. I had on my standard ca-
reer woman’s uniform: the plain respectable silk blouse and dark skirt and
jacket. W sat and waited for the overwrought woman to regain her compo-
sure long enough for us to elicit her consent to process Marrisa Valencia’s
remains. It was all very professional.

“You tell me,” Mrs. Valencia finally choked out. She would be outraged
now in order to control her anguish. “You tell me how this happened.”’
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ries or her thoughts. They’re mine.”

““That mean you took them things in Marrisa’s head and turned them into
your own?”’

It was hopeless. ‘“What is it you’d like to know?”’

She leaned forward, clutching her handbag possessively to her waist. “I
want you to tell me if my daughter was sleeping around with men,” she de-
manded.

The hostility in her tone sent butterflies nervously tingling my skin.
There was an almost palpable tension between her and me, and I began to
feel alarmed. “Mrs. Valencia,” I tried to reason with her, “it hardly matters
anymore.”

“It matters,”’ she said grimly, her eyes glittering. “It matters a great deal.”

“Marrisa is dead,’ I insisted. “What good is it —”

“I gotta know!” the woman shrilled, her voice rising raggedly. “Was she
whoring around? Did she sin with them two who killed her!”’

“Mrs. Valencia,” I said, “everything I remember through your daughter
is on a videotape. I'm sure that if you go to the district attorney, he’d show
you the tape.”’

“No,” she hissed, angry, “I want to know from you. I want to hear it out of
your mouth. I want to know from Marrisa. She’s my daughter; you got her
in there, inside you. You make her come out. You make her confess her sins
before God, or her immortal soul will be damned to Hell for all eternity.”’

This woman was seriously unhinged. I stood carefully, reaching slowly
for the phone, feeling prickly with fear. Clintz.

“Let me call a friend of mine. He’ll get the tape and bring it over. Marrisa
is on that tape, Mrs. Valencia, not in me. Everything you want to know is on
it. We’ll play it for you right here, tonight. Would you like that? Can I have
him bring the tape over?”’

There was fury in her face as she leapt to her feet. Her hand stabbed into
the handbag, and she pulled out a small black revolver. “Don’t go humorin’
me, girl,” she said, her eyes narrowed, pointing the gun at me. “You’re try-
ing to make a fool out of me. I ain’t a fool. I’ll make you confess if I have to
kill you to do it

I ran my tongue across my lips nervously, sitting back down, my hands
falling away from the phone, away from help, into my lap. I stared into the
black hole of the revolver’s barrel.

“Now,” she said, still standing, ‘“You tell me. Was my daughter whoring
around. Tell me!”

Ghosting.

Slapping. Punching. Screaming obscenities. Accusations. Being forced to
sleep in a locked closet. Thin and hungry from fasting. Weeping. Knees
swollen and bleeding from hours of kneeling in punishment on a hard wood
floor, praying for Jesus to forgive us our sins. Beatings for looking at a boy.
Beatings for showing too much leg. Threats to keep quiet. I hated this
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Nic stopped to pull the veil tighter around his nose and mouth, to adjust
the goggles over his eyes. A wind had come up (always from the east,
through the canyons off the plains), and biting, stinging sand blew every-
where. He started to run. What a Christmas Eve, he thought.

The road wound up a low hill. It took all of Nic’s strength to run to the
top. He stopped, gasping, behind a boulder and looked back: he had run
only forty meters. I’ll never do it, he thought, I’ll never run here.

The sandstorm grew more violent. Still short of breath, Nic hurried down
the hill to the house. The main door faced south and blocked some, but not
all, of the wind. His hand stung in the flying sand when he took off his glove
to punch out the number sequence; he quickly put the glove back on.
Abruptly the door whisked open. He stepped into the air lock. The door
closed behind him.

“Arion!”” he muttered. He took off his gloves and shook the sand from
them. It would take 750 years to terraform Arion; even then the planet would
largely remain the desert he faced daily, the desert he would face forever.

He pressed a button. The pressurization sequence started with a hiss. He
sat down. The sudden inrush of thick, rich air always made him dizzy — his
mother had even fainted once because of it. He leaned against the wall and
pulled the veil and goggles from his face, taking short, quick breaths (as he
had been taught) but gradually, hungrily taking deeper, longer breaths.

The air from inside the house smelled of baking cookies or cakes; proba-
bly both, he thought, knowing his mother. She had spared no effort (or ex-
pense, his father ruefully observed) in trying to make their first Christmas
on Arion a good one. Lately, his mother had even seemed happy. Both par-
ents claimed to enjoy the adventure of living on another world. Yet Nic
never felt he belonged off Earth.

He wanted to go home.

But home was light-years away. Home was in the mountains with snow
and skiing, his friends, track meets in the spring — and air — thick air he did
not have to fight to breathe outside the buildings.

His mother flicked on the intercom: “David, Nic, are you both in there?”’

“Just me,” Nic answered. ‘“Dad’s coming later with the other men. They
were shutting down the mining-robs and didn’t need me anymore, so I
walked home.”

“In this sandstorm?”’

“I’m fine, Mom. The wind didn’t start till I was almost here.”

“Well, that’s good. Hurry in — I’ve got something to show you.”

Hurry in! he thought. His mother knew the pressurization took seven
minutes. He peeled off his sandsuit; put it, the goggles, veil, and boots in a
locker; pulled on a pair of faded jeans and a white T-shirt torn at the neck.
The pressure equalized. The door opened. Nic walked into the house. His
mother stood by the kitchen window.

““Are you all right?”’ she asked.
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just this plane.”

Silver stared at him, trying to make sense of his words. “Does that mean
yes?”’ he asked.

“Only the clan priests can answer that,” Cian replied with a shrug. “It is
still a mystery.”

A horn blared overhead, instantly followed by the screech of brakes. Sil-
ver glanced at the bridge. Must have missed each other, he thought when he
didn’t hear the crunch of impact.

“And if the choice was life?”’ Cian asked, the intensity of his voice yank-
ing back Silver’s gaze. “What then? What would you do?”’

Silver chewed on his lower lip, not sure he uinderstood. Cold twisted his
guts. “Do?’’ he repeated a moment later. Cian nodded, eyes glittering. Sil-
ver glanced away, mouth dry. Cian’s expression had been too much like that
of a wolf’s he’d seen in a zoo long ago: a hungry, restless stare. Penetrating.
Only this time no concrete wall separated them. Silver’s muscles coiled. He
focused his thoughts, searching for an answer.

What would he do? Emotions surged through him, too many and too en-
tangled to name. He knew he wouldn’t go home. The hurt would be too
much. Closing his eyes, Silver remembered his last night at home. Home?
Bad word for something so damned empty, he thought. Like Mom had yanked
the soul from it when she split. His father slept sprawled on the sofa, mouth
open. His worn brown belt lay like a snake on the floor beside him, the
buckle’s prong a single sharp fang.

Silver watched him from the kitchen. The pungent reek of rum stung h1s
nostrils. His stomach lurched, queasy with pain and swallowed blood. He
eased down along the wall to the floor, avoiding the shattered remains of the
Ron Rico bottle. As pain pulsed through him, he wished he’d never
snatched it from his father’s hand. Wished he’d left well enough alone. He
glanced at his father. Thought of digging a knife out of the drawer and
crawling to the sofa. Thought of curling beside him and crying, “Daddy!”’
Even thought of searching out his mother and using the knife on her. I can
understand why you left him, Mom. But why me? Why the hell did you leave me
with him? Words echoed through Silver, words his father had spat before
laying into him with fists and belt.

You make me do this, boy. You’re just not happy until I've knocked the crap
out of you. Damn you.

Silver’s eyes flew open. His body clenched tight as a fist. He struggled for
breath. Something tore loose inside and, before he could stop it, spilled
from his lips and into the night. “No!”’ he screamed. “That’s a lie! I never
wanted that. Goddamn you to fucking hell, I never wanted thar!”

Cian’s arms wrapped about him and Silver fought the embrace. Kicking
and swinging his fists wildly, he continued to scream long after he’d run out
of words. He knuckled blow after blow into Cian’s body. But the man’s hold
never loosened. Finally, coughing and gasping for breath, Silver sagged
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bridge dons and scouts. Not many otherwise. He could vanish, and the in-
habitants of Yettings Over would be rather the happier.

“Vanish?’’ he muttered. There was a front and back drive, the latter lead-
ing to the heart of his purpose, his mission, his kingdom of St. Kitts. In that
way lay all convention, and a chance to spend some pious minutes on his
knees. The front road was no shorter a route into Yettings Over, yet it drew
Richard forward out of the vast old Tithebarn. He would explore this vil-
lage of gray-skinned people, inbred and insular, unchurched — to proved
that things weren’t as bad as all that. Group labels could poison him against
all those daft, quirkish individuals that populated rural England.

A half-hour later, after a visit to the local grocery-cum-stationers, Richard
stood at the edge of a cliff overlooking a bay; it was PACEWATER on the ordi-
nance map that fluttered half out of his grip in a gusty wind. The new vicar
fought it into submission, and then resumed his study of the rooftops below
his feet.

Yettings Over lay hardly a mile behind his back. Down ahead was Yettings
Nether, its fishing boats grounded aslant during low tide. Two people stood
along an embarcadero, but from this distance they looked just as deformed
and wrong as the others he had encountered during his hike.

Inbreeding? Could mere incest produce a people like this? Richard
sighed. Easy enough to follow the road’s twists down to the shore, but
harder work making the return, and what if the Toberfinch ladies came in
his absence? It was time to admit defeat, return to his huge home, and
maybe build a fire against the fog that was just beginning to puff in off the
North Sea.

He had failed. Or rather, he had proved the negation of his hopes. Stroll-
ing from the cliff, he composed a letter in his mind, a bad joke he could
never mail. ‘“Dear bishop, as my parishioners are for the most part of an
alien species, I must inquire as to a few theological points about their capac-
ity for salvation . .

On his return he took the St. Kitts road and circumambulated his church.
One of the old keys from the vicarage’s study fit a chapel-door lock, and he
poked inside. “Father’” Enrick, Scourd had called him, possibly to provoke
him into declaring high or low biases, Catholic or Protestant. Clearly this
church was built to the Calvinist mentality, it had a pre-Victorian simplicity.

No regimental banners. An undersupply of brass plaques and dedicatory
objects of art. Richard bent to scrutinize a commemorative slab: “Iohn
Dounet 1738. In His Likeness Created He Him.”

He climbed into the pulpit, wondering if he might find scraps of a prede-
cessor’s sermon. After poking about the choir he returned to the pews and
bent to pray. Rarely was Reverend Enrick truly satisfied with his conversa-
tions with God, and this was worse than most — discovering within himself
an illiberal prejudice against the gray toad-folk of the Yettings, he simply
fought it down, forcing himself to concentrate on love and service. The re-
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was colored, and when he walked down the lane, they’d duck indoors. They
didn’t even want to meet him!”

“Ah, yes. Leo —”

“Nigerian. An Oxford man. Wasted here, I'm afraid. I hear you’re Cam-
bridge yourself>’

Jane’s comment helped divert the conversation to Richard’s career, and
he reciprocated by getting thumbnail biographies of his guests. Doing so
helped him fill out the landscape; he learned more about the local economy,
the great families of yore, and the tribulations of World War Two and the
postwar decade.

But there were two holes in this landscape: Yettings Over and Yettings
Nether. Richard’s thoughts drifted into these nearby villages as Meg’s con-
versation grew arcane —

“ “Tober’ means ‘well.” Nearly half the volume of the Affrack River comes
out of the ground just north of my house. That means there’s an under-
ground river, and loads of caves — hidden caves collecting water from the
Westings to Swage Top and funneling it in our direction.”

“Here it comes,’ Colonel Solwood whispered with a wink and a jab of the
elbow, but loudly enough for Meg to hear.

“Do you think it’s so odd that an underground world should have its own
ecology?” she answered sharply. ‘“Very well, it’s true I once ventured a guess
about our local faery legends. I’'m sorry I did because that’s all anyone asso-
ciates me with, and I call it unfair.”’

Richard opened his mouth to speak, but the hour was late and the wine
was gone, and the poor Yettings had taken enough conversational abuse.
They hardly seemed like faeries, and anyhow they huddled at some distance
from Toberfinch and the gate to Meg’s underworld.

“— ought to put out word to British spelunkers that there’s something
worth looking at here.”” Everyone found it possible to agree, and Sergeant-
Major Rundebone thought he might write his nephew about the matter. On
this note the new vicar’s visitors stood and began their good-byes; mean-
while Richard’s spirits flagged. All he’d done tonight was to accept the wall
between the Yettings and everyone else. As a witness to God’s love it should
have been his purpose to crack that wall. Perhaps he should confess his feel-
ings of failure to Reverend Scourd, except that the chipper, chattering
Scourd seemed likely to dismiss Richard’s pangs of conscience all too
lightly.

No, he said nothing, and Scourd left with the others. Two cars rolled off,
and left him alone. Wine and cheese did not make a proper supper, but his
kitchen was bare to the point of ghastliness: ammonia had vanquished any
more nourishing odors of roast groundnuts and curry. The light of a long
summer evening was too dim to let him explore the dark places of his under-
wired, centuries-old home. He climbed upstairs, flopped fully clothed onto
his bed and found it lumpy — as he lay there he heard sighing pipes and
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with spaghetti straps, calculated for maximum exposure of her assets.

I could hardly contain myself until evening. I spent the day in front of my
mirror, dressed in my John Wayne outfit, practicing my accent, watching
for any sudden spurts of growth. It was a long way from hanging out in soda
fountains, I told myself.

Around six the caterers arrived, little people like I had once been. They
were equipped with a whole fleet of vehicles needed to carry around the gi-
ant canapes and trays of drinks. This fleet was airlifted by choppers to the
tabletops, where the troops deployed themselves and began unloading Ritz
crackers as big as manhole covers. A team of engineers erected a huge silver
champagne fountain, and a convoy of tanker trucks arrived to fill it. Soon,
bubbly was tumbling down into the terraced basins.

I supervised the operation with an air of superiority, noting with pride
how I towered over these former kin of mine, easily twice as tall. After to-
night, I was sure, I would dwarf them utterly.

The musicians arrived at eight. They, however, were giants. I recognized
Hendrix, Lennon, Morrison, Joplin, Holly, and Redding. And, of course,
Elvis. Lord, this was gonna be one hell of a party. I was so excited. Jayne had
spared no expense for me. At the same time I was as nervous as a Victorian
bride. I hoped I would be able to live up to her expectations.

I helped the tiny roadies to deploy the enormous microphones, cumber-
some as battleship cannons, hoping to exhaust some of my nervous energy.
All T succeeded in doing was getting so sweaty that I had to go upstairs and
change my spangled shirt.

Around nine the guests began to stroll in.

I had never seen such a glittering galaxy of giants. Practically everyone who
was anyone was there. Warhol, Qnassis, Princess Grace, Montgomery Clift,
Liz, Lisa, Mick, Gable, Madonna, Charles and Di, Malcolm Forbes, Donald
Trump, Carl Icahn, Mailer, Updike, King, Kubrick, Scorsese, Newman,
Fonda (Henry and Jane), Picasso (Pablo and Paloma), Schnabel . . .

Each one of them greeted me personally as he came in, the men shaking
my little hand with care not to crush it, the women launching air-kisses over
my head as they pressed me to their tremendous bosoms.

It was all too much for me. My head began to whirl. I barely managed to
utter the requisite perfunctory pleasantries. I felt my limbs and torso length-
ening, enlarging, with evéry embrace and handclasp.

When Brando walked through the door, having jetted in unexpectedly
from his tropic hideaway, I almost fainted. (His jet was as big as the Empire
State Building. It needed a runway the size of Rhode Island.)

After the majority of guests had arrrived, I left my post by the door and
plunged into the heady social vortex, circulating among the giant glitterati.

Everything went fine until midnight. That was when I made my fatal mis-
take.

I had had too much to drink and snort. (The giants laid lines thick as
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Lucas drifted toward USC’s film
school with no burning ambition to
become a filmmaker. He came from a
loving, no-nonsense home where his
father dispensed common-sense advice
about life, work, and paying bills.
George had a strong interest in SF and
fantasy, especially comic books. Dale
Pollock, in his biography of Lucas,
Skywalking, records that “Lucas was
. . . enthralled with Batman and
Robin, Superman, Amazing Stories,
Unexpected Tales — and the list goes on
and on.”

Later, Lucas’s interests centered on
cruising his small hometown of Mo-
desto, the inspiration for his film,
American Graffiti (Universal, color,
1973, 110 min.). A massive car acci-
dent in 1962 landed George in the
hospital, where he spent the summer
recuperating. It was during this period
that Lucas started reading classic SF
novels, including Aldous Huxley’s
Brave New World, George Orwell’s
1984, and the novels of Jules Verne.

Writing was difficult for young
Lucas, but he loved to draw and de-
sign things. Once at USC, he realized
that a visual field like filmmaking was
his natural element.

Lucas made a 20-minute student
film, THX 2238 4EB, and it impressed
a number of people, including Francis
Ford Coppola. Coppola’s American
Zoetrope arranged financing for Lu-
cas’s film to be expanded into a fea-
ture. That feature, THX 1138, was a
grim exercise that mixed elements of
1984 with Brave New World. In Lu-
cas’s sanitized, oppressive future,
everyone had a number instead of a
name (an idea first used in the 1930
film, Just Imagine). Children are born
in test tubes and lovemaking has been
outlawed.

But THX, stolidly played by Robert
Duvall, stops taking the antisex drug

administered by the state and falls in
love with LUH (played by Maggie
McOmie). With physical desire re-
newed, the inevitable happens and
THX makes LUH pregnant. Their
crime is discovered, and THX is
imprisoned by mechanical police with
silvery masks and is placed in a glaring
white room. THX breaks away,
streaming through the underground
warren to the wide-open spaces above.
Coyly, Lucas has the pursuit called off
because it exceeded its budget.

The film performed poorly at the
box office, though it had its cultish
admirers, with good reason. A grim,
soulless world has never been better
depicted. There are confessional
booths for the numbered populace to
admit their doubts and shortcomings
to OMM,, a consoling “Big Brother”
figure. A malfunctioning mechanical
cop keeps bumping into a wall. The
glare of the pristine chambers and
hallways of this underground com-
pound recall the look of 2001’s Discov-
ery. THX 1138 expands the emptiness
conveyed by Kubrick’s vision of the
future.

Variety accurately predicted “nixed
b.o. (box office) at present,”’ then, in a
remarkable display of prescience, “but
could become a future buff classic.”’
But it was, and remains, as British
critic Leslie Halliwell described it, “a
rather cold affair.” Its failure nearly
destroyed Coppola’s Zoetrope studio,
and its lesson — about films and audi-
ences — was not lost on George Lucas.

The year 1971 saw the return of
Stanley Kubrick for the final film in
what has been unoficially referred to
as his “science-fiction trilogy,” 4
Clockwork Orange (Polaris
Productions/WB, color, 136 min.).
Though Kubrick’s 200! provoked
puzzled stares, yawns, and confusion
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Herbert’s Dune. The goal of his eco-
nomic empire is to construct an enor-
mous ship to take some of Earth’s
water home with him.

But this is not to be. Some anony-
mous figures capture the alien when
he is on the verge of leaving. He is
brought to a hotel and imprisoned in a
suite with a wide-screen TV and
enough gin in which to float a battle-
ship. They take blood, they probe his
skin, they shoot X-rays into his eyes,
sealing his blue-eyed contacts onto his
natural lizard-like eyes. “Please,” he
begs, “not my eyes.’ The authorities
destroy the alien’s ship, but he suc-
ceeds in escaping the hotel.

Even so, he’s trapped now, wander-
ing around like Wotan, a broad-
brimmed hat covering his face,
overcoat pulled tight against the un-
thinking, unfeeling world. And, al-
ways, a martini in his hand, as his
head falls forward onto the table. He’s
alive, but trapped, lost to the empty
solace of alcohol.

The Man Who Fell to Earth followed
director Nicholas Roeg’s Don’t Look
Now (British Lion/Casey/Eldorado
Productions, color, 1973, 100 min.),
his moody interpretation of the
Daphne du Maurier shocker. While
The Man Who Fell to Earth is decid-
edly a downbeat film, it’s also a haunt-
ing one. Bowie is nothing short of
brilliant, creating the screen’s most
completely realized alien. We feel his
aching loneliness and the wonder of
seeing a planet through television —
the riots, the game shows, a pair of
lions mating. The alien surrounds
himself with a bank of TV screens, as
if trying to drink in the planet he can’t
venture out to see.

Roeg uses the TV in the background
to comment on the action in the film.
He favors old films, letting the charac-
ters comment on the action and answer
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questions. The alien learns proper and
socially polite responses from the
television. Such “television’ commen-
tary would appear in other directors’
films, notably those of Stephen
Spielberg.

The Christ imagery in this film is
also effective, if anything but subtle.
The alien “falls” to Earth, down to
the world of men, acting as one of
them even if he is not. When he is
held in his hotel suite, his girl friend
pleads with him to prove who he is.
But, like Christ, he won’t perform
miracles on demand. “I want to go
home,”’ he says wearily. But this is one
alien that doesn’t get to go home.

The film is, we see with clear hind-
sight, the darkside of E.T. (1982). And
I'd be very surprised if this film wasn’t
seen by Spielberg and company before
launching E.T. Like Stephen
Spielberg’s cute little visitor, Newton
learns about the planet from the great
tube, ingesting an indiscriminate diet
of commercials, shoot-em-ups, and
sitcoms. E.T. also gets into the Bud-
weiser, even if he doesn’t use it for the
same crutch that Newton does. While
Spielberg looks kindly on the flotsam
of popular culture, Roeg’s vision is
more depressing, more on the mark.

Both aliens, though, want to go
home. E.T. is maltreated, but in
Spielberg’s ui.iverse, children and
childlike acts can save it all. But no
mother ship arrives to take Newton
home, and there will be no “phoning
home.” Trapped, and with the eyes
permanently damaged, Newton real-
izes that his family will probably die
on their bone-dry planet.

RCA-Columbia has issued The Man
Who Fell to Earth in a restored version
that includes 20 minutes cut from the
release print. Though Leslie Halliwell
describes The Man Who Fell to Earth
as “not an easy film, or a likable one,”’



it is never less than compelling. Occa-
sionally, the story seems to jump, and
the color and camerawork speak of a
more experimental era of filmmaking.
But it is thoughtful science fiction, a
film that haunts you days after you’ve
seen it.

Star Wars (Twentieth-Century Fox/
Lucasfilm, color, 1977, 121 min.), the
archetype of the SF blockbuster, had a
less than confident beginning. Lucas
showed a treatment for his SF film to
executives at Columbia Pictures and
Universal, both of whom passed on
the project. Sporting characters with
names like Annakin Starkiller and Leia
Aguilae, Lucas’s plot and the charac-
ters would be transformed in the many
incarnations of the project.

Dale Pollock reported that some of
Lucas’s friends “thought he was ruin-
ing his career with his obsessive belief
in Star Wars.” But when Lucas hired
Boeing Aircraft illustrator Ralph
McQuarrie to produce paintings of
scenes from his proposed film, it gave
an exciting life to the project.
Twentieth-Century Fox gave Lucas
$10,000 to start developing the pro-
ject. And with nearly $500 million
dollars earned by Star Wars alone, it
may just have been the best $10,000
ever spent by a studio.

Danny Peary calls Star Wars “argua-
bly the most influential film ever
made,”’ but it might more properly be
described as the most “influenced”
film ever made. Lucas’s story of young
Luke Skywalker (played by Mark
Hamill) joining the rebellion to battle
the evil emperor and his helmeted
henchman was crafted of clichés, as
were many of the key sequences in the
film. There was the young rebel prin-
cess (played by Carrie Fisher), a dam-
sel in distress, albeit with more
chutzpah and guts than the traditional

cleavage. The wise-cracking,
adventurer/sidekick was given its
definitive interpretation by Harrison
Ford. Throw in a Laurel and Hardy
robot team and the sublimely sinister
Darth Vader, and we’re in familiar
territory. )

It is, of course, the stuff that the
serials were made of. Lucas wanted to
make Flash Gordon, but he found the
cost of the rights too prohibitive. So
Lucas used his own reservoir of images
and plot, and key books like Joseph
Campbell’s tome on myths, The Hero
with a Thousand Faces, to craft what
Phil Hardy has called ‘“a myth for our
time.”

Film buffs quickly spotted Lucas’s
many sources of inspiration. C3P0
resembles the robot in Merropolis, and
the raid on the Death Star mirrors
scenes from The Dam Busters (1954)
and 633 Squadron (1964) — both
screened by Lucas before working on
Star Wars. The end of Star Wars,
where the heroes receive medals for
their valiant service, rather incongru-
ously recalls both The Wizard of Oz
(1939) and Leni Riefenstahl’s Nazi
propaganda documentary, The Tri-
umph of the Will (1936). Time maga-
zine even credits Lucas’s father, who
admonished George, “Early to bed,
early to rise, be true to yourself, work
hard and be frugal,” with inspiring the
folksy wisdom of Obi Wan Kenobi.

It was George Lucas’s vision to
create just this kind of film. In 1977,
before the film opened, he said, “I’m
trying to make a classic space fantasy
in which all the influences are working
together. . . . I hope it’s a big success
and a lot of people do space-fantasy
adventure movies because I want to go
see them.”

Lucas’s aspiration was shaped from
his own experience at school, where he
did poorly and suffered with bullies.
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Langtry looked much as it always had — squat structures of adobe, wood,
and tin, squeezed between the Rio Grande and the railroad. I made the
obligatory pilgrimage to the state park and toured the heart of Judge Bean’s
domain. Everything was far too antiseptic; the life had been sanitized out of
it. Even the brittle husk of the Jersey Lilly held only the slightest whiff, the
smallest taste, of its reckless past.

The situation became less auspicious as the day wore on. I asked around
the old Texaco station up the hill without success. A pair of leathery
ranchers offered some interesting epithets, but they weren’t the quarry I
sought. The tourist trap, adjacent to the park, proved even more sterile, un-
less one preferred polished agate or rubber tomahawks.

My final option was the small hamburger place across the street. The
waitress took me for another tourist, though slightly more demented than
most. She seemed relieved to escape when a party of Californians assaulted
the place.

I might have returned home empty-handed if Sabino Gonzales had not
been down to his last beer. Scenting the possibility of more drinks, he called
me over. An excruciating and expensive loosening of his tongue put me on
the path to the home of Joaquin Morales.

I hesitantly approached the screened-in porch. The rusted mesh gave the
house a bared-teeth, feral quality. The early afternoon shadows within re-
vealed little of what awaited me. At my first timorous knock, a voice from
the porch invited me, “Come in, senor.’ I had the fleeting impression I had
been expected.

Inside, the shadowed porch offered a pleasant contrast to the desert. The
hard alkaline glare dimmed, while the stark beauty of the view remained.
The arid breeze cooled as it sifted through the mesh of the screen. There
was a feeling of oasis, of counterpoint.

An old man sat at the back of the porch. He occupied one of a pair of
chairs that flanked a small table covered with clean white linen. A pitcher of
deep blue crockery sat on the table, beads of moisture tracing delicate lines
down its sides. Two glasses of the same blue material stood upended beside
the pitcher. The chairs were Mexican leather, hand-stretched over a frame
of willow limbs. Slick with hours of sitting, they exuded an irresistible com-
fortableness.

Joaquin Morales sat quietly as I approached. He made no effort to rise,
only indicated with a slight gesture that I sit in the other chair. The leather
accepted me with a surprising familiarity, deliciously refreshing after the
plastic seats of the station wagon.

The old man poured us both a drink from the pitcher, which proved to be
filled with the freshest, coldest water I have ever tasted. I concluded he had
his own well because no other water in Langtry (or West Texas, for that mat-
ter) remotely approached it.

He listened politely while I stumbled through my apologetic explanation,
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“He wanted more for his son, so he sent me to law school. He never
stopped to consider the audacity required in those days to be a Mexican law-
yer in Texas. He believed men of learning would be above such things as rac-
ism. It broke his heart when I came home, bitter and emptied. I attempted
to explain what had happened — the insults, the shunning of the ‘wetback
lawyer’ — but it was too much for him to accept. He died shortly thereafter.

“I turned to the work my people had always done; I became a vaquero. I
rode for the Triple Cross for more years than I wish to recall. That was no easy
thing, Sefior, to have a head full of law and live among cactus and coyotes.”’

He chuckled, then fell silent a moment. I sat unmoving, fascinated. A lo-
cust began its bony melody in a nearby ocotillo. I detected a wariness in the
house, unsure yet if I was friend or foe.

“I carried a copy of Blackstone’s Commentaries in my saddlebags. I often
quoted it to the cattle by moonlight or firelight. They paid me no more at-
tention than did the gringo judges.”

He stopped. His face grew harder, its leathery lines tightening. The eyes
narrowed in the hunt. The wall of the house suddenly grew hard against my
back. The ache of fear stabbed through my palms. Then, his bitter reverie
ended, he calmed me once more with his voice and told me what I had come
to hear.

“My father was there when Senior Bean took the Devil to court,” he be-
gan. “He saw it with his own eyes. He was a good man, and a good father,
God rest his soul, and he would not have lied about so important a thing.

“He first told me the story when I and my brothers and sisters were nirnos.
He repeated it, when we asked him, for many years. It became a favorite of
ours. We learned its contours, like a country in which one has lived for many
years. We considered it a family possession, a bit of our inheritance.

“My children, they never cared for it. Grandfather was a toothless old
Mexican, too backward for them. They had no time for him. They were em-
barrassed by the vigjo. Embarrassed! He was too polite to the gringos; he had
sold his machismo. That’s how much the little fools knew.

“They are gone now. They ran off to Del Rio and San Antonio and no
longer come home. Papa is too old-fashioned also. So I will give the story to
you, sefior, as my father gave it to me. All I ask is a little of your time for an
old man. If there were anyone left to treasure it, I would not be sharing it
with you. Perhaps you will not entirely ruin it, or give it away too cheaply.”

Eagerly, I dragged out my recorder, wrestling with cords and buttons.
Joaquin gently restrained me with his hand. “No, senor,” he said. “We will
do this the old way, the best way. The story must pass from person to person
— from the storyteller to the listener. That is best, no?”’

I could only nod in agreement, not wanting to goad him into silence or re-
fusal. Judging by the steel in his grip, I did not want to goad him into any-
thing. He smiled and added, “When you lock them up in those little
machines, the stories die a little bit.”
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before the train pulled out of Langtry for El Paso.

Triumphantly, Roy Bean tossed several coins on the bar and growled,
“Train’s leavin’.’ The coins were all pesos, far short of the proper change.
Any mark who sought to count them or offer argument would miss his train.
The judge had polished this deal until his con was a work of art.

This time, however, the stranger neither grabbed the money and bolted
nor started to complain. He simply stood there, his smile icing, and re-
peated his request, ‘“My change, please.”

Judge Bean glared at him, beard a-bristle. He declared in his fiercest
tones. “That’s it! Get goin’. Train’s leavin’!”’ As if to support his words, the
whistle shrieked again.

That’s when things turned strange. The whistle shrilled on, but the pitch
went wrong. The air itself suddenly thickened. Pedro watched a cold fear
grip the judge in his ample stomach. Bean locked eyes with the stranger, but
slowly, as if he were struggling to move them through molasses. The whistle
screamed on, tortured beyond its normal limits.

Then the judge’s eyes focused on the card players, and he realized the ex-
tent of his danger. The cowboys moved in a sick parody of normality. The
cardsharp was dealing to a Circle-J cowboy. He flipped the card across the
table with a long-practiced flick of the wrist. This time, however, it hung ee-
rily in the air, reluctant to fall.

Pedro began a gesture of blessing. To his horror, he found his hand
numbed and slowed with paralysis. Worse, the move drew the attention of
the stranger. He wheeled, moving smoothly through the moment in which
the others struggled. His look of hatred withered the desire for grace in my
father’s mind. For a long, terribly empty moment, Pedro could not recall
the thought of God. He fell through the abyss of atheism. Then, the stran-
ger turned back to the judge, and my father collapsed, spent, into his chair.

The stranger’s grin had become sardonic. Slowly, he extended his hand
and repeated, ‘““My change, if you please?”’ He spoke in a normal tone, while
the whistle stretched its agony out toward eternity and the five of diamonds
slid through the air like a dust mote.

The realization slowly overtook Roy Bean that he was dealing with a far
greater meanness than his own. The hair on the back of his neck stood out in
fear. Desperately, he groped for change and found his movements had re-
turned to normal.

Bean grabbed the devil’s gold piece and flung it on the counter. He gasped
out, “Drink’s on me,” then stumbled back against the wall of the Jersey
Lilly.

The stranger nodded his thanks and turned to leave. The whistle regained
its own voice, dying into exhausted silence, while the five of diamonds fell
like a lead weight onto the torn green felt of the card table. The judge
glanced warily at the door, but the Devil was gone, safely aboard the 4:27 to
the border of Hell.
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It didn’t take long for the judge and the Devil to become better ac-
quainted. If you stretched the meaning a bit, they even developed a friend-
ship, something like that between a scorpion and a rattlesnake.

My father did not witness the deal between Roy Bean and the Devil. I
doubt anyone beyond the two of them did; or, if they did, lived to tell of it. It
was only by the best of fortunes they never knew what my father had seen.

Pedro realized one day that the judge had bargained away his soul. He was
led to this conclusion gradually; no single thing gave it away. A new crease
or two scarred the lines of the judge’s face. He grew a little less substantial,
wearing an air of transparency, as if part of him were not there.

The thing that convinced my father was the judge’s exuberance. For
weeks, he wore the smug look he always got when he bested someone in a
deal. He fairly glowed with pleasure, especially when he spoke of Lily
Langtry.

My father also held no doubt regarding the terms of the bargain. If one
knew the judge, it was not hard to determine what Senor Bean would wish
in return for his soul. Money, power, fame — he had his share of those.
These might be in amounts smaller than most would desire, but they were
adequate to the grandeur of the judge’s dreams. His domain might be small
and filled with more scorpions, vinegarroons, and scoundrels than any
equal patch of earth, but it was, without a doubt, completely his. He lorded
over it more absolutely than the greatest of despots.

Judge Roy Bean had traded his soul for Lily Langtry; she had won his
heart long before. The judge loved the famous English actress from the first
time he laid eyes on her picture.

Somehow, a handbill portrait of Miss Langtry ended up in the end-of-
track den of iniquity once known as Vinegarroon. The Southern Pacific was
under construction. Roy Bean was busily carving out his reputation and his
empire. As the only justice of the peace in a hundred miles, his word was ab-
solute. He meted out swift and merciless justice, when necessary, and the
Texas Rangers backed his play.

Legend has it that the picture was among the effects of the first man he
hanged. Whatever the case, it was love at first sight. Thus began the judge’s
lifelong devotion to Lily Langtry, the Jersey Lilly.

The judge carried on a rather one-sided correspondence with the lady and
bestowed upon her all the gifts at his command. He named the town that
sprouted from the blood-stained roots of Vinegarroon after her. Perhaps the
most dubious honor of all came when the notorious and dilapidated pile of
wood and tin he called a saloon was christened the Jersey Lilly.

So Judge Bean traded the Devil his soul for Miss Lily Langtry, but on his
terms. His heart’s desire was for the actress to come to him and see, first-
hand, the monument he had erected in her name.

For a time, Bean was blissfully happy. He accumulated several new por-
traits, one even signed by Miss Langtry herself, and prominently displayed
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have little authority in such weighty matters as souls.”

“What about hangings, Judge?”’ the Devil countered. “You’ve decided
the fate of a fair number of souls with those.”

The judge’s hand involuntary went to his neck. He caught himself and
continued, ‘“Nevertheless, a contract of such duration and magnitude would
lie beyond the normal consideration of this court.”

Again, the Devil parried, ‘“What of weddings? Those are pretty powerful
contracts of duration and magnitude. And divorces? You have even had the
audacity to sunder a few of those you joined; quite illegally, I might add.”

‘A matter of corrective and expedient jurisprudence. I do hold with over-
turning insubstantial contracts.”’

“My contract is substantial, binding, and as valid as the blood with which
it is signed.”’

““It is not valid in this court because I lack the authority to validate such a
document. In fact, there is considerable question as to the existence and ju-
risdiction of said court, in all cases whatsoever.”

Judge Bean then launched into a speech, part argument, part history, and
part Roy Bean’s fantasy. He threw in everything he could recall on the dis-
putes regarding the Trans-Pecos country. He outlined the Spanish land
grants and the disputes with Mexico that produced the Mexican War, He
covered the articles of secession and the political battles of Reconstruction.
He recounted the Indian raids from the mountains of Old Mexico. He de-
tailed the accounts of lost treasures and outlaw strongholds. He even told a
fairly accurate version of his election battles over his J. P. office.

The Devil sat unmoving in the old wooden chair as Roy Bean laid out his
case. His visage grew so blackly evil my father feared he would set the Jersey
Lilly ablaze with his look. Pedro wanted desperately to cross himself, but
the gesture would reveal him to the Devil. He crouched in fear, shivering
from the heat of the Devil’s wrath.

Gradually, a sardonic smile slithered across Satan’s face. He chuckled,
then laughed — a bitter, spiteful laugh, more terrifying than his frown.

The judge halted in midsentence. His face set into a stony grimace. He
paled, fear crouching in the corners of his eyes, but he held his ground. The
floor boards of the saloon writhed beneath the Devil’s mocking laugh. The
judge stood, facing Satan like a poker player down to his last bluff, but too
stubborn to throw in his hand.

Finally, the Devil’s laughter died away. He eyed Senor Bean a moment
more in silence. At last, he said, “Court’s adjourned, Judge.”

Bean opened his mouth to protest. Satan twitched his hand in a simple
pattern. The evil magic filled my father with a deathly nausea. The judge’s
jaws moved, but only a strangled sound came forth, as 1f someone held him
by the throat.

“You don’t have a case and you know it!”’ Satan chided him. “I have your
word, verified by a signature in your own blood. My contracts have been
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my wife. Losing a mistress is an altogether different thing. One must seek
new lodgings, always a nuisance, and what’s more, one must pay for them
until another mistress comes along. You’re blushing — how sweet.”

“I know nothing of such things”’ She added with more than a trace of
pride, “I am a maid.”

“So you and your disciples never tire of reminding us, though why one
would be proud of such an unnatural state, I for one can’t imagine. #’aime le
luxe, et meme la mollesse. ‘I love luxury, even overindulgence’ Forgive me if
I quote myself, I can’t help it. I have such impeccable taste.”

“A pity it is not reflected in your dress.”

“My tailors will be mortally offended! But allow me to suggest that it is
you, my dear pucelle, who, in your insistence on dressing like a man, would
deprive civilized society of one of its most harmless pleasures.”

“An insistence I most dearly paid for,” she retorted, remembering how
the bishops badgered her about her preference for male attire as relentlessly
as they inquired after her divine voices. As if in the absurd attire members of
her sex were required to wear she could have defeated the English at Or-
léans, or led three thousand knights to victory at Jargeau and Meung-sur-
Loire, Beaugency and Patay, throughout that summer of glorious victories
when, led by her voices, she could do no wrong. Then the blood-red dark-
ness of lost battles descended, muffling and confusing her voices, while
those of her English-loving enemies grew strong.

“No need to get testy,” Monsieur Arouet said, gently patting her knee
plate. “Although I personally find your attire repulsive, I would defend to
the death your right to dress or undress any way you please.”” He eyed the
near-transparent upper garment of a female inn patron nearby. ‘“Paris has
not lost its appetite for finery after all. Fruit from the gods, don’t you
agree?”’

“No, I do not. There is no virtue greater than chastity in women or in
men. Our lord was chaste, as are our saints and priests.”’

“Priests chaste! Pity you weren’t at the school my father forced me to at-
tend as a boy. You could have so informed the Jesuits who daily buggered
their innocent charges. And what of him?”’ he asked, referring to the four-
handed creature on wheels rolling toward them. “No doubt such a creature
is chaste. Is it then virtuous too? If chastity were practiced in France as
much as it’s preached, the race would be extinct.”’

The wheeled creature braked by their table. Stamped on his chest was
what appeared to be his name: GARCON 213-ADM. In a bass voice as clear as
any man’s, he said, “A costume party, eh? I hope my delay will not make
you late. Two of our mechfolk are having some worn-out parts replaced, and
one short-order cook’s out with a cold.”

It eyed the other cook, a honey-haired blonde in a hairnet, whose human-
ness stood out among the mechanical menials employed in the inn. The
Maid frowned. Its glance recalled the way her jailers had eyed her before she
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could get a better view of Maquina’s legs.

“Well, hurry up,” the image said. “Patience is for martyrs and saints, not
for men of belles letrres.”

Tech pointed to a light on his control board. ‘“We’ll know you’re trying to
get through if this light flashes red.”

“Must it be red?”’ the Maid inquired. “Can you not make it blue? Blue is
s0 cool, the color of the sea. Water is stronger than fire. It can put fire out.”

“Stop babbling nonsense,’ the other hologram snapped. He beckoned to
the mechwaiter and said, “Tell those idiots to put their cigarettes out at
once. They’re upsetting the Maid. And you two geniuses out there, if you
can resurrect the dead, you certainly should be able to change a red light
into blue.”

“I don’t believe this guy,” said Maquina. ‘“Who does he think he is?”’

“The voice of reason,” Tech replied. “Francois-Marie Arouet de Voltaire.
Who else?”

She tried to ignore the sorceress called Maquina, who claimed to be her
creator; as if anyone but the King of Heaven could lay claim to such a feat.
She didn’t feel like talking to anyone. Events crowded in — too rushed, too
dense. Her choking, pain-shot death still swarmed about her.

On the dunce’s cap they’d set upon her shaven head on that fiery day, the
darkest and yet brightest day of her short life, her “crimes’” were inscribed
in the holy tongue: Heretica, Relapsa, Apostata, Idolater. The learned cardi-
nals and bishops of the English-loving University of Paris and the Church,
Christ’s bride on earth, had set her live body on fire. All for carrying out
God’s will — that the Great and True King should be His minister in
France. For that, they’d rejected the king’s ransom and sent her to the sear-
ing pyre. What then might they not do to this sorceress called Maquina —
who, like her, dwelt among men, wore men’s attire, and claimed for herself
powers that eclipsed those of the Creator Himself?

“Please go away,’ she murmured. “I tnust have silence if I am to hear my
voices.”

But neither La Sorciére nor the bearded man in black — he resembled the
patriarchs on the domed ceiling of the great church at Rouen — would leave
her alone.

“Sacred Maid, Rose of France,” said the bearded one, who called himself
Bondieu and claimed to represent her spiritual descendants in France, “I
beg you, hear me out. Our cause is just. The fate of our beloved France de-
pends upon our winning to our side as many converts as we can. If France is
to be a nation of believers who uphold the sacred, time-honored traditions of
the past, we must defeat the Alliance of Secular Skeptics for Scientific
Truth. Unless we do, France shall become a nation of freethinking atheists
with no respect for anything but secular godlessness.”

She tried to turn away, but the weight of her chains stopped her. “Leave
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“Not depths of intellect,” the scientist protested. “She’s just a fifteenth-
century peasant! She doesn’t even have big tits!”

“No, no. Depths of the soul. I'm like a little stream. Clear because it is
shallow. But she’s a river, an ocean! Return me to Aux Deux Magots. She
and the cute, wind-up gar¢on are the only society that I now have.”

“She is your adversary,” the scientist said. ‘““A minion of those who up-
hold values that you fought all your life. To assure your victory over her in
the Great Debate, I’m going to reprogram you, equip you with all the philo-
sophical and scientific information rational people have developed in the
four centuries since your death. Darwin, Freud, Einstein, Heisenberg, Le-
conte. The definitive treatise on the Big Bang. The GUT — general unified
theory — that eluded us all for so long. Your reason must crush her faith.
You must regard her as the enemy she is if civilization is to continue to ad-
vance along rational scientific lines.”

His eloquence and impudence were rather charming, but they were not
substitutes for Voltaire’s fascination with the Maid. “I will refuse to read
anything you give me until you reunite me with the Maid in the café.’

The scientist had the audacity to laugh. “You don’t get it. You have no
choice. I’ll download — feed — the information into you. You’re nothing
but a complex I myself have made. You’ll have the information you must
have to win whether you want it or not.”’

Voltaire bristled with resistance. He knew the accents of authority since
he was first subjected to those of his father, a strict martinet who’d compel-
led him to attend mass and whose austerities had claimed the life of Vol-
taire’s mother when Voltaire was only seven. The only way she could escape
his father’s discipline was to die. Voltaire had no intention of escaping this
scientist in that way. His existence was far too valuable.

“I refuse to use any additional knowledge you give me unless you return
me at once to the café.’

The scientist regarded Voltaire the way Voltaire regarded his wigmaker —
with haughty superiority. As if he knew Voltaire could not exist without his
patronage. Though middle class in origin himself, Voltaire did not believe
common people worthy of governing themselves. The thought of his wig-
maker posing as a legislator was enough to make him never wear a wig
again. To be seen similarly by this man of science was intolerable.

“Tell you what,” said the scientist. ‘“You compose one of your brilliant /ez-
tres philosophiques trashing the concept of the human soul, and I will reunite
you with the Maid. But if you don’t, you won’t see her until the day of the
debate. Do I make myself clear?”

Voltaire mulled the offer over. “Clear as a little stream,”’ he said at last.

“I have no desire to see the skinny gentleman in the wig who thinks he’s
better than everyone else,’ the Maid told the sorceress called Maquina. “I .
much prefer the company of my own voices.”
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stupidity would cost. And the Maid is hampered even more than I! For Aer
convictions, she paid the ultimate price. Being crucified could be no worse
than what she suffered at the stake. Light a cigarette in her presence and she
becomes so confused that she can’t articulate the nature of these voices that
she claims to hear. Rational inquiries cannot be carried out in an atmo-
sphere of fear and intimidation. If our contest is to be fair, I implore you in
the name of justice and enlightenment, rid us of these terrors that prevent us
from speaking our minds and from encouraging others to speak theirs. Else
this debate will be like a race run with bricks tied to the runners’ ankles.”

Mme. la Savante did not respond at once. “I — I'd like to help, but I'm
not sure I can.”’

Voltaire spluttered with scorn. “I know enough of your procedures to
know you can comply with my request.”

“Technically, your request poses no problem. But morally, I’m not at lib-
erty to tamper with the Maid’s program at whim.”

Voltaire stiffened. “I realize Madame has a low opinion of my philosophy,
but surely —”

“Not so! I think the world of you! You have a modern mind, one of the
first and best our world has ever known. But your point of view, though
valid as far as it goes, is limited because of what it leaves out and cannot ad-
dress. And don’t forget, I work for Artifice Inc. and the Preservers, for
Monsieur Bondieu. I'm bound by the ethics of my profession to give them
the Maid they want. Unless I can convince them to delete the Maid’s mem-
ory of her martyrdom, I can’t do it. And Tech would have to get permission
from the company and the Skeptics to delete yours. He’d love to, I assure
you. His Skeptics are more likely to consent than my Preservers. It would
give you an advantage in addition to the two hundred years on the Maid that
you already have.”

“I quite agree,” he conceded at once. ‘“‘Relieving me of my burdens with-
out relieving the Maid of hers would not be cricket. Neither Locke nor
Newton would approve.”

Mme. la Savante did not answer at once. ‘“I’ll talk to my boss and to Mon-
sieur Bondieu,” she said at last. “But I wouldn’t hold my breath if I were
you.”

Voltaire smiled wryly and said, “Madame forgets I have no breath to

.hold”

The red light flashing on Tech’s board stopped just as he entered his office.
That meant Maquina must have answered it in hers. Tech bristled with suspi-
cion. They had agreed not to talk to each other’s re-creation alone, though
each had already given the other the required programming to do it. The
Maid never initiated communication, which meant the caller was Voltaire.

How dare Maquina boot up without him! He stormed out of the office to
let her and Voltaire both know exactly what he thought of their conspiring
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stable ‘I, an essential ego-entity lying beyond each individual existence.”

“True,” said the scientist, “though odd, coming from you.”

“Don’t interrupt me, please. Now, how can we explain the stubborn illu-
sion of a fixed self or soul? Through five functions, themselves conceptual
processes and not fixed elements. First, all beings possess physical, material
qualities, which change so slowly that they appear to be fixed, but which are
actually in constant material flux.”

“The soul’s supposed to outlast those,” the scientist said. He pinched the
bridge of his nose with his thumb and forefinger.

“I’ll get to that; don’t interrupt. Second, there is the illusion of a fixed
emotional makeup, when actually feelings, as even that rude playwright
Shakespeare pointed out, wax and wane as inconstantly as the moon. They
too are in constant flux, though no doubt these motions, just like the
moon’s, obey physical laws.”

“We know a few of them,”’ the scientist said. “But we’ve still got a long
way to go. In any event, not my area of expertise.”

Voltaire suppressed his irritation at the scientist’s dull-witted interrup-
tions. Any audience, even one that insisted on participating, was better than
none. “Third, the phenomenon of perception. The senses, upon examina-
tion, also turn out to be processes, in constant motion, not in the least
fixed.”’

““The soul’s supposed to outlast them as well.”

“Fourth,” Voltaire continued, determined to ignore the scientist’s banal
interpolations, “‘there is in every individual a constellation of habits that de-
velops over the years. But these too are made up of constant flowing action.
Despite the appearance of repetition, there’s nothing fixed or immutable
here.”

“Drinkdrugging habits too?”’ the scientist said. ‘“They seem pretty immu-
table to me.”

“Nonsense. They’re just as subject to time and change as everything else. Fi-
nally, there is the phenomenon of consciousness, the so-called soul itself, which
is believed by priests and fools — a redundancy, that — to be detachable from
the four phenomena I’ve named. But consciousness itself exhibits all those char-
acteristics of flowing motion of the other four. Now, all five of these functions
are constantly grouping and regrouping. The body itself is forever in a state of
flux, and so is everything else. Permanence is an illusion. Heraclitus was abso-
lutely right. You cannot set foot into the same river twice. The hungover man
I’m regarding now is not the same hungover man I am regarding now. Every-
thing is always in a state of dissolution and decay —”

“You can say that again.”

“— as well as in a state of solution and growth. Consciousness itself can-
not be separated from its contents. We are pure deed. There is no doer. The
dancer can’t be separated from the dance. Science after my time confirms
this view. Looked at closely, the atom itself disappears. There is no atom,

The Rose and the Scalpel 137






“Mais oui,” said Voltaire with an impish smile. “Monsieur requires time
— how do you say it en anglais? — to sleep it off.”

Maquina waited nervously for her turn on the agenda of the executive
meeting of Artifice Inc. She sat opposite Tech, contributing nothing to the
discussion, as colleagues and superiors discussed this aspect and that of the
company’s operation. Her mind was elsewhere, but not so far gone as to fail
to notice the hair on the back of Tech’s hands, a single vein that pulsed —
sensuous music — in his neck.

As the president of Artifice Inc. dismissed all those not directly involved
in the P. S. (Preserver-Skeptic) Project, Maquina assembled the notes she’d
prepared to present her case. Of those present, she knew she could count
only on Tech’s support. But she was confident that, with it, the others
would go along with her proposal.

The day before, she told the Special Projects Committee, for the first
time, the Maid had broken her reclusive pattern. She initiated contact in-
stead of waiting to be summoned with her usual air of reluctance. She’d
been deeply disturbed to learn from Monsieur Arouet that she must defeat
him in what she called “the trial’’ or be consigned once again to oblivion.

When Maquina had acknowledged that that was probably true, the Maid
became convinced that she was going to be cast again into “the fire.”” Disori-
ented and confused, she begged Maquina to allow her to retire to consult her
“voices.”

Several hours later, the red light had flashed for Maquina again. This time
the Maid requested high-level reading skills so that she might compete with
her “inquisitor’”’ on a more equal footing.

“I explained to her that I couldn’t alter her programming without this
committee’s consent.”

“What about your client?’’ the president wanted to know.

“Monsieur Bondieu found out — he wouldn’t tell me how, a press leak, I
suspect — that Voltaire is to be her rival in the debate. Far from having to
persuade him to alter her historicity, he’s now threatening to take the ac-
count to Yamamoto in Japan — unless I download into her the additional
two centuries of information Voltaire has.” '

“Does your client know we’re handling Voltaire for the Skeptics as well as
the Maid for him?”

Magquina shook her head.

“Thank the Cosmic X for that,” said the executive vice president of Spe-
cial Projects.”

“Tech?”” the president asked, his eyebrows raised.

Since Tech had once suggested the very course Maquina now proposed,
she assumed his accord — and was stunned when he said, “I’m against it.
France and the planet want a verbal duel between intuitive faith and
inductive/deductive reason. Update the Maid’s memory bank, and all we
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will succeed in doing is muddying the issue.”

“Tech!”” Maquina cried out.

Heated discussion followed. Tech fired one objection after another at ev-
eryone who favored the idea. Except Maquina, whose gaze he carefully
avoided. When it became apparent no consensus would be reached, the
president made the decision in Maquina’s favor.

Maquina pressed her advantage. “I’d also like permission to delete from
the Maid’s programming her memory of being burned alive at the stake.
Her fear that she’ll be sentenced to a similar fate again makes it impossible
for her to present the case for faith as freely as she could if that memory
didn’t darken her thoughts.”

“I object,” Tech said. “Martyrdom is the only way a person can become
famous without ability. The Maid who did not suffer martyrdom for her be-
liefs isn’t the Maid of history at all. To delete her memory of that experience
would be like re-creating Christ without his crucifixion.”

Maquina glared at Tech, who addressed his observations to the president,
as if she did not exist. “I’m willing to let Voltaire be deleted of all he suffered
at the hands of authority, too.”

“I’'m not,” said Tech. “Voltaire without defiance of authority would not
be Voltaire.” :

Maquina let the other committee members argue the point, nonplused by
the incomprehensible change in Tech. She accepted her superiors’ final de-
cision, a compromise, because she had no choice. The Maid’s information
bank would be updated, but she would not be allowed to forget her fiery
death, nor would Voltaire be allowed to forget the constant fear of reprisals
from church and state authorities that tempered his views and harnessed his
thought.

“You shit,” said Maquina to Tech under her breath as they both left the
conference room.

Unresponsive to the presence of Madame la Sorciére, the Maid sat up-
right in her cell, eyes closed as she listened to warring voices peal inside her
head. The noise was like the din of battle, chaotic and fierce, but if she just
listened intently, refusing to allow her immortal spirit to be ripped from her
mortal flesh, a divinely orchestrated polyphony, as in the mass she’d heard
in the cathedral at Rouen, would show her her course.

The Archangel Michael, St. Catherine, and St. Margaret, from whose
mouths her voices often spoke, were reacting fiercely to her involuntary
mastery of Monsieur Arouet’s Complete Works. Particularly offensive to Mi-
chael was the Elements de Newton, whose philosophy Michael perceived to
be incompatible with that of the Church and with his own existence. The
Maid herself was not so sure. She found, to her surprise, a poetry and har-
mony in the equations that proved — as if proof were required — the unsur-
passed reality of God, whose physical laws might be fathomable but whose
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purposes were not.

Far more offensive to her than the new wisdom was that its author was an
Englishman. “La Henriade,” she told Michael, citing another of Monsieur
Arouet’s works, ‘“is more repulsive than Les Eléements. How dare Monsieur
Arouet, who arrogantly calls himself Voltaire, maintain that in England rea-
son is free, while in our own beloved France, it’s shackled to the dark imag-
inings of absolutist priests! Was it not Jesuit priests who first taught this
inquisitor how to reason?”’

‘But what enraged the Maid most of all and made her thrash and strain at
her chains until, fearing for her safety, La Sorciere freed her ankles and
wrists, was his illegally printed, scurrilous poem about her. As soon as she
was sure her voices had withdrawn, she waved a copy of “La Pucelle” at the
sorceress, incensed that the chaste Catherine or Margaret might be forcibly
exposed to its lewdness. Both saints had already reproached her for her silly,
girlish speculations about how attractive Monsieur Arouet might be — what
was she thinking! — if he removed his ridiculous wig and got rid of his lilac
ribbons.

“How dare Monsieur Arouet represent me this way?’’ she railed, know-
ing full well that her stubborn refusal to call him Voltaire irked him no end.
“He adds nine years to my age, dismisses my voices as outright lies, and
slanders Baudricourt, who first enabled me to put before my king my vision
for both him and France. A writer of preachy plays and irreverent slanders
against the faithful like Candide, he well may be, but that insufferable know-
it-all calls himself an historian! If his other historical accounts are no more
reliable than the one he gives of me, they and not my body deserve the fire.
Newton’s wisdom is an intriguing vision of God’s laws, but Voltaire’s his-
tory is a work of his imagination, made up of three parts bile, two spleen.”’
She raised her right arm in the same gesture she’d used to lead her soldiers
and the knights of France into battle against the English king and his min-
ions of whom, she now saw clearly, Monsieur Arouet de Voltaire was one. A
warrior femme inspiratrice with an intense aversion to the kill, she now
vowed all-out war against this ‘“nouveau-riche bourgeois upstart darling of
the aristocratic class, who’s never known real want or need, and thinks
horses are bred with carriages behind them.”

“Get him!” La Sorciére raged, ablaze with the Maid’s fire.

“Where is he?”” demanded the Maid. “Where is this shallow little pissoir
stream that I may drown him in the depths of all I have suffered and
known!”

Voltaire cackled with satisfaction when the café appeared, independent of
his human masters’ consent or knowledge. He made it disappear and reap-
pear three times to make sure that he had mastered the technique. What
fools these rulers were, to think that they could make the great Voltaire a
creature of their will! But now came the real test, the intricate procedure
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greatest man of letters France had ever known, returning to his native land
after an absence of over four hundred years? It was his destiny to shine;
theirs, to applaud his brilliance.

When the moderator finally pleaded for silence — a bit too soon; Voltaire
would take that up with him later — Voltaire placed his hand over his heart.
He began his recital in the declamatory style so dear to eighteenth-century
Parisian hearts: the soul, like God, no matter how it was defined, could not
be demonstrated to exist; its existence was inferred. The truth of the infer-
ence lay beyond rational proof, nor was there anything in nature that re-
quired it, as he would demonstrate via the natural philosophies of Messieurs
Newton, Darwin, Einstein, Heisenberg, and, more recently, those of
Seultete, Sindios, Kopfschmerz, and Pasallah of Big Bang and general uni-
fied theory fame.

Far away in the stands, Maquina turned to Tech and said, ‘“Darwin, Ein-
stein, Seultete! You cheated!”

“God will not be mocked!”” Monsieur Bondieu chanted. “Faith shall pre-
vail!”’ )

And yet, Voltaire continued to pontificate, there was nothing more obvi-
ous in nature than the work of an intelligence greater than man’s, which
man is able, within limits, to decipher. That man can decode nature’s se-
crets proves what the church fathers and all the founders of the world’s great
religions have always said: that man’s intelligence is a reflection of that same
divine intelligence which authored nature. Were this not so, natural philoso-
phers could not discern the laws behind creation, either because there
would be none or because man would be so alien to them that he could not
discern them. The very harmony between natural law and our ability to dis-
cover it strongly suggests that sages and priests of all persuasions are essen-
tially correct in arguing that we are but the creatures of an almighty power,
whose power is reflected in us. And this reflection in us of that power may
be justly termed our universal, immortal, yet individual souls.

“You’re praising priests!’’ the Maid exclaimed. She added something else,
but Voltaire could not hear it above the pandemonium that broke out in the
crowd.

“Incredible!”” the moderator cried. ‘“Voltaire, archenemy of spiritual au-
thority and faith, actually seems to be contending that man has an immortal
soul!”

“The operation of chance,” Voltaire concluded, *“in biological evolution
and in the behavior of subatomic particles, in no way proves that nature and
man, who is part of nature and as such a reflection of its creator, are merely
somehow accidental. Chance is one of the principles through which natural
law works. That principle may be said to correspond with the traditional re-
ligious view that man, like subatomic matter/energy, under certain condi-
tions, is free to chart his own course. But this freedom, even when
apparently random — randomness itself — obeys statistical laws in a way
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Skeptics hooted. Some Preservers cheered. Others, who equated the be-
lief that nature has a soul with paganism, scowled, suspecting a trap.

“Anyone who has seen the countryside near my home village, Domremy,
or the great church at Rouen will testify that nature, the creation of an awe-
some power, and man, the creator of marvels, both possess intense con-
sciousness, a soul!”

She waited for the crowd of supposedly civilized souls to calm themselves
so that she could proceed.

“But what my brilliant friend has nor addressed is how the fact that man
possesses a soul he himself ackowledges to be immortal, universal yet
unique, relates to the question at hand: namely, whether artificial intelli-
gences, such as his own, possess a soul.”’

The crowd stamped, booed, cheered, hissed, and roared. Objects the
Maid could not identify sailed through the air. Police officers appeared, ac-
companied by mechcops, and began to pull some people from the crowd.

The Maid waited until the moderator signaled for her to resume.

““The soul of man is divine!”’ she cried out.

Preservers screamed approval. Skeptics shouted denials.

“It is immortal!”

The din was so great that people covered their ears with their hands to
muffle the noise of which they themselves were the source.

“And unique,” Voltaire coached from the sidelines. “For God’s sake,
don’t forget unique.”

“It is unique!”’ she shouted, with the same intensity that had marked all
her battle cries. “No other being on earth possesses a soul like man’s!”

Voltaire shot to his feet beside her — “I agree!” — and the crowd went
wild.

The Maid tuned out the raving masses of people shouting at her enor-
mous feet and regarded the man who called himself Voltaire with bemused,
affectionate doubt. Instead of running through the standard litany of reli-
gious arguments she had prepared, she happened to spot, far away in the
most distant reaches of the stadium, a being who looked suspiciously like
her fellow peasant with the noble heart, Garcon. Recalling his compassion-
ate refusal to let himself advance while his mechfolk remained behind, she
found herself unable to argue for any course that would deprive such a noble
creature of the rights even the lowest and most common human beings now
enjoyed. She yielded the floor to Voltaire, who, in discussion, had a lust for
the last word.

Voltaire cited Newton, but he made a few interpretational mistakes.

“No, no,’ she interrupted. “That isn’t what the formulas suggest at all!”’

“Must you embarrass me in front of the largest audience I've ever
known?”’ Voltaire whispered. “Is it my fault I never did have a good head for
algebra?’’ Sulking, he yielded the floor to her.

“Calculus,” she corrected. But softly, so that only he could hear. “It’s not
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