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SHOULD A mere mortal dare hope for some ultimate answers beyond the
span of a lifietime? Can anything reasonably good come out of hurnaiity’s often
senseless and gargantuan struggles? Where does inspiration for the final stroke
of paint on a masterpiece come from? In the future will we hook into machines
to escape being real? Or to escape taking responsibility for our ewn exper
iences? How might an alien’s emotions differ from our ewn? Could we ever
legislate genetie control over peeple’s emetions? How many futures ean aslir
ally exist? Will people ever learn hew to really eemimiuticate with ene ansther?

The stories in this issue are about all of the above. They're also about being
human and participating in the world of ideas with some talented people who
chose to share theirs with us. If you are entertained in the process, we'll be duly
gratified and turn directly to collecting the next group of ideas.

Darrel Schweitzer concludes his fantasy novel “The White Isle” on these
pages, the second part dealing with the fortunes of “The Magician’s Daughter.”
Longtime contributor David R. Bunch has returned to Famastiic with a new tale
sure to make you cerebrate. And Wayne Wightman, whose stories have re-
cently appeared in Amariing, treats us once more to his gentle brand of satire in
“The Imprecise Delights of Love”. In addition, we are presenting five other
short story writers, five colummists whom we thank for enriching our knowl-
edge of the science fiction and fact scene, and a group of artists whose clever
visions so aptly set our stage. Of special mention are Steve Fabian's masterful
illustrations for his sword and sorcery feature “Daemon,” and Gary Freeman's
interpretation of events in “The Magician's Daughter”.
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Reader Comment

To the Thoughful humans at FANTAS-
TIC SF,

I must have been on along space trip be-
cause | have just picked up, and read, my
first copy of your exceptiomally good pub-
lication.

On my chart you deserve some gold
stars because:

1) Most of your stories are SOFT
Science Fiction, rather than hard core;
one doesn’t have to be a physicist to enjoy
them.

2) There is quantity as well as quality.

3) The Bio-gketches are great because
they give the reader a little insight re the
author, sometimes a bit startling.

4) "Why We Chose This Story" is em-
lightening because it gives the reader, and
possible contributor, an insight re the
editor.”

All of this makes your book warmly
human.

I would guess that countless
thousands of readers would feel as Ldtn Szo
ever increasing success to FANTASTIC
SF, because you surely deserve it.

Sincerely,
Bill Zamboni
Vista, CA

Amil to a Mast Thoughtful Human in
Vista, CA,, thark you.

4 FANTASTIC STORIES

Dear Mr. Gohagen:

I am a former subscriber who lost in-
terest in FANTASTIC when you went 1o
the reprint format. Since the format
change |1 have glanced at both FANTXS-
TIC and AMMBING on the stands but
found little to interest me until now. |
bought the April 1980 issue of FANTAS-
TIC on the strength of the Darrel Sehweiit-
zer piece “The Whhite Isle.” | was very at-
tracted by Gary Freeman's illustrations
and your spetlighting ef the pleee an the
rear eover and en the inside frent eaver. |
especially enjoyed “Darvived Funny”, even
if it was a reprint, “Bleed Meney,” “Fair
tastie Faets,” and "Gamwes Fen Wl Play.” I
de net knew if | will beeame a regular read-
er ef FANPASTIC again But the Apri 1980
igsue did eapture my attention. | will esr
tainly Buy yeur Aext issue for the erdi:
8i6R 16 “The White 1sle” After that Whe
kRows?

Sincerely yours,
Howard H. Huggins
Coxesville, VA.

Hang in there. The best is alumys yet to
come.




PHEOITO ® Brian M- Fraser

“If you look at some of the long-mange con

sequenrgass of things that are now being adl-
vocattat! as nafiomd! policy in the United
States, Canoda amt! Westerm FEunope,”
says science fiction autturr Eredievilk Bohl,
“youw find that they are, not invitationss to
disastar, but almost guaraméees of large-
scalle disaster.”

“§CIENCE FICTION is a sort of Distant
Early Warning System, letting you know
what’s going to happen or what might exist
some other place in the Umiverse,” says
award-winning SF author Frederik Pohl.

“The reality most urgent for all of us
now," contends Pohl, "is change. And
science fiction is the literature of change.
Every other kind of literature seems to
take for granted that the world is static and
predetermined, that it's going to be this
way indefinitely. Science fiction shows the
ways in which it will be quite diffeenemt.”

And Pohl’'s most recent SE novel, JEM,
foresees a bleak future for Man if the inter-
national power divisions between Have
and Have-Not nations further intensify.

“We have what is called The Third
Wonrld, which seems to break the planet
into three power blocks,” says Frederik
Pohl, when interviewed.

“it seems to me quite clear that there are
Have nations in terms of fuel, Have nations

Interview

PROPHET OF DOOM
& GLOOM

Science fiction author
Frederik Pohl tells the fu-
ture like he sees it.

by Brian M. Fraser

in terms of food, and Everybody Else. And
Everybody Else are basically people ex-
porters, the small countries like Yugpsila-
via and North Africa who supply workers
for the industrialized countries of Europe,
and the Latin Awmetican courmitries who
supply workers to us. They export people
to fill jobs.™

Power Politics

In Pohl's fictional scenario of the worildl-
of-the-ffiture, the People Bloc includes
Pakistan, China, Turkey, Poland and
other coumiries, while the Fuel Bloc
naturally is composed of such oil expont-
ers as Saudi Arabia, Venezuela and, with
the promise of North Sea reserves, the
British. Camada, the United States, Rums-
sia, Brazil and Bulgaria are among those
allied as part of the Food Blo¢.

In JEM, the intermational power struyg-
gles even work their way down into the
terminology of everyday life, to inter-
personal insults using such degrading
short-fiorms as the Peeps for the People
Bloe, the Fats as a nickname for Food-
exporting nationals or the Oflies of Gieass-
ies as euphermsras for Fuell-HeR forees.

According to Pohl, these divisions be-
tween various world interests can only be-
come more dynamic.

*“There's no question that they have in-
tensified,” he says, “OPEC has unified it-
self pretty well, at the expense of unifying a
lot of the rest of the world against it.

“The food-producing nations have not
really done anything like that, but 1 think it
rather likely something of this sort will
happen as a counterbalance to OPEC —




which will leave nothing for the rest of the
world to do but to make itself into some
sort of Bloc and function as best it can.*

The science fiction writer has translated
this real-world situation into a story, with
invented characters and interpersonal re-
lationships, a plot of power politics and im-
ternational incidents, set on the Earth we
knew and on a fantastic world dreamed up
i Pehl's imagination:

“JIEM takes place in some unusual
places, a lot of it on a planet that hmedeupp.
But it starts out in Sofia, Bulgaria and parts
of it in Yugoslavia. They are places that1
have visited and | thought that Lwauldililses
to write about, they seemed interesting to
me.

*“The characters in dEM,” he continues,
“Started in my mind as four participants at
a conference on exobiology, on the bio-
logy of other planets, which | pretended,
invented for the purposes of the story.”

The four major human beings are exo-
biologist Danny Dalehouse and Margie
Menninger, daughter of a behind-the-
scenes political powermonger, from the
United States; a split-brain translator from
Bulgaria named Ana Dimitrova and Pakiis-
tani astronormet Ahmed Dulla who am-
Aounces the diseovery of the new planet.
The persenal feelings and presccupation
with sex of seme of these mdividuals
makes up part ef the stery.

*As I begamwitingzatioutthesm | ibegam
to see who they were," Pohi says, descnib-
ing his writing process. “I'm not a very or-
derly person; I don't plan very far ahead;
the characters in my books usually grow
as | write about them.

*A story develops as | write it. If | write
one page, it suggests to me what the next
page is going to be.

“In the case of #8M, the novel develap-
ed over a fairly long period. Parts of it go
back ten years; some of the individual sec-
tions which later worked into the novel. |
usually take about a year's straight work,
about a year's time, to write a novel. But, in
terms of calendars, it's norrvlly mere like
feur er five, and sefmetifmes ten er twenty
years beeause | don’t usually werk straight
threugh.”

Ered Pohl is one of science fiction's top
writers and a master at creating superb
social structures in the future. Last year,
his book GATEEWAAY won the three major
science fiction awards: the fan-zwarded

Hugo, the professional Science Fiction
Whitters of America Nebula Award and the
World SE Orgamnization’s dohn W. Camp-
bell Jr. Memaorial Award as Best SF novel
of the previous year.

In addition, his autobiography of 60
years in the science fiction field — as a
teenaged fan, editor, writer-collaborator,
agent, magazine and book editor, lecturer
and author — THE WAY THE FUTURE
WAS: A Menwiir, has been published both
if Rardeever and recently in paperback by
Del Rey Books, New Yerk.

Stylistically, his newest book is unlike
the award-winning GATEWAY.

“In GATEEWAY,” he explains, *l was
trying to do some rather difficult tasks of
compression of information and | used
sidebars, the little added bits of informa-
tion that appear every couple of pages
throughout the book, to convey things
whieh aren't really necessary to the under-
standing of the story but that | thought
relevant and mteresting.

*“IEM is a much more conventionally
constructed novel. It was a little difficult for
me to write though,” he adds, “because it
has a number of different viewpoints.
There are, | think, actually about seven
voices heard in it — three of them not hu-
man — and | found it a challenge to try to
keep straight in my mind who was talking



at what time and what his perceptions
would be.”
Bizarre Beings

Pohl designed three exotic types of
extraterrestrials to live on his faraway
planet: the Krinpit, crab-like land crea-
tures; a race of male-like many-limbed
tunmeling aliens and an intriguing species
of hydragen-filled balloon beings.

“The ones | liked best,” admits the
author himself, “were the gas-filled bail-
loonists. And they came about because of
aman named Harlan Ellison (another well-
known science fiction writer) who had pro-
posed a planet for a series of lectures he
was conducting at UCLA in California

“Ome of the things that he asked the
participants who were attending was to
make up creatures and settings for adven-
ture stories which could take place and
would be written by a bunch of science fiic—
tion writers. For him, | invented the bal-
loonists and I liked them so much I didn't
want to give them up. So, when | came to
write JEM, they formed one of the races.

*it was interesting to try to think of what
it would be like to be a creature that did not
have the mobility we have, that didn’t have
the ability to handle tools, that didn’t have
opposable thumbs or hands that could
build machines and that nevertheless had
a fairly well-diaxelboped social structure and
some interesting customs.

“Their custom of singing seemed to me
to derive logically from their construction.
Their basic mass being in compressed hy-
drogen, they'd have a lot of gas to vent.
This would make a sound and it would
probably play a very large part in their
lives.

“The Krinpit, the hard-shelled crea-
tures, | had actually started to write astory
about some years ago and decided that
there really was not enough to say about
aliens who looked sort of like squashed
crabs to sustain the story. It was a defeat; |
wasn’t able to do what 1 wanted to do.

“But 1 remembered them. 1 thought
about them a great deal at the time; | in
vented social customs, holidays and rela-
tionships. And, when | had a chance to in
clude them in JBM, ] did.

“Wihen | began writing about the
Krinpit, my attempt was to describe aliens
who were comgllettely inhuman, did not
look in any way anthropomorphic, but that

nevertheless had the same sorts of social
and personal relationships as human
beings do. Not the same ones,"” Pohl em-
phasizes, “but the same sorts.

“And | made them up from the whole
cloth. I thought of the most uniikely, funmy-
looking, absurd, ludicrous things that |
could imagine which wouid still be desciiib-
able and then tried to develop from that
what sorts of individuals might fill those
grotesque bodies.

“The others (the burrowers), | just made
up because of the Rule of Three — if you
have two of anything, you should have a
third," admits the author.

Powerful Plot

Pohl’s story is not too optimistic about
Earth's future if the conflicts between the
Food, Fuel and People Blocs continue.

Within his narrative, these alignments
are in a desperate race to take advantage
of Man’s first contact with sentient alien
taces as discovered by a probe to a distant
star. In astronomical terms, the semistel
lar object is N-OA Bes-bes Geminorum
8426. More informally, it's the planet Klong
of the sun Kung. But it's simply nicknamed
JBEM by its new Tefran inhabitants.

Each block competes to launch a mam-
ned expedition to the planet via tachyon
transmission (a science fiction-imnvented
transportation method to exceed the
speed of light for the purpose of the story).
Omce on JEM, all three camps again are in
comypetition, not only with themselves but
also with the somewhat hostile enviran-
ment, particularly the three native intelli-
gent races.

Meamwhile, on Earth, the political and
power situation is further deteriorating,
from individual incident to reprisals and
eventual escalation to the brink of global
war.

The author’s dramatic conclusion
presents one possible alternative to com-
sider.

Prophets of Doom ——————

Pohl believes that one function of the
science fiction writer is to give warnings
about the future.

“It's a role that | enjoy. | ke to talk albout
what | perceive to be coming out of science
fiction as reality. But some of the disasters
that b seecraallyydomtt came: feoom scienee:
fiction, they come from scientists more
than science fiction stories.




“Tihere'’s a great deal of interest among
the scientific communiity in questions like
‘How much carbon dioxide there is in the
atmosphere and what the consequences
are if the level increases very much.’ Some
of them are pretty scary.

“Carbon dioxide has a tendency to
cause what’s called a ‘heat sink' — the
more carbon dioxide in the air, the hotter
the atmosphere gets. There are certain in-
evitable consequences of that such that, if
it gets beyond a eertain point, it may not be
stoppable.

“But where that point is, no one knows
for sure. And we're continuing to burn up
gasoline and coal as if there is no such
point. It's even possible we've already
passed it, although | think that unlikely. |
think it's eertain, however, that the poeint
does exist and it's either in the next decade
oF twe, or eertaimly within the next eex
tufy.”

As a result, and to provide a clear um-
equivocal warning to the public, Pohl is
writing a nom-fiction book, which has as
one tentative title, 1001 THINGS YOU
SHQUDD WORRY ABQUT THAT YOU
NEVER KNEW YOU HAD TO WORRY
ABOUT UNTIL. NOW.

“That’s probably not the title which will
appear on it," he says, candidly. “The title
that | have on it now is PROFGRAMMING
TOMBRAQW. But that doesn’t seem to
de justice to what | want to say.

“l intend it to be fairly polemical and, |
hope, a little bit scary book,” the author
states. “It seems to me there are a great
fany things happening that have very
probable consequences whieh are terfify-
ina:

“Because of the nature of politics, in all
of the developed countries of the world,
there is very little planning that goes be-
yond maybe two years, or three at the
most. It goes for the length of time that a
person or party expects to stay in office
and really nothing beyond that.

“But some of the consequences of what
is happening now require much longer-
range thinking than that, in terms of the
decades at least and probably of centuries
or more. If you look at some of the long-
range consequences of things that are now
being advocated as national peliey in the
Upited States, Canada and Wesitern Eur-
epe, you find that they are, net invitations
to disaster, but alimest guarantees of large

scale disaster. And that’s what | want to
talk about in the book.?

Whether presenting the dangerous
potential of international power politics in
the science fictional form of JEM, laying
out all the world’s future alternatives as
non-fiction in his upcoming PROGRANM-
MING TOMOBRROW, or speaking at SF
fan conventions, Frederik Pohl transrits a
definite forewarning that the future will be
very different than teday.

BRIAN M. FRASER teaches a course
on Scieme Fictiom in the Matlig, given
througth the Institute of Sovit! Commurii-
cations, Saint Paul Univarsity in Odtawa,
Canada. am

BOOK REVIELS
by Tom Staicar

The White Hart by Nancy Springer.
(Podkatt Bodts, $2.25; also SF Bowk Club
editiom)) Nancy Springer began her ex
ploration of the peoples and lands of Isle in
her book called The Book of the Sum. The
Whitee Hanitt is the second volume of her
series which is to be followed by a third and
final beok. The new novel stands alone
very effectively, shewing ne signs ef pad-
ding or of dependenee Upen what went en
in anether Besk. The tightly writien Aevel
fmanaged te held my interest all the way
threugh.

Using time-honored fantasy elements
such as a named sword which ¥cozens the
will to power" and a race of former gods
who now choose to dwell in the lands of
humans, Springer tells a story which is
quite enjoyable,

Bevan, the former god who is now
Prince of Eburacon, rescues Ellid, who is
the daughter of Pryce Dacaerin. Ellid had
been kidnapped as part of a plan to bring
about a confrontation between forces
whieh are wiing for dominamee over the
peeples of Isle. A white hart (a deef) has a
fystieal link with the eharaeters whieh is
finally revealed near the end ef this besk:

Along with being a good writer with a




smooth style, Nancy Springer has the wis-
dom to keep a novel brief when that is the
optimal length, as in the case of The White
Hant. Qthers might have bloated the book
up to 400 pages of wordiness.

A Gazeteer of the Hyborian World of
Conan and an Ethnogeographical Dic-
tionary of Principal Peoples of the Era.
Compiiled by Lee N. Ealconer. {Stonmont
House, Box £, West Linn, O 97068,
$4.95)

The Annotated Guide To Robert E.
Howard’s Sword and Sorcery: Coman-
Kult-Kane. by Rabert Weinberg (Star
mont Hmsse, $7.95.)

The casual reader of Robert E. Howard's
fiction will have little use for these, but
lovers of his sword and sorcery will find
them to be worthwhile supplements to
their reading.

Ealconer’s gazeteer is an alphabetical
guide to all the places mentioned in the
Conan stories, to which is added a chron
ology and a section of maps. Starmont also
publishes a full-oolor 40 by 28-imch wall
map based on the same kind of careful

study of the Coman fiction.

Weinberg’s volume is a guide to all the
sword and sorcery fiction of REH, prowid-
ing plot synopses and character listings for
all the tales about Coman, Kull, Bran Mak
Morn and Solomon Kane. Each hero is set
in perspective by a conumanritary and intio-
duction by Weinberg and a chronology
and listing in order of publication is pro-
vided for the Cishan stories.

When I bouggitt thellanaenr papesbaakiss
of the Conan and Kuil stories around ten
years ago, | wondered if the “Howard
boom"” would bottom out. After the recent
court battle over reprint rights among
major publishing houses ane the several
million additional sales since the Lancer
edition, it appears that REH’s popularity is
here to stay.

The Reign of Wizardry by dJack William
son. (Phaméasia Press, 13101 [limooin,
Hunitington Waosds, MI 48070. $15.00
handikoower). )

L had the opportunity of taliking with Jack
Wiiliamson a couple of years ago. He told
me: "Erom the earliest stories b always
tried to imagine that b was creating a
motion picture with an unlimited budget
for special effects.” This helped make him



a popular attraction in the SF pulps, begim-
ning with *The Metal Man” in the Decem-
ber, 1928 issue of Amazing Stories.

When dohn W. Camnyibsll, Jr. decided to
start a new type of fantasy magazine called
Unikroowpn, he wrote to several top SE
authors and explained what he needed.
His letter to Wiilliamson is reproduced in
the newly-written introduction in this edi
tion. The Reign of Wizaoeyy was based on
Camphall's suggestion that Minoan Crete
was one place where magic might have
worked.

The book is about a pirate who courage-
ously takes on the evil powers of Minos in
an attempt to break his rule of Crete,
Fighting against sorcery, illusions and
such creatures as the brass Talos, he must
overcome three challenges before com-
fronting his real enemy, The Dark One.

The book is worth reading today, al
though geared more for the 1940 audi
ence. Its strong conflicts and many suc
prise plot twists make up for its melodra-
matic qualities. Phantasia’s edition is print-
ed on high-quallity paper and has a deluxe
binding.

The Dewil Wives of Li Fong by E. Hoff
man Price. (D Rey, $1.95)

Price is 82 years old and this is his latest
novel — nat a reprint. Accerding to the
pulblisher, Price is known in San Framis-
co’s Chinatown as Tao Fa, “mentioned in
prayers every new moon and full meen in
two Taoist-Buddhist temples.” “He de
clares that in additien te silk, gunpewder,
and the magnetic ecompass, Beautiul
werhen were invented in China. Daubiers
are invited te meet Rifm at Aawn, BR RoFse
eF afsst; with swerd er pistel”

The Dexill Wives of Li Farg is set in old
China, where serpent spirits turned into
beautiful and bewitching women and Li
Fong is drawn into deadly battles with
kung fu warelers. 1 was eaptivated by the
wealth of sensual details: flames; bells;
fustling silk; the scent of sandalwead and
the shithering saund made by a seven-yard
1ong serpent. Nearly svsry paragraph com-
fained effects WRich BrBught an image
vividly t8 My mind:

Like the old pulp stories in Magitc Car
pet and Whaiid! Tales, the story is based on
the atmosphere and the strange, uncanny

10

beings who surround poor Li Fong. This
one is great fun to read and | highly recom
mend it.

A DBreamer’s Tales by Lord Dunsany.
(Owddsrinkk Press, Box 8243, Phtiiahdiina,
PA 19101. $12.75 hamtboveer. Hlustraited by
Tim Kirk.)

Lord Dumsany (pronounced "dunn-SAY
knee”) was a muilti-talented man who lived
between 1878 and 1957 and managed to
squeeze several lifietimes into that period,
Interested in hunting, fencing, lecturing,
poetry, prose and drama, Dunsamy was
also a soldier and the chess and pistal
shooting champion of Ireland.

George Scithers' Owmilsmick Press has
taken the utmest care in presenting Dun
sany's A Dimzmmees’s Tales with excellent
illustrations, good quality paper and a fine



binding, as they did with the earlier Tales
of Three Hemippbewes ($9.00).

If you have not already acquainted your
self with Dumsamy’s rich language and
eerie, exotic settings, you should consider
A Dvesumnes's Tales as the place to do so
Good versus evil, the secrets of the upi-
verse, spirits that cannot find rest in death
and the lands which lie beyend the knewn
are all feund in this eellection af haunting
stories.

Fantastic Wanlds: Myths, Tales, and
Stories. Edited and with Commentaries
by Eric S. Rabkin, (Oxfedd Umiversity
Press, 200 Masifioon Avenuge, New Yiork,
NY 10016. $15.95 haidtayoer, $6.95 panssr
berik) )

Br. Rabkin is a Professor of English who
teaches courses in SE and the famtastic.
His readings in both fields are extensive
and his thinking is clear and incisive, as
shown in the introductions and commen
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taries in this anthology. "The real woridisa
messy place where fust accumuilztes and
people die for no good reason and crime
often pays and true love doesn’t conquer
much,” he says, while fantasy "offers us
worlds in which some order, whatever that
may be, prevails.”

To iliustrate the range of the fantastic
and to explore some of the reasons why
we find our needs satisfied by reading fam-
tasy staries, he has assembled a selection
of fifty-one myths, fairy tales, sections
from novels and modern fantasy short
stories. Riehard Brautigan, Kurt
Veasegut, Jr. and the Migerlan auther
Ames Tulueld are represented, as are
Oud, ihe Brethers Grimm and the King
James Bible version of Genesis:

Rabkin is not one of those academic oud-
siders who takes a few days to read a cow-
ple of Hugo winners and then writes a
treatise on fantasy and "sci-fi.” He was a
college friend of Joe Haldeman and is one
of the best-read people writing about the
genres today. Fambatitic Wantlids can enrich
one's understanding of the effects and ele-
ments which go unmoiticed in fantasy read-
iRg in mMany €ases:

The Beginning Place by Ursula K. Le
Guiin. (Hoxmer & Row, hardioower, $8.95.)
Le Guiin is a giant in literature, with book
sales in the millions, a number of top
awards and unparalleled critical acclaim.
This makes it difficult to review her latest
nevel witheut bringing along the unwanted
baggage of past novels, a body of reviews
and a staek of prometionl material and
088ays. A Beak sheuld be judaed indeprir
denily af all this; But this is diffieutt ta de:

The Begimiwng Blase concerns two
young people, Hugh and Irena, who have
boring and routine daily jobs and who are
each trapped in an unhappy home emuirr-
onmemnt. Separately, they enter a peaceful
land in the coumtry through a mysterious
gateway at the outside edge of town. This
land, called Tembreabwezi by its populka-
tion of beings whoe are not guite human,
seems te be a wish-fulfillment place of
refuge and escape. There is an undereur
fent of fear, hewevey, and the twe e
siders are foreced te deal with survival
befate tes leng:

| did have a problem in reading the book.



Within a few pages of the start, the second
viewpoint character, Irena, is imtroduced.
Since we have met Hugh already, we can
predict that both will eventually fall in love
and then unite to confront the unseen ter-
ror who will either destroy them or be des-
troyed by them. | don't think it's giving
away too much to say this, since | believe
Le Guin planned for us to make these
guesses. However, after this she throws
the reader some eurves.

Dr. Rabkin said in Famtastic Wotids that
fantasy readers have needs which attract
them to the fantastic, and expectations
and assumptions about codes in the genre.
Thus, “Once upon a time there was a
beautiful goldem-haired princess and she
fell desperately in love with a plumber
named Sid,"” makes us upset and even in-
dignant, not because a plumber named Sid
is not plausible in the real world, but be-
cause the right ending to “Omce upon a
time . . .” didnt show up at the proper
place.

Le Guiin may be manipulating her read-

ers by setting forth everyday details and
fantasy elements in such a way as to shape
our expectations for her own purposes. |
adrmit that | might have stopped reading
after a few pages had this been a first
novell, thinking that this has all been
dome before and it is all predietable. As a
writer of stature, Le Guin deserved and
got further reading.

There are depths to The Bieginming
Plage which will show up beneath the sur-
face upon which the plot has been pre-
sented; these will show up during second
and third readings of the book. That ex-
plains why The Begjiming Place is superior
to the first novel | unfairly brushed aside.
The people in this book seem very real and
there is more substance in these 183 pages
that in most trilogies.

The Black Book of Clark Ashton
Smiith. Ilustrations by Andrew Smith.
(Arnkham House, Saduk City, W1 53583,
$6:00.)
Between 1919 and his death in 1961, Clark
Ashton Smith used a black notebook to
store, in his words: *. ... used and unused
plot-germs, notes on occultism and magic,
synopses of stories, fragments of verse,
fantastic names for people and places,
etc., etc.” Arkham House has just pub-
lished a transcription of the complete book
in a vinyl-covered softcover edition.
Added are a selection of poems and one of
epigrams such as: "Samity is the madness
of the greatest number”, and “*All human
thought, all science, all religion, is the hold-
ing of a candle to the night of the universe.”
This should not be the first Smith book
you read, but if you have enjoyed the
stories of the author of Lost Wonds, Hy-
beriboeea and Zubhigee, then you will like
this one. Smith fashioned his own style of
weird tale, the story form which he stated
in The Blertk Boak is: “an adumibration of
foreshadowing of man’s relationship, past,
present and future, to the unknewn and
infinite; and also an implication of his spixit-
ual evolution.” &



by Greg Costikyan

The collunn deails witth sciemee fiction
amtd histoiieal role-ploiyimg ganes (as ap-
posed tofantsasy). Nestt issues callumnn wil
disuisss the “miareggaeiedoapsiderigenre of
sl sf antd faritasy bowaddgames.

Sevardl terms and abtheeidttions which
are used in this colurmn may not be famiil
iar to non-gameess. A “role-plaging ggeme™
(abibesiateed “RPG”) is ore in whith each
phyger talkess the pait of a single person —
ehrdgegteer — in an imeaiingry world. De-
pending en the Aeitlice of the gante, an
imeiiaayy worlld myy be amiithiag fram the
Rirgivooldd te Nurmaphdy beath. “"FRP” is
ah abieriitition for ‘faasy relepitaying™.

BUNNIES & BURROWS ($8) from Eam-
tasy Games Umlimited, PO Box 182, Ros
lyn, NY, 11576, designed by B. Dennis
Sustare & Scott Robinson.

COMMANDO ($19) from Simulations.
Publications Inc., 267 Park Ave. S., New
York, NY, 10010, designed by Eric Gald-
berg.

EN GARDF! ($4) from Game Designers’
Warkshop, 203 North St., Normal, IL,
61761; designed by Darrly Hamy and Frank
Cihadwick.

GAMMA WORLD ($12) from TSR
Games, PO Box 756, Lake Gemeva, WI,
53147; designed by James Ward and Gary
Jaquret.

GANGSTER! ($10) from Fantasy Games
Umlimited, PO Box 182, Roslyn, NY,
11576; designed by Nick Marinacci and
Pete Petrone.

SPACE QUEST ($8) from TYR Game-
makers Ltd., Box 414, Arlington, VA,
22210; designed by Paul Nyhen and
George Hume.

TRAVELLER ($12), MERCENARY ($6)
and HIGH GUARD ($6) from Game De-
signers’ Warkshop, 203 North St., Nor-
mal, IL, 61761; designed by Marc Miller,
Frank Chadimick and Marc Miller, respec-
tively.

VILLAINS & VIGILANTES ($8) from
Fantasy Games Uniimited, PO Box 182,
Raslyn, NY, 11576; designed by deff Dee
and Jack Herman.

IN MANY ways, role-playing games are
more like fiction than like traditional board
games. Part of the role of fiction is to
expand the mental horizons of the reader -
to put him in circumstances that he would
not otherwise encoumnter, to expese him to
the theught processes of othevs — and
thus te help him understand his world bei-
ter. Fietien is ne substitute for aetval ex-
perienee, of eaurse, But iA a sense it is 8f
eaR Be mere than a simple diversisn.

To some extent, this is also true of simu-
lation board games. Such board games are
quarifitative analyses of historical situa-
tions, and can give insights that dry histor-
ical prese eannot. But these insights are
fnet en the safe persemal, ene-en-one
level ef fietion = oF ot role-playing games.

In a very real sense, playing a role-
playing game forces a player to put himself
in the shoes of another being. His actions
musst be consistent with the persomality of
that being, and he must attempt to cope
with experience outside the pale of his
everyday life.

It is no coincidence that many instruc-
tional games are designed along role-
playing lines. Psychologists claim that play
is one of the primary meams by which
young children learn; and it makes sense,
then, that adults eften learn best while
playing a gare. The value of games as im-



structional tools is only now beginning to
be realized, and we can expect that games
will play an increasingly important role in
academic imstruction.

An expansion in the number and types
of role-playing games has already begun.
The wild success of DUNGEQNS & DRA-
GONS shows that RPG's are capable of
appealing to a much broader range of peo-
ple than traditional board wargarmes. Most
of the best-knewn rele-playing games, it is
true, have been, if net imitations of D&D,
then gares in the same genre — fantasy.:
But aside frem the faet that fantasy seems
te appeal te many peeple, there is N6 par-
tieular reasen Why rele-playing games
have t8 be fantasy based:

The primary reason that nom-fantasy
RPG’s have played poor relation to FRP
games for so long is that the gaming induss-
try as a whole has been slow to recognize
the potential of RPG's. Unitil recently, all of
the major compamies have ignoered the
role-playing field; and the first and best fam-
tasy RPG"s were all published by small
eofmpaities. Even these esfpanies daring
eneugh e publish iR the RPG field Rave
stuek 6 the praven seller — fantasy. But
With the tremendoys success of D&D =
Gy BYak, £6-designer of the game; has
Ris phots iR PECYPEE, for gods sake = it
Ras BEE_BH\‘& apparent that the market for
RP&'s is Iarge and &xpanding:

The first nom-fantasy role-playing game
was EN GARDHE, designed by Darryl
Hany and Frank Chadliwick and published
by Game Designers’ Workshop in 1975.
EN GARDE! is a sword-fighting RPG set
in a kingdom closely resembling 17th cem-
tury France. The major goal of each char-
acter is to raise his social status — by be-
eoming a military here, winning duels, and
eaptivating the loveliest, wealthiest and
fost intelligent ladies ef the kindgern. In
other werds, EN GARDE! is a siulation
of the sert of histerical romanee written by
Dumas, aRd pertrayed en the sereen By
the likes of Errel FiyAn:

EN GARDE! was innovative in a num-
ber of ways. Firstly, and perhaps most
importantly, it produced the first well-
written set of role-playing rules. Part of the

+role-playimg hobby's charm has always
been that the innovators and leaders in the
field are unknown designers and small

companies; but that same fact has led to
poorly organized and badly-written rules.
Amateurs are capabie of producing excel-
lent work, but are often hampered be-
cause they have not developed profes

sional skills and work habits. EN GARDE!
was the first role-playing game by a major
company and by established designers;
and, as one might expect, it set new stand -
ards for role-playing rules — standards to
which few subseguent games have risen.

EN GARDE! was also the first “closed-
system” RPG. A closed-system RPG is
one that does not require a gamesmaster -
in which every occurance and facet of the
game is covered in the rules, and all con
flict can be resolved without recourse to a
gamesmaster. Mest RPG’s are of the op-
pesite type — “oph-énded”; that is, they
fequire a gamesmasier te ereate a werld,
devise new systems, eonstruet adventires
fer the players te embark upen, and re-
selve eonflicts. Both types of games have
their goed points: a closed-system game
£3R Be played as s68n as the players read
ahd upaerstand fhe rules, But is himited in
scope; while an open-ended game requires
3 Massive vestment of time and Effor
Byt is fimited only BY the §amesmaster's
{maginatish:

The next important — or interesting, in
any case — RPG to be published was B.
Dennis Sustare’s and Scott Robinson's
BUNNIES & BURROWS, published by
Fantasy Games Unlimited in 1976. EGU is
something of a maverick in the games in-
dustry, its owner, Scott Bizar is willing to
publish anything Re likes (well, almost any-
thing), even if it isn't likely to sell. B&Bwas
ene of Bizar's garmbles; and it did surpiik-
ingly well, éensidering:

BUNNIES & BURROWS is a role-
playing game in which each player takes
the part of a rabbit. According to the
game, rabbits are reasonably intelligent,
have a society and culture, and are able to
manipulate tools to some extent. This is
probably an overestimation of bunny cap-
abilities, but much less would make a bor-
ing gare. As it is, rabbits are severely
limited — they eannot count abeve four,
fer instance ("Ome, twe, three, four, many,
fmany .--.7). But the limitatiens ef the eharr-
aeters and the unuswl situatiens they em-
eoupter make fer a father eharming



game — a refreshing change from more
serious-minded RPG’s. It would be difficult
to run a long'term B&B campaign — at
least, without acquiring a permament bellly-
laugh — but the rules are pretty well writ-
ten and the game amusing; it's worth look-
ing at, anyway.

CONMIMANDO

Gamesmasterand
Role-Playing Rulies aff llay

In 1977, GDW published Marc Miller's
TRAVELLER, the first major science fic-
tion RPG. Given the popuilarity of fantasy
RPG’s, the publication of science fiction
RPG'’s was an obvious move to make; it's
rather curious that there weren’t any be-
fore TRAVELLER — aside from TSR's
METAMORPHQSIS ALPHA, which we
shall discuss later.

The term "science fiction" is a pretty
broad one; specifically, TRAVELLER is
designed to simulate interstellar adventure
in the hard-science tradition of Larry
Niven, Poul Anderson, Alexsei Panshin
and the like. The gamesmaster designs a
sector, stellar arm, or whatnot, decides
what each planet is like, and develops
societies for the major ones. Each player
designs his character according to a com-
plicated system in which he goes through

several terms in the military, merchant
marine, or whatnot before beginning the
game. The characters then scrape up
enough money to buy a ship, and set off to
save the galaxy, trade, plunder a few
planets — or whatever else their comniiv-
ing hearts desire. Uniike other role-playing
games, in TRAVELLER it is impossible for
a character to develop his skills eyond
the level established in the course of gener
ating the character. The result is that the
only real goals available to the players are
the accumilation of riches, power, or
prestige. Another problem is that some
areas are not covered — such as aliens
and rabots.

A major advantage of TRAVELLER is
that its rules are extremely well written
and organized; if anything, GDW has im
proved on EN GARDE!'s rules (This is es-
pecially interesting, since outside the roke-
playing field GDW does not have a reputa-
tion for good rules). TRAVELIEBRS major
drawbacks are the simplicity of some of its
systems — combat and world-design
among them; the relatively long time
needed to create characters; and that
some important areas are not covered.
Despite these problems, TRAVELLER re-
mains the best science fiction RPG to
date — and one of the best RPG's overall.

Since the publication of TRAVELLER,
GDW has published two useful supgie-
ments — MERCENARY and HIGH
GUARD. MERCENARY introduces a
more complicated system for creating
characters who begin in the army or
marines — one which is more versatile,
but also more time-comsuming and thus of
doubtful value. It also includes rules for
large-army combat, heavy weapons, and
artillery. HIGH GUARD contains a more
complicated system for generating naval
characters; better rules for designing in-
terstellar ships; and rules for starship com-
bat. Despite a number of development
problems, HIGH GUARD is probably of
more value than MERCENARY. Neither
supplement deais with the major over
sights of TRAVELLER — robots, aliens
and social systems. One hopes that future
supplements will cover these areas.

The other major science fiction RPG is
James Wards’ and Gary Jaquet's
GAMMA WORLD, published in 1978 by



Tactical Studlies Rules. GAMMA WORLD
is a development of TSR’s earlier META-
MORPHQSIS ALPHA, which dealt with a
generation ship adrift among the stars —
ala THE STARLOST. GAMMA WORLD
uses similar systems, and is set in post-
holocaust North America.

GAMMA WORLDS rules are reason
ably well written, if poorly organized; they
are sufficient to base a campaign upon. If
there are areas they do not cover, that's to
be expected; few RPG’s eontain really
eempiehensive rules.

However, GAMMA WORLD is idiotic
pseudin-science. Most characters are as-
sumed to have “mutamt powers”. Though
there are a few unfavorable mutations, the
vast majoriity are favorable and extremely
powerful. Further, new mutations can
eeeur when a eharaeter is subjected to
fadiatien — net in his effepring, in Rim.
The werld is pepuiated with momnsters put
together frem parts of different anifmals, as
if designed by esmmiftiee. Psiefhie pawers
afé omnipresent:

Wiratever skills the TSR staff has, they
are apparemtly comgpleteely innocent of
science. Regardless of how much science
fiction the designers have read, and how
many bad movies they have seen, their
game demorsitraites that ef RPG’s should
heit be designed by the ignerant. I'm sur-
pHsed that even TSR weuld atiernpt to
foist nexious junk like GAMMA WORLD
off en an unsuspeeting publie.

The third importamt science fiction RBG
is SPACE QUIEST, published in 1977 by
TYR Gamenwiers (a small company),
and designed by Paul Nyhen and George
Hume. SPACE QUEST is 112 pages of
demsely-printed type, and considerably
fmore compreiwimive than either TRAY-
ELLER ef GAMMA WORLD, eoverifig
faest of what Bath ether games de. The
fules are well srganized and esmprlin-
sive; But peexly written. The game's majer
drawback is ifs "gosh-wew” appreach; itis
Betier designed far a Pae SWith yniverse
thap 3 Nivenesque ohe: Sirange aliens;
weird {echRRlagy, mutant pawers, sad
faleyalent villains arent my eup of fea =
BHY {H% Mmight BE yours. IR apy case; at §8;

ST 15 3 valdable FSFSJSHES
w8Fl$ f8F apvoane Interesied iR FURRIRG 3
SClénce FicHSA RBG:

The last year has seen the publication of
a number of new role-playing games.
GANGSTHR!, designed by Nick Marim-
acci and Pete Petrone, is another game
that only Fantasy Games Unlimited would
publish. It is, as the name implies, a RPG in
whieh eaeh eharacter is a gangster or €6p.
Theugh erlented teward the Prehibitien
era, rules fer mederh techneleay and
pelice metheds are ineluded, sa it is pessi
Ble te simulate presem-day erme. The
rules are faifly simple, But edver many
areas — combat, Pprostitution, - 34
RUDRTS FUARIRG; {6F iRstance and H?EfHHS
FRUEh IRfaFmatian that damesmasiers
srally wonidnt SIRSTIASS KAQY = SHE §§
Hev palice FESBBRY 18 Feparts 8t &rimes:
Wh%? f&ﬁ%?%'l %ﬂﬂ ¥¥B‘E§'| EIQIS ISwi% § ‘1'58

¢ rles are il
|;§h€ = H W it 8F & WSji ¥ 83
E U 88 gs} éasts%or a cam a| ?‘l& i

VILLAINS & VIGILANTES, designed
by deff Dee and dack Hermamn and pulblish-
ed by FGU, is a superhero RPG — in other
words, each player’s character is a sup®r-
hero in the Marvel/DC tradition. The de-
signers apparemily know their material;
the game econtains a hist of 71 superhere
abilities, and I ean™ think of any that aren’t
ineluded. Ome silly aspeet te the game is
that a ehardeter’s eharacteristies are as
signed By ihe gamesmastier, and are sup-
pesed {8 be the same as the player Rim:
self = which makes seme sense; Bt i
ROV few Brawny, Musde-hoUnd gﬁﬂ‘l‘éﬁ -
and few pat-Bel 88 fdape-smaking super
HSFB@ e sms alsg suffers from
‘reeping P&PISR® — meaning that
many 8t 1Re sysiems are derivatians of the
P&D rules: inBiﬁ Rave BFSFSFESH 18 888
mare iha veh {8 grgingl & Ef&ﬂé
BS“SF §HI¥8 f8 HS E?HSHSR At

% 2 1 ‘“fSreE h a
%8%8? W e—a fg%rp;uwou
ES% o W‘” 832‘8 3r 5 €S-
|num cam al n

COMMANDO was designed by Eric
Galdiberg and published by Simulations
Publications. 1 should, in all fairness, note
that 1 was a co-developer of the game, so
anything [ say should be taken with a grain
of salt.

COMMANDG is the first role-playing
game to be published by one of the Big
Two (SPI and Avaiom-Hill); it is both pro-



mising and disappointing. The rules both
bemefit and suffer from being written in
SPI's case format system. They are well-
organized, complete and unambiguous —
but also repetitive, technically worded,
and difficuit to wade through. This is the
case with almost all rules written in SPI's
format.

COMMANDO'S major drawback is
that it tries to be all things to all people. Itis
both a historical man-to-man tactical com-
bat game and a closed-system modem-
arms role-playing game. The resuit is that
the historical game is too inaccurate, too
heroic — too Hollywood — for the histar-
ical gamer; and the role-playing game is
too limited in scope to satisfy the role-
player.

But COMMANDO also has good
points. The graphics are quite good. The
system is clean and fast-moving, without
sacrifice of authemticity. Twelve maps are
provided with the game, allowing for in-
numerable different scenarios. And the
game contains rules for a plethora of differ-
ent types of equipment, from fldvethrow-
ers to camels, and from scuba gear to light
amti-tenk weapons.

Given the increasing number of RBG's
published each year, they will play an in-
creasingly important role in the gaming in-
dustry, and will continue to gain in popu-
larity. The dearth of recent fantasy RPG's
and the current predominance of nom-
fantasy RPG’s may indicate that the fam-
tasy market is nearly saturated — and
that, as time goes on, science fiction and
historical role-playing will become more
important. g8

AWM FOCUS

ADAPTING URSULA LE GUIN'S
"THE LATHE OF HEAVEN" AS A
PUBLIC TELEVISION MOWIE

by Steven Dimeo

IE KEPT too long on a lathe, a piece of
wood or metal being fashioned into a thing
of beauty or usefulness will weaken and
split. Ursula K. Le Guiin invokes the meta-

phor in the title of her 1971 “children's®
science-fiction novel The Lathe of Heaven
derived from a nebulous Buddhist epi-
gram suggesting that the lathe ¢or man's
mind) which can hone gerception can
likewise destroy it for those who refuse
¥To let understanding stop at what cannot
be understood” — whatever that means.

Oriigimally published in Amuwzing
Scimnee Fiction and recognized at the time
by other sources than BouMilist as a
“literate and imaginative novel with well-
drawn characterizations,” Le Guin's
affectedly intellectual brand of science
fiction here apparently means to moralize
about the destructive ends of the
oneirologist (dream specialist) do-gooder
Dr. William Haber who, in Portland,
Oregon, at the end of the 20th century,
attempts to use for his own designs
George Om’s uncomtrolled talent for
dreaming “effectively” — that is, inadvent-
ently changing reality as a result of his
dreams. Though the predominant theme
is the symbalic interplay between
romantic dreams and the imperfect
human realities they effect (dreams thus
becoming *“the lathe of heaven® even if the
book never mentions or elaborates upon
the metaphor internally), the novel,
however ambitious its intent or masterful
its unusual realism, ultimately fails
because Le Guin cuts too thin an initially
imaginative story concept on her own
psychological lathe.

Amibiitious and engrossing as is PBS's
$740,000 TV adaptation aired this past
Jamuary, it suffers from many of the same
drawbacks as the novel.

Co-authored by Roger E. Swaybill
and Diane English, the teleplay
nometheless remained under Le Guin's
creative control throughout though this is
her first piece of fiction to be adapted, In an
interview conducted in her hometown of
Portland, Oregon, at the educational
station KOAR-TV studios prior to the
Janury 9th airdate, she understated her
reaction to such an uncharaatenistic role in
the production by saying, ¥l am one lucky
author.” And her writing team does
demonmstrate an awareness of the
demands of the new medium by
streamlining the prose (which is often too
scientifically techmical or lengthy) with
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ironic pointedness that is still in keeping
with the tone of the original's more
successful passages. Further, strikingly
effective visual images often rival the
novel's. But the version wavers in its
fanciful flight to television screens because
it cannot throw off the ballast of a serious
diffuseness of purpose, painful
amateurishness in both acting and some of
the technical effects, and a hopelessly
muddied climax.

Wisely eschewing the impressive
research that went into the novel and only
excerpting key lines form dialogue among
the three principal characters, the
teleplay, for example, underplays the
conflict with wry irony when it doesn't
resort to overstated histrionics. To illus-
trate, Haber (Kevin Comway) at one point
offers Onr’s lawyer/lover Heather Lelache
{(Margaret Avery) the standard oversimp-
lification from popular psychology:
“Newuratics build castles in the sky; psy-
chotics live in them." To which Lelache
replies, “And psychologists collect the
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rent." Later, just after Haber “cures” Orr

and prepares to use the Dream

Augmentor hireself for his utilitarian utopia
of “the greatest good for the greatest

number,” Geotge Or¢ (Bruce Davisen)

makes a Hopeless recommendation e

whieh Haber respends all toe appreipridre-

ly, “Tl sleep on it.”

Such irony, too little in evidence, would
have been even more effective visually
rather than verbally, but Le Guin herself
has affirmed the importance of this
element in that same interview by
concluding of the everall story, “1 thifk it's
kind ef funny.” Despite the paueity of
verbal wit, eepredirur-direeters David
Lexten and Fred Barzyk aleng with eifR-
maiagfaphef Rebbie Greenterg do bring
off impressively BHQHHél visual mierpreita-
tisns iA thelr 8wh Hght even if they Rave fB
§i&&§f‘éB the Briginal’s ﬂﬂ%&% i
progess. Appareft
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Portland’s eastern skyline, does more than
start the novel as a photograph in Haber's
office which Orr alters in his first session to
one of the champion racehorse Tammany
Hall. Later, a pile of excrement from
another dream is said to resemble the
mountain. And in the apocalyptic climax
Mt. Hood, clearly a symbol of both
dorhinance and tranquillity, erupts to
wreak Ravee on the eity. Onlly the effects
are seen i the film — a neeessary
eampronise beeause of budgetary
festrietions — and the dermmant velcane
never reappears after the begiAning ef the
film: 1n Haber's final atterpt te eure OFf
(by Raving Ris patient dream an effsctive
dream abeut Iasing the pewer {8 dream
sffectively), Ort tries and fails {6 change
{he gffice poster Back to 8ne of Mt. Hasd:
simiiarly 168t A the film s the sigrificance
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H?Ez?tr rr's own power to ma
the dreams real.

Still, the team from the television labora-
tory at WNET 13 in New York employs
devices of its own that bring that theme to
light. Most notable is the subtly symbolic
way Oni’s dream solution to overpopulla-
tioni is eonveyed. In the novel he imagines a
grisly seene of a fnass burial of hundreds of
Aude corpses. Here we see the characters
at a lush banguet table enjoying feed and
drifk unkl slewly all the figures besides the
three main eharaeters take en veils ie hide
their ashen faces befere vanishing eemr
%@E@lyf frem the table: An sveeative image

comminicate the return of the Black
plagus! Afterwards; When Ot realizes he
ull IH%F%EE 8t his Ravmg iR gifect murdsred

six Bl 888|8 the EEFH%FE €alenes him
?éff{i‘ g{;'{W% tack ‘% 8F8 H@j HMHS
H8A 8 Hl 3uh §E 8(@? fﬁ?%lﬂiiﬂg Hp the

Kierkegaardian “either/or" choices imgili-
cit in his name.

Although the gimmick is imitative of
more pioneering directors like Michellan-
gelo Antonioni, camera angles also tend to
miniaturize Orr and Haber against the
futuristic architecture — from above, for
example, down a red carpeted corridor as
Haber demorsirates his greater power
over Ox¢ by putting him instantly to sleep

B s

just as Part 1 ends; of from below as Haber
leeks dewn imperievsly thraugh the glass
and eenerete walls of his justeslized
dream of an Oregen ORIl 1A
tute of his ewn. Sueh attention makes the
18€3tioR shoating at Pallas’ Hyatt Regeney
Hotel, Fart Worth's Tandy €shter and
Ballag €ity Rall and airport ah integral part
af the HHH%%H 88 {b’ §IFE§§IH§ the Hifimate
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Even so, we keep wondering through-
out the film whether it wouldn’t have been
much more successful as a half-tour tele-
play. For the movie pads out the major
dreams that structure the novel: Orr's re-
shaping the Mt. Hood poster to one of a
Rerse; his stopping the rain by bringing a
twe-year drought (fully dramatized in the
fevie as it is fet in the Beek sinee this
fAere dramatie example is the ene that
esnvinees Haber of Ort's pewer); sshving
gverpopuiatien By Bringing baek the Black
Plague; snding war 8 sarth By inventing
the common threat 8f extraterrestrial A
deberanians ianding 8n ihe colgnized
m8en; Lelache's Ryphotizing Onr t6 dream
o gsf{mg the alisns off tRe Meon when Re
Ras them d8 just that =by invading Earth;
&rasing el | 81§EHH11HQHBH By fummg
%v}@&i?ﬂ%i skin §¥S¥ QH . after f&#@x&’iﬁ%

Ris ESWEF Haber's persopal eff
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THE LATHE OF HEAMEN: (L to R) Bruse Bawison, Matgacet Avery and Keuin Ganway
are the featured performeess in THE LATHE OF HEAMEN, a two-hour film adgptation of
Ursulla K. Le Guiirds futunistic novel about @ man whease dregms literally come true.

already been made: realized dreams are
too real to be like the dreams that con-
ceived the reality. In both novel and film,
Le Guiin would have been better advised to
select, say, three key dreams (the stam-
dard fairy tale symmetry) to get her mes-
§aQe 4cross:

And while every attempt is made to pare
dialogue to empihhasize only character con-
flict, the movie at the same time chooses to
include scenes not taken from the novel
that do not advance either character or
plot development. What useful purpose,
for instance, does it serve to follow Orr's
first session with Haber (his punishment
for using drugs to stave off the dreams)
with a seene where a elerk processes Orr’s
preseription for a newdrug? Or why relter-
ate unneeessanly their remantie invelve-
ment by ineluding an interlude between
Orr and Lelaehe ai Orr's goverhmriit
Ietiery prize; a eabin 8h the Oreaen caast
at Agate Beach? And while it suggesis an
inventive appreach, why juxiapose a sewi-
Aude scene beiween Orr and Ris Blaek
13- tHred- wife VAth Faber in 3 robe as
fﬂE HSW HESH Priest of MechacAly Auy:
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back into his real world (for some reason
she vanishes when he changes every-
body’s skin gray). Such scenes only point
up the cerebral aimlessness that is the real
Black Plague in this story.

More than this overly ambitious attempt
to encompass the story of manin less than
two hours, what helps bring this mind trip
to its Goliath end is the amateurishness of
the acting (with one notable exception)
and of the visuals, espeeially in the ease of
the extraterieatrials. Though Le Guin as-
serted in the interview that everyene “did a
beautiful jeB of aeting,” Bruee BﬁVﬁSﬁ
fakes ihe 32-year-ald George Of
sereeching adelescent, not the ¥2§H§|¥
iretbled designer ff&fﬂ the nevel; and
Margaret Avery just seems ill at 6356 i the
Uhderdeveloped (536% iR BBIR fEspeEts)
characier of (he black Iawyer. TRe
§fféﬁam of the film is Both KeYiR EoRWaY
apd the eRaracer he plays; William ﬁﬁBSF
§f§FF88 WIIHH§¥|¥‘E§[8€&§E§§||§E§IE“
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adversaries certainly helps enhance the




attractivemess of his “evil".

Also detracting from a credibie reality
amid these unrealities are the special ef-
fects and alien accoutrememtis. Here Le
Guiin underlined that “the motto for the
production was Yess is more’ ” — the
proper goal, but one never adhered to in
this or any of the movie’s other aspects. In
the Deecermber, 1979, Fuituee Life preview,
Loxton also emphasized they never im-
tended to eomiprte on the same seale as
“Star Wais™. But the superimpesed light
images suppesed ie be the Aldeberanian
flying saueers are t88 abviously phemy as
they whip ever ihe Reads of Ont and
Lelaehe. Whifle the lights speeding dewn
from the meen werk, everysne wauld
Rave Been betier off Rad they eonfined
themselves elsewhere 16 the effects of the
sightings on the faces of the cRaracters;
fHusS 163ving actval depiction 8f this FES"W
18 Bur imaginatans. The SAMS IS trie f8¥
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And if that intent is clear at the begin-
ning, it certainly isn’t at the end where the
murkiness makes us wonder how the
boek ever got dubbed a “children’s book.™
Theugh Le Guiin insisted ifn that interview
that it's feant te be “a happy ending,” we
fnever knew if s beeause the tee-
upvaidl-mebile Haber gets Ris eoff-
uppamee,or Beeavuse Orr 8ses his inAaeent
talent _fBF grearming effeetively. With Haber
commitied t8 an asylum, are we actually t8
reigiee that Ort ABW has RBtRAIRG Mote at
ihe end But an Earth infesied with giant
furties Ravwking: JHH&H% > IRduRk faed? 1R
e Revel; Mt Hood's disastraus eruptien
reslis HBPR 3 jHAgmeNaEl 85§%‘§§%’| gf
Haber's “eRidimess 8f being;” BF&&H:‘HSBW
pecause Re Rad the gall t8 aspire t8 Or's
mental H‘é!gﬂﬁ iR the mevie Faker's By
chaiggical “seli-dlasyuctan I eveR mofe
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novel was written at the start of a decade
marked by studemt demonstrations
against the Vietnam war and the growing
discontent among minarities and women,
and since it does comcern a frustrated
young déiamer who resorts to deugs when
he eannot eontiol the world areund him as
well as a blaek weman lawyer whe like-
wise Ras ne pewer either te help hifm of
fight Haber, we ean’t Relp but wender if
Nixen might net have been the partial iir
spiratian fer Winliam Haber. The preblem
is that we Rever see Hraber attain t8 any
real pewer FoF that matier, what l§ the
drearh fhat precipitates 366“63;&5 a
generd ophe for werld eace or WBHH
Bower. BF a specific 8he deriving fram his
BWh HfSa Onlly the [atier wopid make aRy
Rumanialic SERse Since the farmey seems
Burely ai academic sxereiRe. In any £ass:
We Rever find att &ither way:

Two other poonly placed references
~fyom Orr in the fim only muck up the
works all the more. After Qrr has just
colored everybody’s face gray (while ours
must tuen red), he leaves Haber with an
idea that has already eecurted to us: what
if everybedy else had the sarhe pewRt as
O and reality was contingent merely 8n
the whims of every individual? The
theught alse farees us 8 eonsider Row 8F
WRY somesne like Ort ever dained steh
BoWRr in the first place: Theh iSf@F ot
eomfesies 16 Lelache that the “real® reality
Beeiurred four years B%?SFS wWheh RS &’8KS

Hp and f84RA that 3 Ruciear war R
Feady nded the warid! Poss alf [&E HESH
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that long shot at the movie’s end when Orr
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and Lelache buy their hot dogs or ice
cream cones from an Aldeberanian vem-
dor at the very top of the screen above the
steps of a gold-lit fountain.

Such entrancing imagistic statements
cannot absolve *The Lathe of Heaven® of
its fragmented aimlessness and qualitative
incomsistencies. PBS has unwittingly given
us another George Orr dream in this very
drammtization: visual realization never
matches the caliber of the dream. That is,
in a way, though, the story of man, after all.
As Milton’s own more attractive “evil
doer” Satan tells us in Panasiifise lLost,

The mind is its own place, and in itself
Can make a heaven of hell, a hell of
heaven.

“The Lathe of Heaven" hasn’t shaped
either end, roughhewn as it is. But the
sheer act of trying for one or the other at
the beginning of this new decade is sorme-
what encouraging for what is to come, not
just from PBS in its projected series of litor-
ate secienee fiction dramaitizations, but for
man in his ewn imperfecily-shaped future.

SPECTROSCOPE

R Funny Thing Happened
by Robert Wilcox

Sometimes people take themselves much
too seriously. This is never good. The
remedy, of course, is comic relief, which
can lend even the lowliest rmoments of life a
laugh or two. Science fiction is firaught
with such possibilities and Bob Wiilcox ex-
amines this aspect of the art in the follow-
ing article. Some fine examples of humor
in this issue are Wayne Wightman's “The
Imprecise Delights of Love”, K.L. Jones'
“A Visit With Lenny” and Brad
Linaweaver's “The Cormpetitor”.

Most of us who read science fiction do
so for a great number of reasons: it's dif-
ferent, it looks toward the future, it takes
us out of ourselves. But one quality above
all others makes science fiction more at-

tractive than any other form of writing —
its humor.

There is more humor in science ffation,
for instance, than you can find in *maiin-
stream” writing. There is satire, of course,
a form of humeor which is relatively com
mon in the disillusioned works of today.
But other aspects — incongruity, surprise,
word play, sight gags, and the like — are
widely and usefully employed by the
authors of science fiction to accomplish
artful and constructive ends which might
not be so readily achieved through ether
rmeans. So we fay profitably examine the
evidenees and nature of humor in scienee
fietion, and find out why it has made us all
readers of this ferm of hterature.

The craft of science fiction rests upon
technical qualities not always apparent to
the casual reader, but these are essential if
any story is to be successful. When we
read a work we know only that we've liked
ot disliked it — not why. Usually, theugh, if
a story “works” it is because of a parther-
ship ameng plot, eharacterization, and set
ting. Persens have preblems er obstaeles
whieh they must selve 8F everésmme, and
their efferts 19 de s6 eeeur in a speeifie
envirenment. All ef fRese eaneerns werk
tegether, each in seme fashion eonwidiir
ing 16 the development of the Bther fws:
OnF 1EF8; foF example; May Be just an or
ainary félfBW But 8ne HS!& while walking in
3 CBHaR reqion; he mests & strange
Runsdike ereature whe is BeiRg beaten
By a gang of children. He rescues this
Being; takes Rim Rome, Reals Hlm 3ndasa
Fesult diseavers in his duiBmANIR'S sAGIAE
compartment 3 gleaming sphere WRIEA
POWREE the car sternally WI{HSHE appareht
HSSH at fHSl lihe H%ﬂ HSI BSSR the kind 8t
£haracier Ae Was; 3Rd Rad AGt 46RE Watk:
{Rg iR tRat B%FBEHBF §8{HH RS would H8I
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Not to lose the thread of humor from
this example, suppose that deep under-
standing between our hero and the alien is
possible because each has a well-devas-
oped sense of humor. In fact, suppose
commurication begins between them be-
eause of differemesss in what is regarded as
humorous. Edgar Riee Burroughs used
sueh a taek in his famous Princess of Muvs,



where the green men of Barsoom found
hilarious the brutal blow laid upon Dejah
Thoris by one of their numiber. This cruel
act, as he saw it, galvanized John Carter
into action, and launched a romantic tale
which was to require several novels to um-
fold. Humor in this instance not only ar-
rested the reader’s attention, along with
that of Carter, but it revealed Carter's
character and advanced the plot of the
story.

Humor, then, can be important to
science fiction in the influence it exerts
upon plot, character, and setting. By mod-
ifying these essential ingredients of writ-
ing, humor is not only enjoyable in its own
right but serves as a catalyst in creating an
effective story. Some facets of humor, of
course, are more useful than others.
Arnong these, satire, incongruity, the um-
expected, and word play work most effec-
tively within the examples whieh follow.

SATIRE susessssss——

Satire is a form of humor tracing its be-
ginning to Greek and Latin writers: Arctii-
locus, Simomides, Aristophanes, Horace,
Lucian, and like figures. Its use was refined
and extended in Western literature by
such authors as Erasmus, Butler, Pope,
Boileau, and Voltaire, who stressed the
quiliities of ridicule and mockery over the
more gentle efforts of earlier writers. Class-
sically, it is an effective way to expressdiis-
approval. In science fiction, while the air of
rejection is often present, satire can be
seen as a positive, constructive force.
Sormetirmes the satire pervades the ertire
span of a novel or short story, so that it is
diffieult to separate it from the matrix.

The Demoiished Man, by Alfred Bester,
fairly reeks with satire. Reich, the antagon-
ist, thumbs his nose at authority — which
is humorous in light of his name (‘empire,”
in Germam). Law and order are mocked by
his deliberate act of murder, in full aware-
ness of the penalty it would bring, and he
chooses a unique way to frustrate that jus-
tice. The saturation of his thoughts with
“Tenser, said the Tensor" not only masks
the overt knowledge of guilt in his mind,
but the zany song itself satirically com-
ments on the futility of social order with
“Tension, apprehension, and dissention
have begun”. Such boldness sharpens the

plot conflict, and heightens the contrast of
good and evil within the story. It describes
Reich’s character, almost ennobling himin
his defiance and making his ultimate fall
more dramatic anid heroic. Satire in this
work often increases reader sympathy for
Reich, pessibly suggesting that Lincoln
Powell is not so admirable in his determim-
ation to bring Reich to justice and dewili-
tion. And that punishment carrfies tremen-
dous satitieal force, for the reader fears it
as much as Reich does. Then, when the
definition of “demelition” is realized, the
reader is torn between apprehension and
relief. It isn't death, as is conventionally ex-
pected — of is it?

Similar shock is experienced in Asi-
mov's famous short story “Righifall.” Sat-
ire is introduced by the title, which sug-
gests the fears one has as a child when
darkness falls. Emerson’s ecstatic state-
ment that man might more fully appreciate
the glory of God with a single appearance
of stars each thousand years sets up the
reader for the sardonic acknowledgment
of the true state of mamn's attitude at the
end of the story. These preliminary appli-
eations of satire in a sense wind the spring
of reader interest and assist the auther te
aeeoriplish his dramatie eeontrast. There-
men, the jeurmalist, is a eekery of jour:
alistie restfaint and abjeetivity; his name is
elese ensugh t8 that ef an early musieal
deviee to suagest a satirieal tone. Mest et
festive of all, hewever, is the reversalin the
stery of aeeepted reles Reld By seienee and
feligion. The faith of the astrenemers eomr
€erning the apeealyptie event stands in ak
most iSpiFing eontrast i the destruetive
frenzy eneeuraged By the Cultsts ameng
the terrified pepulace. Philesephically, 88
€an alse derive from the eontrast of light
and dark a satirieal eamment abeut the
telative stability of knewledae and igrRor
anee; it required six sURS fB §upply the
light fer these pesple; and a single shadew
of daubt te eelipse it:

The so-called “New Wave” of science
fiction writers, of course, obtain enormous
value from satirical humor. Ballard’s “Sub
liminal Man”, for example, places Frank-
lin (free man) against Hathaway (has a
way?) in a setting of maniacal consumption
of all sorts of products. In Ballard's world
are constant, ubiquitous urgings to buy
and to consume — only a slight extension



of the reader’s quality today. Franklin
appears willing to comsider any evidence
Hathaway presents (the Surgeon General
warns, and all that sort of thing), and Hatth-
away does his best to point out the colless-
sal comspiracy of producers. But in the end
Franklin is a consurner still, and so are the
readers — In spite of Ballard’s plausible
sermen about the pefils: Franklin's ehi-
aeter is displayed as a eernpsite of us all,
vaeillating and uneertain, vietim of the ifr
sanity ef Ris envirenment. The “Gasd
Life” is reundly satirized, possessisn of
material things is ndiculed With the same
?m gHR that must Rave suffused the face

Jorathan Swit as e detailed the adven-
tures 8f Lemuel Guliver:

In these three examples most writers
and critics would agree that satire emerges
as the writers' intention, that we can see
the mocking and ridicule because all the
clues for such interpretation have been
planted for our discovery. It is possible,
hewever, for a reader te ebtain a satirieal
impressien frem a werk despite the auth-
oF's best wishes {8 the eentrary. SueR a
pessibility attaehes te Leinster’s “Proxima
Centauri”, whieR details an Earth expedii
Hi6R {8 aROther siaF system. The space
eraft is impressively deseribed as {8 size,
equipMent, Motive power, and the fke:
Mest readgrs at any age WBH\H agres fhat 3
ship five fﬂBkﬁSHﬂ feet in diameter is .M
ﬁg%ave ﬁﬂgs EFBSF‘Sg gﬂagggﬂfi%if f
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tergofythe Rasthrvessebbspoeings vdueare
acrtunllytn&aamymdwho speakdveqdeniy-
Finally she-antytwar cuoof thisdire peadico

ament appears to be allowing the aliens to

take the captured ship to their planet,
where it is exploded to destroy auarmy-
thing — but leaving Jack and the girl on am-
other planet to carry on, or whatever. The
humor in this story is inescapable, but one
doubts that Leinster intended laughter to
bubble up in so many places.

INCONGRUITY umessssss———

If one attended a formal church wedding
and saw among the guests an individual
wearing blue jeans and tennis shoes, he
would probably find the image amusing.
While he might not analyze his reaction
exactly, he would agree it was a funny ex-
perience because the clothing of that per-
son was not appropriate, did net fit the ee=
easion. That seft of thing is behind the
Rurexr of ineengruity, the eneeunter with
elefments whieh den mateh. Seienee fie-
tien steries eften inearperate deliberate
fhismatehes, paradexieally, 6 add ehai-
acter aRd strengtn {8 theif oBjectives:

A story by FErederic Brown, “The
Wawveries", is in part incongruous, and the
attentive reader finds it ammusing witlout
depreciating the tale because Brown'’s evi-
dent intention is to amuse. Earth has been
invaded by entities whieh subsist en
eneray. All eleetrieal sourees are their tair-
aets, and as a result pewered mechanisms
fall everywhere. Eleetrie M@ 86 6uf;
autempbile ignitiens ne lenger eperate, ifr
dustry grinds te a halt. The reader f§ pre-
pared fer the ineengrueus esnelusion o
the stery By the plet develsprment and By
the eharaeters whe implement it: Geerae
Bailey, for example; is a drunk anRd Ris giF'
friend, Malsie, is §EQFE%|\§ an inteflectyal
HSSW\%E@N THS 1ass of techngiogical ad-
Vantages 1s perceived BY individudle sueh
as tHess; SHH HS FSESSF 1§ Rumared iﬂf8
acee HH% ditishs g s they 88¥8|8p
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Recent close observations of Mars have
shattered dreams of someday establishing
lasting relationships with the nations of
that planet as described so entrancingly by
Burroughs. It now appears that Mars is
just another broken promise, a wind-tom
desert inhospitable to even microscopic
life forms. That was not Stanley Wein-
baur’s wish, however, as he described
Dick Jarvis' journey in “A Martian Odlys-
sey”. Oh, the air was uncomfortably thin,
but substantial enough to support life
TRat life, hewever, was fiot appropriate to
what Diek Rad expeeted. Imaglne an os-
triehrhke being whieh earrled a little black
bag areund its neek, and whieh eeuld jump
sevenit-five feet ints the thin atmesphere
18 land en its peinted beak. The pieture of
this eurigus ereature is vividly drawn, its
iReredible anties deseribed; 8 that s66A
the reader diseards his uneasiness at being
shewn g ereature that didn't “fit” his pre-
£onceptions of @8 Martian. Twesl's capers
are cHarming; adding QFSQ'EIY; i8 an lﬂi"eﬁ-
gsling Rarra Ve 33 Re Becames “Tick's’
i8ur HI88 The tremendaus impact of HI§
ine R%Wﬁg%%% thaugR; Whsh he IS Fe-
veale SHEVIVOF OF R dncient eiviza:
H N wﬂ8§8 3ehisVements WSFS Pﬂ gty EHQ

See{vs‘% Were — at i

% g lﬁem é Wi grssws St 28&8

o ? it L K8y

gl’r]\ in arac
ﬁ, g ncieht s.viza igng

Lacking Tweel's charm, but possessing
even greater powers, was the validusian
derg of Robert Sheckley's “Protection™.
This invisible being was"incongruous in
both absence of the usual evidence of
existence and in its choice of language.
When the human asks where he is, the
reply frem newhere is, “Gromish”, which
scarcely matehed the question. That the
derg anticipates coming events is also a
mismateR, as is our here's apparent talk-
ing te Rimself while aeeampanied by this
invisible ereature. TRreughewt the
aeesunt the reader runs inte strings of i
eengruities, werds Re deesn’t understand,
€BRVeraatiens abeut MecompreRensible
eanditiens and ereatures. Abeve all; he
finds that the hers Mmust At lesnerize, and
this warning draws Rim all EHFBH@H the
si8ry 18 sther incangruities; until he learns
fhat the entire fabric isincaRarusws — and
hilarigys at the &nd.

*Sword Game”, by H.H. Holiis, is a
topological mismatch, in which a mathe-
matics teacher adopts as his mistress a
runaway from a carnival — a funny and um-
likely alliance. The teacher comstructs a
tesseract, an incongruity of time and
space, in which he imprisons his inamorata
when she becomes an inconvenience. She
thus serves as a paperweight for his desk
Years later, a new student appears before
hifm, learns of the tesseract and ceontents,
fashisns a meebius strip whieh unleeks the
tesseraet frem whieh the girl ererges, and
the yB8URE Man iMprisens the old {eacher
within the vaeated strueture. TRe ineeny:
Fueus part of this ineengrusus siary is that
the yetng student losks exaetly like the
{eacher as a ysuth. This maze puzzies and
amuses the reader; whe by this time has
compRiely §UFFEHH$F6EI 18 ihe tale's llegr
eal rnakeup:

THE UNEXPECTED wawmisswstsssmammn

A near-relative to the fun of imcongruity
is the humor met in unexpected events or
experiences. These may also be mis-
matches, of course, but usually they are
like an experience of an American soldier
during his first encounter with French
peasants. He had been crawling about the
counitryside all day, trying his best to stay
alive, when he spied a farm building ouit-
side of whieh was mounted a spiget. By
then parched, he eagerly thrust his cam-
teen eup beneath the spout, turned the
tap, and reeeived — a sitream of €attle
urine whieh had been eslleeted for fertil
#6F, It was a funny stery as he later teld it,
but at the time he Rad expeeted a greater
reward.

Asimov uses the unexpected often in his
stories. One, "The Singing Bell", is a kind
of detective story in which the villain very
cleverly steals from the Moon a forbididen
natural treasure. The rogue is so careful in
his preparations, cowering all possible
tracks, that the readers feel assured that
his crime — which includes murder — will
escape discovery and punishment. The
trick in this tale is simply gravity. When the
deteetive investigating the affair tosses the
preeious lunar bell at the villain, the latter's
behavier betrays his having reeently been
expoesed te the mueh-reduced gravity of
the Meen. THis is unexpeeted ef both Vil



lain and reader, giving the account a de-
lightful twist, and demomstrating that the
characters involved were, in the end, vic-
tims of an allqparvading but often over-
looked natural force. The joke, then, is on
both parties.

There have been many science fiction
yvarns which use the end-of-the-world
theme for effect. Often, these picture a
stalwart hero and beautiful heroine cling-
ing desperately to each other, facing anex-
pleding sun or some other eschatological
deviee. We see the final palf of humans as
Righly desirable speeimens, tributes te
superiex breeding, fitting representatives
of the raee at the last trump.

Damon Knight had other ideas in “Not
With a Bang". Rolf Smith is only one letter
away from being a predator, while Louise
Olliver is the epitome of justifiable spinster-
hood. These unlikely characters are dining
in the ruins of a department store, he pio-
pesing thelr unlen and she helding eut for
all the trappings ef a respeetable fﬁﬁffiag&
Net enly are these peeple tetally unlike
what the reader weuld expeet at the end sf
the warld; But their setting is a travesty en
gll the Pﬂ%@?ihahft 8RH reses &ver
cencocted sver ihe centuries: Knight has
cast therm eunringly, RBwever, for despite
{hReir Hncomely QHFIBHE% fHSlj/ 4f8use
Within the reader the HFES that they msrge;
if only for the goad af the Face: Rolf Resds
REF 18F aRBYRST FEASOR; f88 18 adminisier

W Serih sisvst e s W
e U rlsf nsﬂn s b
OnVenlen {OZ
e mm% %s; Rl Eeses eanwa"f
ln e n Fel a o C e e
e Wrﬁ el ac
b 'rﬁg i % 2o
i ert?

gté ScBRTABM,
ggﬁ uSﬂ{Bﬁ E&eﬁo“b F?F&‘&“’d&qg‘
enouement as no other eement cou
“It's Great to be Back", by Robert Heim-
lein, fairly screams of the unexpected from
the time Allan and Josephine MacRae
pack up and take off for Earth. They had
grumbled for years about the “pressurized
rabbit warren”, as they described their
quarters on the Meen. To Jo, especially, it
was like getting out of Jall, and as they ap-
proached Earth she eould secarcely see
that gergeeus planet threugh her tears ef
happifness. It weuld be Reaven te attend a
teal live epefa enee again, t6 play gelf and

to ski, to feel the caress of rain. The unex-
pected struck with the onset of Earth graw-
ity, under which Jo felt almost powerless
to move. Then in rapid suceession came
the unexpected celd, the filthy atme-
sphere, a virus infection, faulty phumbing,
shide eriticisms by earthlings — and the
unexpeeted esnelusien, where the reader
learnis that the stery's title refers to the
Meen, et t8 Earth: One ean be amused
By the series of disappsinting ontrasis be-
fween the twa sets of living coRditARS; 2R
€an share in the senseg of lém%lj which Bfr
{en aceompanies SffoFts 18 “d8 BAE E
Helnlein Ras tHEked Ris audishes WIIH
{3Bric 8 almast frte WishiulRgs %
msas i{ gk mrsagn the Vig SH ér }E
hﬂ% ?RSF?&% SEESEgW]H%hFEF% Sgh‘OSE
8“% 88 Eg gn S?a*ls 1e5.

WORD PLAY it

A final element can be found in the lin-
guistic agility shown by many writers of
science fiction. With most stories, short
and long, the reader notes that language is
really a musical instrument, that authers
play in shifting medes and keys,; and that
the entire tenality of a werk — perRaps we
ceuld say its “humer” = is fixed by the
deminance f ward play:

Sometimes the play involves only a cour
ple of words, as in R.A. Lafferty’'s “This
Grand Carcass Yet”. Here are just the
simple elements of a business, an entie-
preneur and the latest machine t6 make
the business run efficiently. Jumipes Tell
turned matters over to his Gemeralized
Agenda Harmomizer Nueleus (GAHN), at
whieh pelnt all sefts of anemalkes began {o
turA up. GAHN gave suggestiens and
esmmands ie sther machines, whieh then
esmplained 6 Tell about GAHIN'S pushi-
ness: The reader sess the Aumer of ail this
when the business beesmes Tell and GahnA
= WhieR a@f@ﬁy well deseribes what has
BFBE%‘%E!‘% from the “Rarmenizer's’
machinations:

The pun is an important manifestation
of word play, often contributing great
value to an author’s intent. Thus, when
Kornbluth has Hawkins search out buried
metal in “The Marching Morons”, it seems
fitting that Barlow is resufrrected as a “real
estate dealer, uneefrupted by time”. Cor-
fuptien is everywhere in this stery: twenib-



two-cent dollars, cars racing along at 25
kph, racehorses with no class, average IQ
of 45, three million “slaves" of five billion
morons.

Elsewhere, Herbert has the head of a
family in “The Nothing" observe that if the
government isn’t safe, then nothingis. The
mother in Suzette Elgin's "For the Sake of
Grace" has so little to do that she has
much time to brood. Sam Clay in Padgett's
“Private Eye" is subject to all sorts of moral
weakness; Worden has charge of a lunar
prisoner in “Keyhole"”; Garnett is a difficult
companion in Clarke’s “The Sentinel”;
Fowler is the chief human force in Simak's
“City"” to bring about the civilization of
dogs.

Transliteration sometimes acoomp
lishes a humorous end even more directly,
as with Bester's “The Pi Man”. The pro-
tagonist here has difficulty with language,
asking all sorts of questions in visually pro-
vocative fashion, as:

must

90
back
but
not
to

or in the layout of the house he occupies

Bedroom Foyer

Bath

Bath
Bath
Living Room
Living Room
Bedroom
Bedroom
Kitchen
Kitchen i
Terrace

or in the luncheon he has ordered:
Martini Martini
Martini

Croque M’sieur Roquefort

Salad
Coffee

Two little gems by Grendel Briarton
suitably wrap up this examination of
humor in science fiction. In one, Eerdimand
Feghoot has returned to Earth after escap-
ing from the gigantic Aah-ookians. But his
captivity had not been unpleasant, as he
had lived in an apartment hollowed in a
false tooth of one of his captors — as an
indentured servant. The other is really
more atrocious, dealing with time travel of
Feghoot and young son to Hawaii for an
old-feestiioned luau of human flesh. When
they themselves were threatened with the
pot, Feghoot adroitly arranged to eat in-
stead of be eaten. The son protested his
distaste for man; father urged him to eat,
observing: “Ome man’s meat is another
man’s poi, som.”

Humor of comsiderable dimension is
thus found throughout science fiction. It
may at times be trivial and superficial but,
as with the examples above, it often com-
tributes substamfially to authors' pur
poses. Satire, incongruities, the unex-
pected, and word play offer considerable
weight to the development of plot, charac
terization, and setting. They add flexibility
and complexity to story development and
tmake the literature of science fiction not
only mere readable but more durable and
mermorable as vl B2
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R FULL- LENGTH FANTRSY NOVEL

paxrd2

il

Hae Msmr&esdrs M

Synopsis of Part |

N THIE beginning, when Mor

osa Etewah dreamed the gods

and the Earth into being, Ran-
non the boarrheteded ore fail out of
hammony with the rest. Later, uhen
mavkkind came into existerce, he
caused mubh temor and disteess until
at last the gods fought him on the
Pigin of Lebolteden. Vasst amd umi-
maginable was that batte, but the
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viateyy was Ranoon's, and ewer since
he has ruked ower the world withtout
oppsasition as Lord of Death. No
mqgic mayy ousrcome him. No spirit
daees risk his anger.

Prince Thradexon has been ruler
of the isle of lankaeros since early
childhaiod, but he has grown up of a
dreamy and poetisgal dispepsition,
probably nat suited to rule. Tie gou-
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ermment he has alwgys left in the
hands of his regent, the wizard Zio
Therenideris. Eventuglly the affaiss of
the outside wotdd inttude om Thro-
dreoon. A marrigge is amanged for
him. A war brecks out on the main-
lantd, and he nusst leat! his tragps. Al
is stiill gaing wall, hawewer, far he finds
he loues his briide, Hamiakara, and he
wiins muoh gloxy in battle.

Than Roenoon indeweees. The
Prinee returns hame to find his preg-
nant bride has suwacumbed to aq
plague. Beside himselfl with grigf, he
sets outt om a rash cawrse, mush to
Tharemderis’ hervor. First, he ecom-
juees up the spinit Gladziri, and de-
mands of him cent@in knaudedge of
the lands beyond life. The imppdent
spinit obliges, but the Prince finds he
has far less conisol than he thinks.
Wihile Giladziri is unable to emter the
magic ciiale in which Throdiesoen
stands, he is able to palt him with
stones umhil he lies on the edge of
death. Recovery is slow, butt Thro-
drexan is resolute. He builds @ magic
baat whivch carries him to the north-
ern edge of the warld, following the
path of all furenal ships to the en
tranee of the Underaarth, the demain
of Ranoon, whese the dead are tor
menéed emdlessly by the mad gad ke
gatiless of what gaed or ill deeds
thay might haue dene in their life:
times. Thete is ne meral evder in the
unicesse, as Thacemderis has ex-
plained, and the best anygreecan
hepe far is a few shart years of hap:
piness wen by a despeqate, defensive
strusgale agaisst Renson. BReathisall:
powetfiul, he saxs. But Thradrexen
seems to prewail. After mush panl, he
resales Hamakara, bearigg her baek
into the upper werld in g sagsk. Naw,
simze she is still dead, her bagy a
mass of caripption, he musst briing her
bagk to lamkaxos and restoee her to
life by means of forhidden magic.
Kanetehalei, the gigontic idiatdesmon
sen of Rannon, putsves Thredrexaen
30 FANTASTIC STORIES

baxk to his isle, but is easWy dis-
patobed with the aitl of the magic
swodd Dran, an antient heitloom of
the Londs of lankaros. The Priince
ordess the huge corpse buived, and
thindss his trowbles from that quarter
are aver.

They aren't. Theremderis, wan-
deiing aoress the isle after the Priince
hass refused to listen to his adlitiee, is
the firsit to discoeer that the corpse of
the gutiling has sudifen up out of the
gioand into an imnserse mRsss of
potielieryhivhite eavadgion, which
spregels o the winid, redisting alliliv-
ing thigs IR IS pRith te disst. THEremr
detts Fuiites Brick 1 ThFB@REReN’s
tolsér, Bt ihe Piice, 10Ny 6B
880 With K Arelfic, Will AYt liskeh 16
Bif & felite 8y RifEe 6f e Evhae:
giierees of Ais acitons. In & it of i
§diife Fifffe Re MILIFEEYs RIS O tdeRHheF
With Prén, $ifii9g buly 3 ssvsred
Redd Ih & seek:

The towmer is sealed. Throddexen
suriees, but evasyoere else on the isle
parishes, and the white deaith settles
silemlyy over all. Ranmon cannot be
oppesed, and Throdrexon is unuble
to retunn his belowed to life. Buit, bre-
canse her urborn chilltd hass neit yet
livedd, amid thiss hets neit been chidived
by dradth, Hiawigkara Is dellivered ef a
liviry eRygbkerer, Anverdel.

“THE MAGIOIAN'S DAUGHTER"

Chapter 9: A Midnight Conversation

S THE hours came and went,

and new days were born under

the sun and bright sky, the
Prince felt the madness retreat a little,
but still it weighed heavily on his mind.
The horror of his situation and the
knowledge of his deeds remained,
and it was from this knowing that he
sensed his all but vestigial control slip-
ping. His future disintegration was
clearer than any prophecy could ever




be, a thing inevitable yet to be re-
sisted, a battle to be fought uphill
with great pain and great effort which
would ultimately prove futile, yet still a
battle to be fought with grace and
valor, in hopes of gaining a little time.

He busied himself with tasks. The
seals on the windows and on the door
had been broken already. The air was
safe; the poison fled from the land.
Not a trace of the white powder was
to be found anywhere, not even im-
doors where the winds often wam-
dered and died, Aot pressed into the
eraeks between the stenes er piled
ints eerners: It was as if the stuff had
Been reealled by ifs £realsr a5 S66A a§
the need for it Rad passed.

Throdrexon descended the windl-
ing stairs of his tower slowly, with the
baby asleep in his arms. On those
steps, and on the floor below them
were scattered cloaks and helmets,
shields, swords, spears and sandals;
feminders of the messengers who had
kneeked and were not answered. The
bedies were gone theugh, even e the
skeletsns, and the tewer had the feel-
ing of an aneient tefmb, dry, dust-filled
aRd eleansed with years:

Outside in the courtyard one
corpse did remain, that of Therem-
deris who had dropped there after the
infection was over. He was still within
the sack, but the end had broken
epen with the impaet and the head
Rad relled sut. It lay faeing the dedr-
way as TRredrexen emerged, its eyes
relled Up s8 enly the whites shewed,
its Bleedstained hair and Beard R
fiing sfightly in a slight Breezs, FMHQ it
3 Momentary appearance of ife:

When the prince saw this he stop-
ped, and vyet he felt no revulsion at the
sight, no dread of his guilt, only a dull
remorse. His emotions were purged
from him, and he knew them only
diraly like a half forgotten fantasy, as
anold eunueh knows manhood when
he daydreams. All Re eould bring himn-
self te say was,; “So, wizard, you are

still here.l had thought you were gone
but you are not. You remain to haunt
me, | guess, and it is only fittiimg.”

There was not even any sadness in
his voice. He stood for a while gazing
into the empty face, then walked on
and came to the feasting hall where he
had first gimpsed the shy daughter of
the foreign King. This place was a
ruin, the tables smashed, the high
throne overturned by someone in a
final spasm of panic. The clothing of
the doers lay about, and the place was
very still and clean, and the father's
footsteps echoed distantly as he car-
ried his daughter through the room.
He came at last to the nursery where
he himself had once lain; this had
once been a pleasant place with sum-
light shining in through wide windows,
and colorful murals decorating the
walls. Now it was faded and filled with
dust.

He shifted the child to one arm, and
with his free hand opened the shut-
ters once more, as they had not been
opened in many years. This nursery
was a special place, used only by the
direct heirsof the line, and it often was
untouched for decades if a Prince
were not prolific.

A crib stood in the middle of the
room. He blew the dust from it, and
shook the tiny mattress in the air. Still
it was soiled, so he gave it a com-
mand, “Be cleansed,” and it was.
Then he replaced it and laid the infant
Amadel atop it. He spoke again, sum-
moning spirits out of the air, forming
them into chambermaids with featfh-
erbrushes. They set to work at once
with superhuman speed, rid the room
of all taint in a matter of minutes, then
vanished into the air from which they
had been called, their forms held to-
gether only by a will now relaxed.

Throdrexon laughed lightly and
said to the baby, “Wihat an inspiration
you are. If I had bothered to do that
before, this place would always have
been spotless.”
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He walked over & tine wiimdiow amdi
looked out over the rolling hills, now
brown and naked, and to the sea be-
yond.

“You shall abide here a while," he
said, “as 1 did once, and | hope you
shall love this place as | did wien lwas
small.”

Then he reached out the window,
straining over the sill, until he caught
up a handful of dry earth. He spat on
it, and formed it in his palm into a
rough figure, then spoke a formula
and the dirt grew heavy. He let it drop,
but befere it teuehed the fleer a
middR-aged weman steed befere
Rif, eormpletely still, Rer face witheut
BXpressien:

The Prince snapped his fingers in
front of her eyes, and said, “Be awalk-
ened, and care for my daughter.”

So it was that Amadel was reared
by a nursemaid who became dust
again each night while she slept, then
reformed when the sunlight touched
her. Her breasts gave forth no milk,
so Throdrexon reached far beyond
the sea with his magic and stole from
cows a thousand leagues away, caus-
ing farmers to curse and lay the blame
on snakes, elves, and local witches
fmostly. It was certainly the most hum-
ble task ever perfortried by one skilled
iA Greater Magie, but it was a ree-
€0s8ary 8Ae, ahd Many timesadaythe
Aurseraid weuld earry the fiilk to
Amadel iR a bette. The Prinee fed
himself By magle alse, sending spirits
inte the sea 8 feteh him fish, I8 Sther
lands ts take dgF;ﬁlH aRd Wine and
eat. He staffed his eastle with spirits
ealled up whensver he needed 8ne;
Aeng of them with even the eeAtiAuity
of Amadel's nurse; they BeiRg made
8nly of ai witheut perserality tnless
he ,Q(IS‘VE it 18 them, Withaut the pawer
{8 fift selid fﬂlﬂ%§ HRless he gave it {8
them; QH? all 8 EHEFR At 18 vanish
WhER Re 18 Ht {Rem. BRE 43y

rg8t 3
i e

as a pile of dust, and it was not much
of a loss. After that the child was
tended by the same airy creatures
that maintained everything else.

Throdrexon spent his time in deep
melancholy, poring through books in
search of vague answers and finding
none. He tried to amuse himself in the
poetry of others sometimes, and
soothe his sorrow by writing some of
his own, but he could not. The Muse
had left him, and The Cdkibatiton of
Hamrldedea remained unfinished. He
paged wearily threugh the folios of his
6WR verses written iA a happier time,
and Re hardly reeegnized them: They
were by seme stranger whese et
lesk was entirely different; whe lived
in a distant werld, whese theughts
were nst his theughts. In time, he
gave these up and read enly the
Elassies:

The future obsessed him. He tried
to dwell on the void of the universe, to
practice the ways of Honoleth the
Wordlless as written down by him, but
always his meditation was inferrupted
by thoughts of his own state, and of
lankoros, and his daughter. He was
tempted many times to brew a
draught of forgetfulness and through
it find peace, but he knew better.
Nething weuld truly ehange if he did
that, and Re weuld faee his final battle
ignerant, whieh was net what he
wanted:

The most depressing thing of all
was the fact that among men there
were no prophets. Had there been
even one in the remotest corner of the
world, Throdrexon would have gone
to him, transforming himself into a
black bird by night and soaring ever
the land and sea. But it was written if
inAumerable places that there were
Ao prophets, and had been nore sinee
the battle en the Plain of Lebeladen in
the earliest days, when the pewer of
fren against death had been broken,
and the future elesed to their eyes.
New there were enly petty tricksters

32 FANTASTIC STORIES



who spoke vagueness for a penny in
all the cities of the world.

It was because of this that Thro-
drexon turned to the supernatural for
aid. He studied the stars for months
to find an auspicious night, and when
it finally came he was ready. It was in
the middle of winter in Amadel's
fourth year. He made sure that on
that night espeeially the ehild was
kept eeeupied by the spifits he had
sufimened, that they kept Rer well
away frem the Tewer ef Eagles ifi a
distant part of the eastle. When all
was ready, and the reem in whieh
Amadel sat with Rer ghestly steny-
tellers and mmusielans earefully
eharmeed against any harm, the Prinee
went t8 his stuey atep.the great fower,
ana“ turned fe a task Ris Rands knew
well:

Again he dipped a finger into ash
paste and traced a circle on the floor,
and within it a star, a triangle and a
square, following the faded patterns
still remaining. The task seemed like
an ancestral memory, something re-
called now which had been done by
anether long age. It was hke walking a
familiar way, ever a well-wern trail,
witheut thinking:

He wrote in all the names that
needed to be written, lit the burners
and the torches on the walls. Some of
the jiare incenses were not to be had,
so he made substitutions, but it
seemed all right. At last he bolted the
door and all the windows save one,
then waited for midnight. When the
time came he took up a roll of pardh-
ment, a list painstakingly compiled
over the years by himself and Ther-
emderis before him. It was far inferior
to the Sereoll of Summoning, but it
bere some names and binding and um-
binding werds, and it was eneugh.

Once again in the brightly lit room,
with the single window open to the
darkness, he called out the names
listed, and with outstretched arms
reached into the outermost abysses

in search of a spirit. He felt the familiar
cold, so bitter that it burned, and then
a tug when he captured his quarry.

A cold wind blew in through the
window scattering papers about, ex
tinguishing some of the incense
burners and making the torch flames
flap raggedly. Throdrexon stood still
in the center of the circle, making sure
to avoid previous mistakes. He care
fully folded up the list and slipped it
into an inner pocket, then waited for
the spirit to arrive.

It came, and either by accident or
some unknown design it was a
creature he knew. It was Gladziri.

He spoke the familiar word to bind
it to the place, and it remained before
him, not moving. The wind died, and
he seemed to be alone. But he knew
better. He felt the presence of the
entity, and its power made hifm trem-
ble. He looked about the room and
saw nothing stirring. Incense rose
slowly to the ceiling.

Suddenly a mouse ran out from
under a bookshelf, across the floor.

“Stop!" Throdrexon spoke the
secret name of the mouse tribe. The
creature kept going.

“Gladziri! Stop!" He shouted the
binding word, and the mouse
vanished. The wind came again, and
dust stirred. Throdrexon felt a hot
blast in the face, as if a distant fiurnsce
door had been opened and shut
again. Then there was a rustling, like
someone walking en fallen leaves, and
Re sensed clearly the mind ef the
demoen as Re had before, but with a
differenee: the hatred was net as ab-
solute. The eontermpt was there still, iff
anything greater, but there was semme-
thing else: Was it mirth?

The demon spoke in a soft voice, al-
most like that of a maiden, but it was
harsh, and not at all human.

*Very good, little man! You sawmy
ruse and countered it. | would almost
suspect you of intelligence, if such re-
finements were ever to be found
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among your kind. You are getting bet-
ter, I'll admit. 1 ask you for mercy this
time. You give me so little peace. Was
it not just the other night that you
called me?”

"No, it was six years ago.”

“Well, it's all the same to me. A
night, a year, a millenium, are all the
same. We higher beings are not
bound by time the way certain vermin
are.”

“l guess you're no use to me then,
since it was time | wanted to ask you
about and you seem ignorant of that
subject. Alas, 1 thought you wise.”

The demon laughed, and its voice
grew deep, thunderous and bold.
“Ha! Ha! You try to insult my pride,
little man. Again, well done. ILHaatum—
derestimated vou, ] think, but not by
much, for you are as ridiculously um-
learned as before. Of course | know of
time. We whe have intelligenee knew
many things whieh are hidden te hice,
eeekroaehes, men and beasts ef that
s6#t."

Throdrexon remained completely
in control, unruffled by the taunts. He
had expected such. It was part of the
ritual. In fact he was beginning to
enjoy the chance to exercise his own
wit, but at the samme time he remained
eautious, lest the ereature distract
him with the verbal give and take:

“Let us get on to my business,” he
said. “I want to know the future. You
must show me the days ahead, that |
might learn from them.”

Gladziri’s voice was soft again, and
scolding like a grandmother. “Oh
tush, tush. 1 am disappointed in you.
Why do you bother me for such
trifles.? Why not go to one of your
witches, hire her to pickle a raven's
braln and read the future eut of the
dirt under yeur teenails? That is the
way they de it these days, isn't i#?”

“It seems, O Gladari, that 1 was
right the first time, and you are truly
stupid, for anyone who is at all
learned knows that such methods are

34 FANTASTIC STORIES

false, and work only to beguile the
simple.”

“Ah! S0 you are lemrned then?
Some god has picked his nose and the
result is a scholar. Marvelous!™

Throdrexon spoke the word that
bound Gladziri yet again, tugging with
it as a houndmaster tugs a leash.

“Behold the future then!" gasped
the demon, and Throdrexon saw
The smoke from the Wburners
gathered into one place and long, pale
hands appeared behind the cloud,
Rolding a black dise the size of a
shield. "Leok here, and see what is te
esmet”

The Prince looked, and the disc
seemed a window, and he was gazing
through it into a vast abyss. There
were faint suggestions of shape, then
a sea of clouds, and the viewpoint
dropped beneath the clouds to reveal
stark, barren hillsides and a teaming,
populous land that Thredrexen
knew.

It was the Underearth. The vision
of it lasted but a second, and the eye
of the disc descended again down
long shafts of stone, and the focus
narrewed until there was only bladk-
fiess again, and in that blackness twe
yellew eyes epened.

A form stirred and shuffled back
from the view, and its face became
visible. 1t was huge, rubbery black,
glistening with moisture and had an
enermous falt-ended nose and
eaverneus nestrils. Twe dirty white
tusks pretruded frem fleshy jowls.

“Rannon! Is it you?"

“It is 1, Throdrexon. Indeed it is 1.”
The voice was a muffled thunderclap,
and Throdrexon was too shocked by
it to say anything. The god stared up-
ward at him and laughed. “You wom-
der hew | know who you are, den't
yeu? 1 shall impart a great seeret to
yoeu then, Thredrexen of lankeres,
whese seul-name is Drethmend, and
that is that | knew all the nares ef
men, and that is Rew 1 ewn them. |
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know your daughter Amadel and

have set a place for her in my Kimg-

dom, aslhave for you. When you sent

the wizard Theremderis to me, Lwell-
comed him as an old friend and es-

corted him to his new home. He baids

now in a pot of lead, and the fire is

fugded with baaks! Would you care to

see?"

“No! Please!™

“Wihen you come to my land to
dwell, you shall see. Come now, if you
like . . .*

1 am not ready!™

“But | am.?

“l escaped you once." Thmo-
drexon’s voice began to break under
the strain. His words came out shrill,
almost screeching. He was afraid he
would faint.

“Wihen you escaped me,” contin-
ued Rannon, *you handed over all
your subjects to me, and for that boon
lLlet youw live a whille longer. Now lan-
koros is my land, and | rule there, and
I shall take you when | wamt.™

“NO! You do not. | command you
now, as | have called on you, to tellme
what | want to know.*

“Wihat do you want to know?*

“My future

“Oh foolish one, / am your future. |
am Amadel’s future and Theremderis*
future, and Hamakara’s future unto
the ending of time. Did you not know
that?"

"Speak not the name of my be
loved! You are not worthy, filkdn!™

*Who? Hamakara? Yes, you did
love her, whatever that means
Wouild you like to be with her again? |
can do that for you.”

YHow? What do you want?”

“Nothing much. | want only that
you shall be my slave, and be subject
to every whim, as she is now. For re-
member, © man, | still have her in my
country!”

“No! You lie! You liet" screamed
the prince.

The god laughed until the tower
36 FANTASTIE STORIES

shook. Throdrexon fell to hiskneesin
the middle of the circle and wept. He
covered his face with his hands, and
when he dared remove them the
black window was gone and Gladziri
again invisible.

“Such is your future, little man, told
by the one who weavesiit. Allmen can
see it if they want to, but they choose
otherwise. So, blindly, they walk a
series of tangled paths, all of which
lead to Rannon. That is all.”

“Then life is a meaningless horror,”
said the prince.

“Not really.” Again Gladziri
chuckled, and this time it truly hurt.
“The comedy of your existence
amuses those above you, and for that
reason it continues. You provide
much merriment for your betters.”

“No more! I stiallistagy myselif amdd
there will be an end to your games.”

“Youll kill yourself and go straight
to Rannon’s lap. Is that what you
want?"

“I’ll find a way. 111 kill my soul too, so
nothing is left.”

“That’s what Tharalopos did when
he eluded Rannon. He blew himself
out like the flame of a candle and was
no more.”

“Begone demon, while I work this
thing." Throdrexon spoke the word
of Gladziri's unbinding, and vet the
demon remained. It rustled back and
forth and wheezed. “Begone!™

“No, | shall not leave just yet," said
the creature, and it took visible florm,
a serpent with arms and powerful
legs, standing upright. With huge
genitalia it wet the line of ash-paste,
then smeared it with its foot, and em-
tered the circle.

Fhrodrexon stared in horror,
totally helpiess. “Wihat power is this?
Begone, | command you, by the
names of all my mighty ancestors,
Leave this place!™

Even as he said it, he knew that was
a futile utterance.

“Eorget your ancestors, magget,”




said Gladziri, stepping through the
triangle and erasing the names
written around it. “You have no
power now. Your iskand is dead, slain
by you, and without its life you can
werk no great magic. | came this time
beeause | chose to come, because I
find you amusing, and am beginning
to see what spert Rannon finds in
these trifles. Il eame to tell you that
you are fridieuleus, and 1 esuld have
seattered your limbs acress the werld
if 1 wanted te.”

The demon now stood above Thro
drexon where he still knelt. The
Prince faced it calmly, with complete
surrender, and said nothing. They
stared at one another in silence for a
second, until the foul stream flowed
forth again onto the man and he
sereammed and elawed at his face as it
burned him.

“I'm tired of this,"” said Gladziri, and
he left on a wind. Throdrexon writhed
on the floor, trying to wipe the thick,
putrid, acid-iike stuff from him. He
tore off his clothing, but it had already
burned threugh. He huddled there,
half naked, vemiting, his eyes streain-
ing tears, and he said, "Why? Why
sheuld 1 ge 8R?”

And at that moment, again as if by
accident or some unknown plan, he
heard far away the musicians still
playing to Amadel, and he heard her
voice, shrieking with laughter at some
jest, and he said, “I am answered,”
just before all consciousmess left him.

A while later he awoke, and it was
getting light. All burners and torches
had gone out, but he needed nothing
to know that his face was burned, and
his hands, and his chest where Gliad-
ziri’s water had run down his front. He
spoke aloud to nio one in a distracted
way, saying, “This terror is lilke a pass-
ing dream, and yet it is not a dream for
it Ras net passed; and 1 have awak
ened ints it.”

Again he wept.

Chapter 10: The Flower of lankoros

TIME SPOKE to the isle of lam-
koros in signs and in seasons. Spring
came on the heels of a white winter,
and sumrmer followed thereafter. Rain
came and the wind blew, warm, cold,
warm, bitter; constellations wheeled
in the clear autumn sky, and Prince
Throdrexon watched all these things
from his tower with a sense of vague
sorrew. He saw deep furrows appear
en the slopes of the Hills, eut like
wrinlkles in an eld werman’s faee. He
saw debis ef ships washed up en the
Beaehes seme Mernings after sterms,
and enee in a while there was a sail fa¥,
far off whieh weuld EFSW Iarge for a
While and then shrink away.

Amadel was his chief joy, the only
thing that could draw the Prince out
of himself for a moment and make him
smile, laugh, and be otherwise
human. She was a large, beautiful
child with a wild riot of curly locks.
She had her father's hair and her
mother's face, and eyes green as the
depths of the ocean. Her disposition,
as Throdrexen onice put it, was that of
a little menkey, but a menkey filled
with mifth and eharmm and eeeasion-
ally goed manners; the kind of men
key fhat weuld ene day be a great
lady, enee her tail was gene:

The little girl was not unhappy in
those days, for she had been borninto
a castle filled with spirits, and al-
though the land around it was of grey,
sterile ash, her personal universe re-
volved around her father, who was
the souree of all wisdom and marvels.
She knew nething else. Once she
pointed eut a windew ever the duim-
eolored Hills and asked, “Wiat is
that?”

“Why, that is my realm,” Thro-
drexon answered.

“And beyond it?*

“The sea.”

“The sea is more beautiful than the
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land, 1 think," siad Amadel. “What is
beyond the sea?”

The Prince stroked his beard, as if
thinking deeply.

“A most profound question, young
lady. Have you ever seen anything
beyond the sea?”

“Sometimes, when 1 climb high up
in the towers and look out on a bright
day, lLcamnseecsemnethimyfdarawayy
line at the edge of the sea. What is it?

“That is more land, my darling. Just
more land. You have enough land
here, don’t you?"

“I like the sea better," said Amadel.

Amadel did prefer the sea, and she
played by its shore whenever she
could. She collected shells and weeds
tossed up by storms, and other
strange things deposited nearby. The
water with the fish that lived in it and
the blirds flying above it was a thing of
vast wondefr, a mystery to be enjoyed.
It was mueh more fun than the stern
and silent land.

One of the mysteries of the sea
were the ships passing by at a great
distance, mere specks on the hani-
zon. She called out to them sorme-
times, but they went on their way and
did net answer. They were like birds
in a way, when the birds flew very,
very high, beyend the reaeh of all
things, of like spirits raeing threugh
the night: And like spifits they vamigh-
ed after a time; this te Amadel was
enly Aatural: She wendered what it
weuld be like, if she esuld get elese
ensugh; t8 tsueh ane of these ships:

Weld H&F hand pass threugh and
€ause a stirring; as thew %H e Rad
fanned smelke, oF wedld she find
semething §8|l£="ia Whieh weuld it be?
Thers was always a certain esnfusion
B@W@EH §8|i8 S‘HG §H8§ﬂ¥ thiRgs; B%
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fused to go to bed unless the bemused
Throdrexon stood guard over her, He
did, and each morning she would
awaken to an empty room and find
herself quite solid.

Each time he would explain to her,
“I left as soon as you dozed off, and |
said no magic over you at all. Still
you're here. Isn't that a marvel?”

Then he would laugh, and she
would laugh also, and the fear grew
smaller and smaller, until it troubled
her no more. Real people she lemmed,
did not need the attention of others to
keep thelr existence. Omly she and
Rer father were real then, along with
the sea birds and the pigeens, if they
eould be esunted as peeple.

QUESTIONS CONTINUED, and
Throdrexon answered them. One
day he walked with his daughter in the
courtyard below the Tower of Eagles,
and they came to something round
and white and hollow. Amadel was
not afraid of the thing, bent to fouch
it, and then for some reason did not.
She Had seen the ebjeet before many
times, but had Rever asked abeutit. It
was semehew unpleasant. Areund it
were ether white things ef varieus
shapes and sizes:

“Father? What are these?”

“Bones, child. Just bones.*

“Whase bones?”

“I don’t know. Perhaps they are the
bones of lankoros itseliff™*

This puzzled Amadel. She stared at
the heap, and asked again. “How did
they get here?"

“Perhaps they fell out of the sky,”
said Throdrexon. There was a touch
of irritation in his voice. “Perhaps
they've been here forever

“Whhich was it?*

“How should | know? | didn't see
them fall, and | haven't been here for-
ever.”

“You mean you don’t knowus”

“No. | mean, yes. That's it. | don’t
know.” He didn’t want to talk about it




anymore. He took the child by the
hand and dragged her away.

THIS WAS the great dilemma of
Throdrexon’s fatherhood. He had
kept so much from his daughter, hid-
den so many things she would have to
discover eventually. He had always
avoided the matter of her mother,
never explained his occasional ships of
the tongue, the references Amadel
encounitered in songs and in stories.
When she grew a little older, the comn-
tradictions would become ludicrous,
ufirmaintainable. The gitl would have
to know that people have two
parents. She would sooner or later
figure eut that there were lands be-
yend the sea more pepuleus than this
ene. Thredrexen had werked eut
eeuntless sehemes of itereonmrelt:
ing lies, self<esnsistent falsifications te
hide the truth that pained Rim like an
oeld wsund. Yet ihe lies hurt alse, the
realizatien that he weuld have i keep
telling them t8 his Arnadel, and sne
day she weuld sse thraugh therm and
then weuld think little gesd of him:
That; Re wauld Bs UAabks t8 Bear; and
he krisw It He tried i fell Rirmself that
truth was itself & tRing werth striving
fof; and that o deny if alfogsther was
I3 fake fife ABE WArh iviRg: Bt he
knew that Re eauldn't facs feiling her
ABW, Becauss what Re really feared
was te 19ss of his Amads! #o the lures

f the WBHH WﬂRSHK Rer H% watld B@
?{f te: he Feak 18056 3{5
Hit: e W8H| % ¥§ E the
gﬁiﬂ 8t fis S,HHI QHH ark mems:

So to delay the inevitable, to keep
Amadel happy and unconcerned, he
strove to create diversions for her. He
brought her a playmate out of the vast
deep of night, a cloud, a phantasm
summoned with a word and given
shape and duration. He sent it to her,
and that was hew Amadel came one
day to the open space behind the eas-
tle’s armory and gasped at the sight of

wondrous blue flowers growing thick
out of the pavement, climbing up the
stone walls and over the edge. She
looked on in amazement, and a boy
sat up in the midst of them and said,
“Do you like my flowers?”

“They're beautiful™

“Pick one."” She did, and it was solid
in her hand, like dried sea-kelp only
soft. She looked at the boy then, and
realized thai he, too, was not like
most spirits, not a dull illusion. Per-
haps he wasn't a spirit at all, but am-
other real person, like her father and
herself, The prospect was exciting.
She Hhad never learned to fear
strangers, having never encountered
ene befere.

“Who are you?” she asked.

“My name is Master Windywisp. |
can do magic.”

This didn't impress her very much.
“My father does magic, too.*

“Well, watch this"™ The other
clapped his hands — the sound was
solid enough — and each of the blue
flowers sprouted from its blossom a
new stalk and a red flower on the end
of the same size, causing the top-
heavy plants to sway and bend over.

“How do you like that?*

“Can you do more?*

“Yes!" He clapped again, and the
red flowers gave forth orange ones,
and the orange birthed a brook of vel~
vet, from which sprang gold, pink,
and green. The long chains of them
covered the walls now, and lay on the
ground in heaps.

“What else can you do?" asked
Amadel.

“Many things. | can sing songs.
Woaould you like a song?*

“Yes, a merry one.”

“A merry song indeed,” said he,
and he sang one in a high, sweet
voice:

“Oh, a wizard there was who lived
in the air,

Yes he lived up in the airl

And he had a wife, whose temper

THEIMAGICIAN'S BAUGHFHRR 3939



was rife,

And she scared all the spirits up
there,

Oh! She scared all the spirits up
there.

This wizard he hid himself under
the ground,

Yes he hid under the ground!

But alas his dear wife, she also
came down,

And she chased him round and
round,

Oh! She chased him round and
round.

This wizard he turned himself into
a toad,

An ugly old horny old toad!

But his ugly old wife, became a
toad too,

Said “1i never let go of you,

Oh! I'll never let go of you!™

The song disturbed Amadel. Thro-
drexon had bestowed it on the spirit
out of his own memory, as something
he had learned long ago, a light, funny
lyric and nothing more. But to Amea-
del, who wasn't sure what a wife was,
and didn’t understand why a husband
shouid want to run away from one, it
had layer upon layer of hidden mean-
ings, It was a new thing, and it fright-
ened her.

“Didn't you like it? Wasn’t it merry
enough?" asked Windywisp, when
Amadel did not smile.

It was all rigiht*

But not overwheimingly merry, |
see, Welll I'll have to come up with a
better one later. In the meantime,
look behind you.*

She turned, and her mouth drew
into a wide, soundiess ©. There be-
fore her, knee-deep in the flowers,
stood a winged unicorn, tall, thin, and
graceful, with a delicate, silky white
mane and a silver horn., Its pink fea-
thered wings unfolded and flapped,
spreading wider than the length of its
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body.

*This is Master Star," said Wimdly-
wisp. The unicorn neighed. “He likes
you."

[ like him," said Amadel.

*Climb up on his back.”

She tried, but it was too high. The
taller boy lifted her, then mounted the
beast behind her. He placed an arm
around her and with the other hand
held tightly to the animal’s mane.
*Upl" he cried, and suddenly there
appeared before them a long arching
road of red marble, leading over the
walls and towers of the castle, over
the duil landscape of lankoros, into
the sky. Master Star galloped along,
flapping his wings I'?htly as he did.
Sparks flew from silver hooves, as
finally the road came to an end and
the unicorn leapt off into free space.
Wings caught the wind, and slowly,
like a migrating swan, the steed rose
higher yet into the air, the pink feati-
ers hiding the land below, then reveail-
ing, then hiding, like windows alter
nately opening and closing shut.
Amadel looked down and caught
glimpses of the blue sea stretching far,
the isle of lankoros like a dull brown
patch, and beyond it to the west the
mainland of Amyrthel with all its
green forests and living prairies.

Chill air blew past them. Amadel
had to shout to be heard.

*Wihy is the land a different color?*

¥Because it's not your land. It's
different.” The boy's voice could just
barely be heard, trailing off behind.

“Just different:”

¥Can | go there some day?*

¥Maybe sometime. Look!™

She looked, and between the rising
and falling of the wings she saw the
whole Earth spread out below her, the
sun low in the sky off to the west,
sinking into the fire beyond the edge
of the world. lankoros was but a tiny
dot, and all the lands seemed tiny, the
sea bounding them on all sides. She
saw the south and a vastland there as




barren as her own. She did not know
its name but it was the Great Stone
Waste, known to mariners but never
explored, empty, lifeless, stretching
unto the end of the earth. South of the
world beyond the Waste there was
enly air. Te the east there was water,
where the oeeeans ran eut past
Elimderath and the last iskes, and te
the nerth enly ice and mist, the kend of
Rannen. Had she knewn what thisall
freant; had she recsgnized the elear
view of the faur directisns with their
S‘HSRG%Wt HHFH%'?% the four
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the comets close up like ships passing
in the night, and heard the songs that
pass among the stars, and then, at
last, Master Star began to descend.

When he passed below the height
of the sun it was evening. The sky
remained dark, the shining moon now
like a shield or a lantern in the purple
sky. The lands were hidden from her
and the sea was in shadow by the time
they reached the marble road, the
constellation of Panlath’s Bowmen
standing guard over the horizon.

It was strange to have something
solid underfoot again. The unicorn
folded its tired wings to its sides and
galloped swiftly down the marble
roadway, sending sparks off into the
darkness. Again they came to the
castle towers and walls, and to the
yard where the flowers had been.
Omly bare stones were there now.

“Il want to do it agaim,"” said Amadel,
as Windywisp helped her down.
“Soon! Can we?"
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I think so, but not right away.”

“wﬂ“y?n

“There are so many other things to
do.”

“But | want to!" Amadel pouted.

“Now, don’t be like that. Look,
there's your father coming.”

Amadel looked, and as soon as she
turned, the boy, the unicorn, and the
red marble bridge into the sky,
vanished. Throdrexon was indeed
coming toward her, arms outspread.

“Wiell, well, where have you been
my little one?” He picked her up,
grunting a little with her weight. “You
know, vyou're getting heavy. He
tweaked her nose fondly.

“I've been up in the sky.”

“Oh? What did you see up there?”

“l saw the moon close up, and the
stars, and down there was the ocean,
and other lands, lots of them. | want tip
go visit them sometime.”

“Wouwld that be proper, young
lady? You, a princess, visiting all
those countries? Wouldn’t it be better
to wait and let the world come to
yoeu?”

“Are there people in those places
that would come?”

“Yes, there are.” He saw how her
face grew puzzled, then grave when
he said that. Amadel was thinking,
wondering about those other lands.
Throdeexon wished he had not
shown them to her, wished he had not
said what he had, but there was no
way eut. Could he deny the aif? It was
inevitable. The seeds of discontent
were sewn.

Chapter 11: Gpening Doors

WHEN THRODREXON'S
daughter was eight she asked to be
taught to read, and he taught her. He
had feared this thing, delaying it as
long as he could, but when the time
actually came and Amadel brought
him a book, piping cheerfully, “Show
me how to read this, Father!" he
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could not refuse. He could not keep
his beloved one’s mind shut in like a
caged bird, never able to stretch its
wings and fly. Still, he was afraid, for
he knew that one day Amadel would
be a woman — her mind was very
sharp — and she would see through
all he had done. On that day, how
weuld she regard him? With loeve?
With hefrer? Or with pity?

He stood silently when the request
was made, and the child tugged on his
sleeve and said again, “l am very
smart. lLidanreetitheesorussoout dagbitt
me very quickly. 1 can learn to read,
tg@-'”

“Yes, you can," said Throdrexon
and he took the book from her. He
recognized the volume as something
he had read once, very long ago. It
was a thick thing, bound in hide,
bestudded with jewels, and locked
shut with an iron hasp. He carried the
book over to a table, laid it down, and
pulled up a ehair. Amadel dragged a
high stoe! frem a eorner and perched
beside him.: He fan Ris Rand slewly
ever the beek’s eever, wiping the dust
off, and as he did an ifmage eame e
Ris mind, a white-bearded faee, the
face of Theremderis, whe Rad enee
8at thus with anether eRild, muen
YGURYer, whe struggled with the
magic Bf i@f}@@: Samething deep in
TRrodrexon's mind siammed the
SRutters Q%IR%{ fRe VISion Befars
IHSFS Egki 5 FECOGAILIGR: HE
BRAEIEE:

“Father?”

“Yes?" He was again aware of the
world around him. He looked down at
the book and said, “I'll teach you.
Don’t worry.”

“l can't get the lock off.”

“Well let me look at it." He noticed
then for the first time the tiny padlock,
no larger than his thumbmail, which
guarded the hasp of the book. He
remembered then who had put that
lock there, and how, and what it was
fer. It was fitting that Amadel should




have brought him this book. Perhaps
it was in the design of Gthailmis the
Crafty, who was said to have spent all
his life fashioning this lock and this
book.

“How does it open?”

“A key must be turned three
times."

“Wihat key? Do you have the key,
Father?"

“No, little one. You do."

“But | don*t!™

“You are the key, Daughter.” With
that he stared intently into her face,
and her eyes grew wide and
frightened. He pointed to the keyhole
and said, “Go inside,” and suddenly
she was falling and the hole was adark
cavern waiting to engulf her.

SHE CAME to rest with abump, as
if she had toppled from her stool. She
found herself in complete darkness,
on a cold, smooth floor that felt like
metal, not the stone of the castle. She
steed up, feeling the Hhard ehill
threugh her thin slippers. She
reaehed areund in the dark and
teuehed nething:

“Hiello! Hello!® Her voice echoed
back and forth in the stale air, from
great distances. She was in a large
hall, it seemed. She tried not be be
afraid, but was. Wouldn’t her father
protect her here? Hadn'’t he sent her
by his magic? He would be with her.
He weuld.

She groped again in the blackness
and walked forward, slowly with
buckling knees, afraid that at any
minute she would falldown an unseen
hole. But she didn't. She found a wall
and hugged it with relief, breathing
heavily. Then after a minute she
eontinued te walk, feeling her way
aleng the wall, in hepes that it would
lead Rer semewhere. The wall
seemed te be eurving, but she was net
sure. There was ne peint of reference.

Her eyes began to play tricks on
her in the complete absence of light.

She saw spots like after-images, blue
and red, pulsating as they drifted to
one side or the other and faded. It was
if she had closed her lids and pressed
her fingers against them, creating that
sort of distorted ghost shape.

She felt her face, to make sure that
her eyes were indeed still open. They
were, but she could not see her hand
before her.

When she finally saw a light ahead
she thought it was also unreal, but it
did not drift or fade. It grew brighter,
from a tiny point to a warm glow, and
when she was very near she knew
that it was a true light. She saw it to be
a lantern held by a bent figure in a
heoded eape.

“Hello! Help me! I'm lost™ The
lanterm-bearer turned at the sound of
her voice, but did not speak. She
couldn’t see his face.

“What place is this?” she asked.
“Can you help me get out?”

Still he did not answer, and she
approached him cautiously. She saw
that he was real, that the light didn't
shine dimly through him as it did with
spirits.

“Eather? Is that you?”

The lantern was held higher, a word
whispered, and the light grew
brighter. Still Amadel could discern
no face beneath the hood, but she
could tell that she stood in a round
chamber — she didn't know how high
it was, the roof lost in gloom above —
intoe whiech ran four passageways,
thelr openings gaping like bottomless
mouths in the half-siiedow. She had
emerged from one of them, but she
didn’t knew whieh.

“Who are you?" The lantern-hearer
asked in a voice tolling like a distant
bell. Most certainly this one was noit
her father.

“I am Amadel,”
defensively.

“Go that way." He pointed to one
of the tunnels.

She went a few steps, reluetant to

she said,
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return to the total darkness, and
turned.

“Will you go with me?*

In reply the light winked out and the
other was gone.

Carefully, uncertainly, Amadel
walked in what she hoped was a
straight line, arms outstretched
before her until again she touched a
wall, and a sharp corner. It was an
opening to one of the passageways.
She had found it, and breathed a sigh
of relief. She tried not to think that it
fmight be the wrong one. She was very
clese te panic new.

Her light, shuffling footsteps
echoed in the empty silence, and the
sound of them came back only after a
long while. She continued on, one
hand touching the side of the
corridot, the floor frigid beneath her,
and she wendered what this all
meant. She remembered the beek;
the keyhele, and her father's strange
wards. She didn't ynderstand:

Einally, after what might have been
hours in the timeless dark, she
banged without warning imto
something hard and hurt her nose.
The echoes had been different for
a while by then, returning quickly,
sometimes sounding like they came
from behind her.

It was the end of the tunnel, and
there was no door in it. She ran her
hands over the entire surface from
the floor to as high as she could reach,
and went sideways, until she came to
the other wall. Nothing. A dead end.
She must have gone down the wroeng
tunnel. She weuld have te ge baek
and find the fight ene. Again, fear
arese iA her, but she held it baek: A
fistalke and nething mere: Wiky had
the man turned sut the fight ss
quiekly, Befere she reached the fight
8pening?

All the way back she wondered.
She walked more quickly this time,
aleng the same wall she had fellowed
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before knowing, at least, that the way
was safe. Still, it was a long walk, and
by the time she got to the opening, her
legs were tired and her feet sore

The hooded man was there again
with his light.

“Hello! Help me again. | went down
the wrong one.”

“Who are you?” The voice was
once more booming and hollow.

“Wihy, | am Amadel.”

He pointed to the passage from
which she had just emerged.

“No, that's the wrong one. It
doesn’t lead anywhere.”

“Who are you?”

“l am a princess, the princess of
lankoros, the greatest princess in the
world. Listen you, show me the way
out or L —"

“Go that way." Again the finger
pointed, to a different tunnel this time.

“Hold the light until | get there at
least. This | command you. | am a
princess, you know."

The man spoke no more, but ac-
companied her to the tunnel mouth.
Then he vanished before her, and she
was again alone in the darkness.

“Hey! Wihere are you?" She flailed
her arms around, touching only the
cold, musty air. When she was sure
he was not nearby, she entered the
tunnel, found the side of it, and pro
ceeded.

It seemed that this one stretched
much farther than the previous one
had, and Armadiel grew weary, but she
did net dare sit down and rest. She
feared she might fall asleep, and amy-
thing eeuld ereep upon her ifi this
dark.

What was this all about? One man-
ute she had been with her father in a
familiar room, and then — this. Had a
more powerful wizard snatched her
away while her father was distracted
with opening the book? Was that pos-
sible? Could someone do that in
Throdfexen's ewn castle?

No. It was not possible. That was




not the explanation.

The walls began to grow closer to-
gether. Perhaps it was the closeness
of the air, perhaps some kind of im-
stinct, but as she held onto the side of
the passageway with her right hand,
something rpade her reach eut with
her left. She hit something solid, invis-
ible. Another wall. A while later she
felt yet another wall abeve her, piess-
ing dewn R her Read. The eeiling:
She walked bent ever, and the tunnel
elesed in frem all sides even mere.
She erawled, and it seemed that the
floer rese slightly te meet the walls
and eeiling in seme distant psint:

She wanted out, blindly, like a trap-
ped thing, she wanted out. She
pressed on, never thinking of going
back, back into the darkness of the
wide chamber. This way, perhaps, if
she burrowed like a mole in the earth
of steel, she might, just might, ceme
inte the light and warmth ef the world
agaif.

It was hard to breathe. The air was
heavy, the darkness a living, thraoib-
bing thing. When she could no longer
craw! on her hands and knees she
crawled on her belly, worming her
way along, her arms out in front, the
way too narrow for her to bring them
back. The corners of the walls and
floor Rad vanished, and the way was
round, like a constricting tube, about
to be pinehed off. Yet some impessii-
ble, ifratienal urge dreve her R, the
urge te escape By some feat of st
:ﬁg@h ?ﬁd fury, te Break eut, te seek the
ight.

It was only when she tried to take a
deep breath and couldn’t, and found
the tunnel pressing tight against her
ribs, against her shoulders, and when
she moved her head just a little bit and
struek Rard metal, that she stopped,
and realized the Rerrer of the situa-
tien, and eeuld net even seream. She
let sut a lengd, whining, sebbing mean,
and tried te baek eut:

Tried, but was stuck. She could not

move her arms back to push — her
elbows hit the walls — and there was
only smooth metal for her feet to kick
against.

“@h, help me. Father, help me ...

She began to cry and sweat, and
slowly, she did manage to move a
little, pushing back a few inches with
her hands, a few more, until she had
enough room to bend her arms more
freely, and still the enormous weight
of the tunnel pressed down upon her.
She began to crawl backwards, to
scream wildly, inarticulately, without
even syllables, and her eries gurgled
baek and forth between meeking
eehees.

She moved backwards, ever back-
wards, until she found she could turn
around, then crawled some more,
bruising hands and knees and elbows,
facing the darkness ahead, leaving the
more solid darkness behind. At last
she came to the end of the tunnel, half
stumbling, half crawling, afraid to
stand upright and run, shrieking her
father's name — he did not ecome —
until she saw the light of the lantern
fleating in spaee befere Rer, and
grasping the lantevm-bearer as if Re
were a pest and she drewning, she
sebbed ever and ever again, “Father,
Father, Relp me.”

And the man replied in his stern,
stony voice: “VWHw are you?”

“l — 1 am my father’s daughter. He
is Prince Throdrexon of lankoros.
Oh, [ don’t want to be away from him.
Take me to him! He'll give you gold™

The stranger’s voice was softer.
“Come with me, then." He took her
by the hand and led her to the only
opening she had not tried, and when
they drew near she saw by the light of
the lantern that it was not a tunnel
mouth at all, but a door. The man
stopped before it, took a silver key
from his poeket, a key that glowed as
if with its ewn light in the semidaiik-
ness, and e epened the door. There
was a ereak; and then a burst of light
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like a thousand million suns.

AMADEL AWOKE on the floor by
the table. Her father still sat there,
above her, with the book before him.

“Father!" She jumped up, threw
her arms around him and wept. “I'm
so glad to be back. How did it
happen? What was it?*

“Look." He showed her the book.
The lock open beside it. “You have
opened it. Do you want to read now?”

“No, no, not now. hanlyywemttteobee
with you.?

So they did not read that day, and
Amadei stayed closer to her father
than ever, but within her there was a
doubt, a doubt of his infinite power
He had not rescued her, Perhaps he
coulid not have done so. This thingdid
not occur to Throdrexon, and he
never knew that his strategem had
had a double effect. It was true that
his daughter was more dependent on
him than ever — that was his intent —
but also her faith was shaken, and for
the first time, she had the capacity to
look for another pillar, another
person to guard her.

Perhaps that had been the plan of
Githamis the Crafty.

A week later they sat in the same
rod&m at the same table, and Amadel
nudged the book over to her father,

“Show me," she said.

“Now? You wish to read?”

“l do.?

“This is a great magic. Nothing is
more powerful than words.”

“l want to learn,” she said.

“Very well then," said Throdrexon.
*Pick out the story you want to read.”
He gave her the book and watched in-
tently as she turned the pages in
heavy handfuls, for he knew there
would be great significance in the
story she chose. Such was the design
of the book. Much could be read in it,
not only the text of the story but, if
one were astute enough, the inmer-
most nature of the one who selected
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it. Therefore, the prince smiled when
he saw that his daughter had stopped
at The Stoyy of the Phoenix. He re-
cognized the illustration even before
she gave the book back to him, a pic-
ture ef a Ruge golden bird chained
atep a roek, conversing with a man
while twe dark spirits eonverged in
the Baekgreund. This tifme the meam-
ing seefed easy te see. The Pheenix
had Been frem the earliest times the
emblem of the princes of lankerss;
and Amadel, heir t8 & prines; Héé
€RBSER Ref H¥Hﬁ§¥ and Rer FS&HH
8He Rad chasen well:

The girl looked at the picture for a
long time, then asked, “Wihat’s the
story about?”

“The bird Phoenix,” said Thro-
drexon. “You have seen its image
everywhere, but now you shall know
its tale. Wouwld you like to read it?”

“Yes, but it'll take years!”

“No it won’t. You'll learn faster
than that; first the outline of the tale,
then the words that make it up. First
then, the outline. This is the tale of our
first ancestor, Manahotain the Great,
the mightiest of all men. He fought
beside the gods against the Unliving
and against the renegade Rannen in
the earliest days, and he was at the
battle en the plain of Lebeladen when
all the gads fell befare the swierd of the
Breat Dark: Yet Re held back Death
that day, and fHFSH% Ris strivings the
WorHd was saved; But only at great
€8st: The great eest is fhe EFSFHQI
lgﬂ@ﬂﬁ% 8f men, whe must stand

a alnst RQHH B QHH FHS §H2
Qws; TRIS Sfary ¢ Ef ¥ Manan
1aiR Fesctisd the Be Hime, W SH

F ¢ 4843 came R8E f8 I8 8§

“Why didn't they come?" asked
Amadel.

“Because they were dead, having
been slain at Leboladen. Haven’t you
been paying attention?"”

“Yes, but I didn’t know if this was
after that.”

“It was, and tihen Manahotain stiwod




against all evil with no help at aliL It
was a vear when spring didn’t come,
when the snows of winter continued
to pile up and never melted, when
fivers remained frozen and fouin:
tains of iee wandered inte the seulth-
efrn -eceans. Crops could net be
planted and ships eeuld et sail. Wise
men eenferred ever the preblem, and
iA the end they knew that the Pheenix
had net esme that year te fly ever the
Eafth and Bring springtime, t6 hang
high iR the sky and send summer, {8
BuFA itself te ashes and be reflested in
the redness of the leaves”

“It burns up?”

“Yes, and in ashes it lies all the wim-
ter long, in a kind of death, but in the
earliest month of spring the ashes stir
and a white worm emerges, and the
worim deveurs the ashes and grows
inte the PRheenix, and flies off inte the
sky t6 begin the year again: But in this
partieular year the Pheenix did net
esme, s the wise men of the werld
sent ManRetain te find it; t6 BriRg it
back 88 that summer weuld be re-
stered:

“And he went. Eirst he climbed up
into the sky on the bridge of the raim-
bow, and he travelled beyond the sun
until he came to the spaces that are al-
ways dark, and there he spoke to the
stars asking, ‘Have you seen the
PReenix?’ And the stars answered,
‘When efie of our number burns out
and falls we eare not, 6 hew eould we
have seen the PReenix? They
laughed at him, and he felt the eeld
eRill of the starwinds:

“Next he went down to the Earth
again and sailed over the seain aboat,
carefully avoiding the ice floes and
floating moumtains, until he came to
the southernrmost land, the Great
Stene Waste. There he made his way
e the edge of the werld, where the
stone dreps off inte the abyss, and in
the abyss Re saw the serpent
Shamath, whe raees ferever areund
the rim of the werld, ehasing the
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golden rattles on his own tail. And
Manahotain asked him, ‘Where is the
Phoenix? Have you seen the
Phoenix?' And the serpent answered,
‘I see only the golden treasures before
me, vet 1 cannot reach it. Wihen 1 go
quickly it goes quickly; when | slow to
rest, it slows also to mock me. | care
for nething but this, Ne, IL Haaenmt
seen the Pheenix. But if you help me
capture the geld, I'll seareh fer the
Pheenix fer yeu, eut of gratitude.’
The man refused this effef, because
e knew that if the serpent ever stey:
ped raeing arsund the werld the lands
and seas wauld R lsnger be beunded
and all things weuld stip 8ff inte the
abyss: ARd he KH@W alse that Shar-
math wanted 8n gf geld; and knew
RetRing of gratituds:

“So finally, Manahotain the Brave
descended alone into the greatest
darkness of all. Perhaps it was a cave,
perhaps the Underearth, or even a
dream, a corner of his own mind, but
he descended nevertheless until there
was 10 light at all, and there he found
the bird Pheenix, bound to a rock,
and befere it the twe spirits Darkness
and Ceold stoed guard: He said te
thefm, ‘I esmmand yeu te release the
Pheenix,’ and they replied, ‘We will
net; fer he is surs.’ ARd Manahetaif
gast against them a mighty werd, and
Darkness and Celd tremBled; but Wk
timately they speke anether werd,
and beund the first: ARd se the man
called Up another Word; mere peuwRr-
ful than the ﬁf§f the WBFG that is the
gHE Rame of firs and Heht; But they

8und that alss. ARd WheR Re saw
that this WB%% A8t Work; Re sad 8
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into his riddle, though he knew they
would all be lost if the riddle was ex-
pounded. He took this great risk be-
cause he was Manahotain, possesor
of a wit more subtle than any other,
and in the end he was justified, for
Darkmness and Cold indeed could not
answer him, and were thus vanquiish-
ed. Then he took his sword Dran —
the same Dran 1 own now — and cut
the bends ef the Pheenix, and the bird
said te Rim, 'If 1 eofme back inte the
werld new, will men Rener me?’ ‘1 am
8 man,’ answered the hers, and that
was ensugh. The Pheenix reached
8ut with its beak te its BwR wing and
Pluekse 8ut a feather and gave that
e&fhs; {8 Man%h%m ihg; ‘KRBW
glways My favar’ Then fhe PheeRx
fgw Up ints the woerld ane ms Shews
felted 3Rd SHRMSE refuned”

“That’'s all the story?" asked
Amadel.

“Yes, that's all of it, and now that
you know it you will learn to read it by
studying each word and each line,
until they are clear to you.”

“Is there nothing more to the story
at al@”

“No there isn't. 1 told you that be-
fore.”

“Well what happened to the
feather? Didn't he keep it?"

“Of course he kept it, but when he
died the feather became — not quite
real anymore, like a spirit, and it ap-
pears to the Princes of lankoros on
oceasion to insplre them, of to remind
them in times of treuble that the faver
of the Pheenix is still with them.”

“Have you ever seen it?"*

“Yes." He was beginning to grow
exasperated. “Of course 1 have.”

“Oh.” Somehow she didn't quite
believe him.

Chapter 12: The Other

STILL MORE years passed. More
fruitless springtimes came and went,
and Amadel grew. And as she grew,




she grew alone, apart with her books,
away from the father she rarely saw.
Throdrexon had undertaken a study
of the stars, and now he slept by day.
He could be seen late at night gazing
up from the window of his tower, or
from the castle walls. When he wasn't
there he was locked in a room some-
where filled with must and silence,
poring over volumes of obscure lore.
He confided to his daughter once that
the Earth itself was but a speck of dust
on the great eve of eternity, and in a
blink it would be gone. It was of no
interest. Omy the skies, the unchairgr-
ing eourses of the planets, the stars in
their heuses were worthy of his atten-
ten.

So it was that Amadel wandered
over the hills of lankoros by herself.
Shadowed halls were not for her. She
wanted to be out under the sky by the
shore of the sea, and she took her
books with her out of doors. She read
them as she walked, sometimes stop-
ping to scan a page intently before
moving on, sometimes sitting in the
safie spot all day while a particular
tale enthralled her. She spent much
time at the tep ef the Black Cliffs,
flever enee suspecting what they
enee had meant. She liked it there
beeause on clear days, if she looked
west and strained her eyes, she could
fmake eut the difm eeastline, the main-
land. She weuld semetimes just sit
and wender at these places beyend
the water, while the sea birds wheeled
and eried all areund hef. She efvied
the birds, wishing that she tee had
wings t8 Bear Rer off t8 uAknewn
plaees; 18 Rew lands.

She grew up with books as her only
companions, and they were good
friends to her. They taught her much.
First she read The Story of the
Phoenix in its entirety, then the other
tales in that same volume, and she
marvelled at them, for they were im-
deed splendid. Afterwards, she
turned to the romances and discow-

ered the complex glories of ¥alan and
Ishurti, the greatest love story of all.
She learned from it what love was,
how incomprehensible and feverish a
thing it could be, and what it was like
to go on a long quest over mountains
and deserts for something you dearly
wanted, how soul-wearying even that
quest could become, and how exdit-
ing. She learned also, almost pro-
foundly, the sorrow and terror of
death when she shared Ishurti’s last
moments huddled in the arms of her
already dead lover, in the glade of
Hardath Ether, with the wintry wind
blewing threugh the ice-laden trees,
and the night ewls sereeching: It was
fere than an abstraetion.

Also, the tale told her of the world
beyond the ocean, and she studied it
for details ignored by most readers,
for its flavors and textures. She found
endless delight in the description of
the meadow in chapter three, where
the hero first comes upon his beloved.
To Amadel the idea of a land covered
with green living things not conjured
by illusion was more lovely than any
dream or fancy. And incredible was
the tournament scene with jts impass-
sible, bustling crowds, with
theusands of spectators who cheered
while the knights crashed against one
anether and maldens looked on. The
fear of that seene, the sights, the
smells, all recerded in vivid detall,
were a Ready mixture. There were §8
any faees: Hew esuld anyene knew
that many faees? Hew esuld there be
§6 many peseple in all the werld, let
alene in ene plaee; and Rew weuld
eaeh kknew what was required ef him?

She learmed much about lankoros
from Valan and Ishurti also, even
though it is never mentioned. She
read the descriptions of towns, many
houses clustered together around
streets, and she looked on one of the
ruins she had grown accustomed toin
a new way. All these windowless,
roofless buildings which once had
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been left to the wind and the rain
these fifteen years, were a town, or
once had been, presumably with
people living in them, but the peeple
were all gone row. Throdrexen weuld
never tell her a werd abeut the
istand’s past. If she breught up the
subjeet Re grew angry and left the
reem, er merely said, “Itisasitalnays
was and always shall be.” With ihe
reading of Velkin arll Ishuithi, mystery
was added:

Again she looked into that book
and into the book of tales. She read of
Valan's voyage to Nradius, and King
Thillamdel's vain search for Elimdr-
ath, the land of lost youth. From these
she learned what ships were, wooden
houses with sails, net tiny white
specks seen from afar. She wendered
if the peeple of lankeres had net left
en ships, But then she went dewn {8
the Rarber and saw the retted,;
§866iAg quays; aRd masts sticking up
8ut of the water: These were the =
fmains of ships; and n8 8ne had g8ne
aRywhere 1A them:

Another important idea come to
Amadel from the minor, fragmentary
narrative of The BBuddSSmmuoned
One, in which the heroine is impriis-
oned atop a mountain, and knowing
the speech of the birds, she is able to
tell them of her plight and thus send
for the hero. Amadel theught abeut
this; and watehing the gulls as they
sweeped lew ever the waves e
shateR a fish, and as ihey nested
ameng the reeks of the Black Eliffs,
and it becare very elear 18 her: She
didn't need reseue But she did want {8
commuricate with other lands: 88
She went 8 her father, and S‘ﬁk@ﬂ_ Rifm
the sscret 8f the tongue 8f the BiFds:

He sat in his study atop the Tower
of Eagles in the ligiht of tapers, with the
shutters closed. He was pale, thin-
faced and beginning to grey. He
hardly recognized his daughter at
fivstt, andittoHearhewsmsadiimsitapein
the gloom, until her eyes adjusted.
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“Father," she said. “You are a very
great magician, perhaps the greatest
in all the world. Surely you know how
to speak to things that aren’t men, like
anirals and birds.”

He snorted. It wasn't a laugh, just a
snort.

“l am the greatest magician in the
world, and 1 have done deeds that
would drive you mad, little one, if [
were to tell yeu ef them. And frem
these great deeds | have gained wis-
dem, and frem my wisdem 1 knew
that Aething matiers, net magie; Aot
deeds; net even leve: What dees it
eeneern the universe if 8Ae human
lgves anether, when theyll beth be
gene $8 $66R: Has that brief mement
any signiicance?”

She stuck to her intent.

“Father, can you do it? Can you
talk to the birds?"

“Harumph!” Another snort. “Why
should | bother. That's the simplest
form of magic. Any warlock's babe or
village witch can do that. If you want a
sick cow cured, call a witch. If you
want to talk to sparrows, call a witicth.”

“But there aren't any witches here,
even if there are villages. Or were.”

He was suddenly alert. “What do
you mean by that?"

“Those empty houses all together.
They must have been a village once.”

“Well, don’t pay any attention to
them. They've always been empty.
They're no one's problem now." He
saw that it would be best to draw her
away from this. He went on, “Yes, I'll
teach you how to speak to the birds,
for all the goed you'll get from it.”

The bird language was indeed
simple, and he taught it to her in a
week, with one lesson each day of no
more than an hour. Then he withdrew
again and left her to make what she
would of her new knowledge.

She came to the Black Cliffs one
evening as the sun was nearly set, and
watched as the Amyrthelian coastline
faded into the purpling west. When it




was gone, she called out to the birds
of the air. She called them to herself
from out of the sky, from off the sheer
cliffs, hailing them with the word used
by one of their number to locate the
rest in the darkness of night or fog, or
simply over a distance. They came to
her and flocked all around her, fear-
ing this human not at all. Gladly they
aceepted the offerings she gave them,
the heads of fish, scraps from the
dinner table. After they had eaten she
guestionied them, saying, “Tell e,
friends, of the land beyend the sea.”

“It is far away,” they answered,
“and a flight there is very tiring unless
you can find a rising current. Then
you can glide all the way.”

“But what of that land? What of its
people? Tell me of its cities, andl affttie
great ships that sail between its
ports.”

Many voices squawked at once:

“Wide land. Goes on forever. Don't
like to go far from sea.

“There's a big river. You can go up
the river.

“The ships! Oh the ships! If you're
very tired, and the wind won't carry
you, sometimes you can find a ship
and rest on its masts, and the ship will
take you where you're going. That's
what ships are for.

“Sometimes the sailors chase you
away.

“Or try to eat you.

“A curse on men who try to eat
you!"

“Please! Please!" cried Amadel, ex~
asperated. “1 don't care about those
things. Tell me about the people of
that land, and what they do.”

“What they do? What they do?

“There is a big dock in the city by
the river, by the big river, and there is
a man who comes there every mormn-
ing, a big man with a wobbly round
face, who comes to throw parts of his
fish into the water — the best parts,
and we all swarm around him, and the
eating is good.

“Sometimes he doesn’t come.
Sometimes a little man does.

*A boy.

“And all through the city there are
places where the eating is very good.
Humans are so wasteful. They throw
away such delicious entrails!™

“But ] don’t want to hear about fish
guts!" the girl shouted. “] want to hear
of kings and heroes and adventures.™

“Who cares about those? You can't
eat them," said the birds, and Amadel
saw that it was hopeless. She thanked
the birds and dismissed them, and re-
turned fo her books. She read how
sometimes a hero would wander into
remote lands — what land was more
femete than this?2— and find a forlorn
fraiden in soffie desolate place, then
take her baek heme to his city. She
waited and waited, hoping that she
weuld be that maiden. She was net
forlern really, just eager to see what
1ay beyend the Rerizen, and with the
barren land of lankeres she was b~
£8MIRG inereasingly bered:

Sometimes she saw the sails of
ships far off, but they moved away
and vanished every time. And no one
came for her.

THERE WAS a storm one midstam-
mer night, and from a high window
Amadel watched all the elements tear
at one another. She saw the stark
landscape of the island instantly re-
vealed in a flash of kghtning, then
sheathed again in darkness. She saw
legions of ridge-like, white-capped
waves march upon the land, only to
crash against the stones in a chaos of
feam. Even far away she could hear
their booming. She sat up all night
alene and niever saw her father of any
of his wraiths, and she fell aslegp ey
in the MerRing Reurs with her head en
the windewsill, the rain i Rer Raif.

Some hours later she awoke. The
sky was grey above her. The storm
had abated, and the darkest clouds,
ragged with trailing streamers, were
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beginning to scatter against the high
and péler overcast. She went to the
kitchen, where there was food pre-
pared always, but no one to prepare
it, and she breakfasted in silence.
Then she rushed out into the muddy
world, pulled up her skirt, and waded
barefoot across the drenched land,
often sinking to her knees, until she
eame to the shore where the sand and
the reecks were as they always were.

To Amadel each new storm was a
treat, for afterwards there would be
strange things washed up on the
beaches, novelties from beyond the
sea. They broke the monotony and
sometimes gave tantalizing hints of
what lay beyend. This time somr-
thing truly extraerdinary was depe-
sited for her examinatien: it was a
wreek:

A great vessel had been cast upon
the rocks a ways out from the narrow
beach. Those rocks were treacher-
ous, underwater at high tide, and they
could rip the bottom out of a ship. lan~
koros was known the world over for
its difficult coastline, and yet another
craft had fallen prey to it. The ship lay
on its side, awash in the receding tide,
its hull cracked nearly in half and flait-
tened, like a partially crushed eqg
Both masts had snapped away, and
aleng the beach were strewn bits of
wreekage.

Amadel climbed eagerly down to
the beach, excited by this tremem-
dous find. It was as if the entire dis-
tant world had been thrown upon her
shore all at once. First she came to
s6fne spars, a tangle of rigging, and a
splintered eask, then a man lying face
dewn in the water. At the sight ef the
€6rpse she paused uneasily, net guite
afraid, But the jey ef the event was
taken away: She feund fere debris,
semetimes whele seetiens of deek of
Rull, and meve drewned sailsrs: Seme
of therm were herribly manaled, with
erushed Reads and limbs bent in edd
ways: Seme ef them were bleated and
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stared up at her with pale, bulging
faces.

She stepped wide around them and
still looked for strange treasures from
distant lands. She saw a trunk, appar-
ently whole, bobbing up and down a
few feet out from the water's edge.
She waded to get it, lost hold of her
skirt, tripped and got thoroughly wet,
caught hold of one of the trunk’s ham-
dles, and dragged it onto the beach.
She was still trying to figure out how
to open it when she heard someone
eough.

She stopped, frozen. She looked
around.

“Who is there??

Another cough. One of the limp
figures moved slightly. “Help me,”
came a feeble voice.

Amadel lost all interest in the trunk
and ran to where the stranger lay,
face up in the water, gasping and
sputtering as the surf washed over
him. He was entangled in rigging and
still clinging to a piece of a mast. He
was a boy, her own age or younger,
thin, deathly pale, with a look of infim-
ite exhaustion on his face.

Amadel’s heart beat wildly. She
was actually, for the first time in her
life, in the presence of someone from
beyond lankoros. If he should die —
no! He would not die!

She fumbled excitedly with the
ropes until she got him free. She
pulled him onto the sand and set him
down. Weakly, shaking all over, he
got up on his hands and knees and
vomited seawater. Then he fell down
and lay siill, seemingly oblivious of the
expectant girl whe stoed over him.

She didn’t know what to say. At last
she managed, “Are you — all rigjnt?"

He rolled over and looked up at
her, too tired to be surprised. “Yes,
ves.”

“Can | do anything?" She was um-
familiar with the arts of rescue.

“Hawve you any water? Water.” His
voice was a hoarse gasp.




“There's a spring in a cave nearby
Can you walk, or should 1 feteh it for
yoeu?”

The boy lurched to his feet, and
Amadel caught him under the arm as
he nearly fell over again. He stiaggered
and leaned on her as they traveled
along the beach, and wearily he
looked up at the naked cliffs, the life-
less hills and the heavy grey sky.

“What a dreary place. What land is
this anyhow? Last night in the storm
we didn’t know where we were. We
saw the cliffs and were afraid it might
be lankeres.”

“This is lankoros," said Amadel.

At that the boy let out a cry of hor-
ror. He pulled away from Amadel and
ran a short distance, then stopped,
barely able to stand.

“l am dead like the rest only
worse,” he said with resigmation.
“Dead though 1 live. How lucky the
drowned are.”

“Wihat are you talking about?
You're alive.”

“This is lankoros, isn't it? Doesn't
Throdrexon live here?"

“He does, and | am his daughter.®

“What? Throdrexon, the mad
wizard of lankoros, has a daughter?'

She stepped toward him. He didn't
retreat any further. “He’s not mad,”
she said. “He's the greatest magician
in the wotld, and a Prince.”

She stepped again, and now the
fear in his voice was very real.

“Stay away from me, she-devill
Didn’t your father sell all his people to
the Dark One so he could live for

"ever? Doesn't he send curses all over
the world?”

“No! He does not!”

“He's the ally of Rannon. Every-
body knows that. Didn’t he send you
here to catch me for his tortures?"

“No. He doesn’t even know you're
here. 1 don’t see him much anymore.
He's always in his tower reading old
books.”

This seemed to calm the nem-

comer. After a few minutes he let
Amadel touch him, and he said notih-
ing as she led him up to the cave, half-
way up the cliff face and reached by a
narrow path. Within was a spring, as
Armadel had said, and the boy drank
deeply frem it.

Refreshed, he sat down and looked
at her cautiously.

*Are you really his daughter?*

“Yes. Didn't | tell you | was?" She
didn’t understand this questioning,
but then she knew so little about the
people in the rest of the world.

“l never knew he had a daughter.
None of the stories say he does.”

“Well, he does.”

“Who was your mother?”

Now it was Amadel who coulldl-fiind
no words. “I don’t know,"” she said
“My father wouldn’t tell me much
about her. 1 know her name was Ham-
akara, and 1 look like her.”

“They say — the people back
home — that he had a wife named
Hamakara, and he gave her over to
Rannon to save his own life. They say
he's terribly evil.”

“He’s not. He's just vermy.... diistiznnt.
He shuts himself away a lot, but he's
not evil. | can remember when he was
loving. When | was little he was.”

The boy pondered this.

“Maybe some of the stories are
wrong. Part of them, anyway. You
said he doesn’t know I'm here. Please,
just for now at least, don't tell him.
You rescued me and 1 owe you a lot,
and 1 sheuldn't ask yeu anything, but 1
ask this. Keep me a secret for a
while.”

“If you want.”

“Can | stay here, in this cave? Can
you bring me food every day?”

“I can get you food right now. Are
you hungry?”

“Yes." He was wary of her again.
He watched her closely as she walked
to the mouth of the cave, stopped,
and called out a string of strange
words. She came back in, sat down
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beside him and said, “Wait a minute.”

A tiny cloud of what seemed to be
smoke drifted into the cave, coales-
ced into a ball, grew, and became a
man holding a basket in his hand. He
set down the basket and at a sign from
Armadel vanished.

The boy looked at her with wonder.
“So you are a magician, too!™

“No. You don’t have to be a magji-
cian to call them if you know the
words. They're all around.”

“Does your — father conjure
them?"

“Wihen he needs them™

“Then won't the — ghost tell him
I'm here?”

“Oh, no. They're too stupid to re-
member anything.”

He took the covering off the bas-
ket. Within were bread, eggs, a gourd
of wine, and some smoked meat.

“Is this real?"

"Try it

He took a bite of the bread. It was
very solid, maybe a little stale. He was
so nervous he could hardly swallow it.

THE BOY’S name was Menas, and
Amadel kept him in the cave, her own
private secret. He could not remem-
ber his father, and his mother had
died of the plague when he was small.
When he was six he was sold to a sea
captain who made him first a serving
boy, then an apprentice, then gave
him his freedom and made him his
son. With the captain he sailed over
much of the world visiting many won
ders, and had been sailing still until
the night before when the storm
came: It had been a struggle to guide
the ship away frem the leeming black
cliffs of the unknoewn ceast, whither
the wind and the eurrent seemed de-
termined te earry it. Hours of wet teil
had ended suddenly with the heavy
eruneh that all sailors fear, the feeling
beneath their feet that the keel has
struek semething selid. Then eame
the rending of decks, headleng tum-
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bling, a struggle to stay above the rag-
ing sea, voices crying far off, and
unconsciousness, until he awoke to
find the waves lapping around his ears
and a web of ropes over his face.

He told her all he could of the world
and its peoples, all the good things
and much of the evil mixed together.
It didn’t seem to bother her that the
things he described were not much
like those in the glittering romances.
The novelty had its own value. Some
things were the same, too. Menas had
been to a tournarment once in the city
of Nedek, very much like the one in
Valan and Ishurti, and there really
were thiek forests and green mea-
dews en the malnland. He had been
bern in a eity with unimaginably huge
erewds, and Re had seen weeds and
fivers and snew-capped meuntains.
All these things were eamiplietely solid
and real new with his telling ef them:

In turn she told him of her life, ot er
ride into the sky on the back of a
winged unicorn, and this was more
fantastic to him than any tale he had
heard before. He could not control his
arazerment, and he became a little
afrald of her again, but when she told
of ne baleful brewing of spells in eas-
tle tewers, ne easting ef deems upen
passing ships, this passed: She read
te Rim from beeks and tried te teaeh
him 8 read alse:. His edueatien had
been of the warld enly:

They spent long hours together in
that cave above the narrow beach as
the waves picked away at the broken
toy of the ship, now ignored. At times
they did search the ship, but little was
in it, and sometimes she took him
inland to see the empty houses, bt
there was little in those either. He was
always unhappy abeut geing inland,
and never weuld cerme within sight of
the castle. Amadel never understeod
this fear entirely, but aceepted it and
didn’t feree him.

They became friends and slowly,
inevitably, they learned to love. A




touch became longer, and then be-
came a touch of a different sort, and
led to something in which both were
altogether ignorant. In the end, they
coupled there on the rough, pebblie-
strewn floor of the cave, and altivough
both were sore afterwards with
bruised backs and knees, this was, ifn-
deed, the greatest of many wonders.

NOW IN those days Amadel some—
times saw her father at mealtimes. He
left her entirely unsupervised, but
occasionally she would come into one
of the dining halls expecting that she
would have te command the spifits te
set her table, enly te find the table a-
ready set for twe and Thredrexen
seated. Semehew, he khew when she
was eering: He Rad a stfeng sense ef
Fitual, and at times when eustem er=
fRanded it; 8n the feast days ef seme
of the lesser geds; 8n the first day of
§BFiAg f 8 8ther sueh eeeasiens, he
weuld dine with e in his great hall
while many shapes weuld rush absut
serving. Semetimes there weuld Be
ghestly guests at seme of the sther
fables; ahd eanjured Mmusicians wauld
play faint, ethereal fuRss 8A Wind:
instruments made gut 8f candlefiame
and shadaw:

A short while after Menas' arrival,
Amadel found Throdrexon in this
room at dusk. She was hungry and
tired, having spent the whole day with
her friend exploring the intrieaeies of
the island's caves and amazing RiM
with what few trieks of illusion she
knew. She eame inte the great hall
where enee Thredrexen’s wedding
Rad been held. It was a reem Whieh
had knewh the splenders ef mamy-
celered gowns, of jewels, ef daneing
figures and earthly musie. New it was
drafty, filled with dust and echees:

When she came in she saw that her
father was already seated on his high
throne at the head of the table. He im-
dicated a place prepared for her by his
right hand and she sat down. She

dared not tell him what she had been
doing, but she wanted to hear his
voice, to know if she could still reach
him with words. But he would not
speak. He ignored direct questions,
and after a while she too was silent.
Perhaps he was thinking proefeundly
en some preblem of philosophy and
€ould not be distracted. She teld hei-
self it weuld be for the best. She didn't
want te break his train ef theught. He
was a mest learned Mman, less of a
wizard Rew and mere of a sehelar. Of
esurse Re was the greatest sehelar in
all the werld: Perhaps that was it:
Seme ebtuse matier. She didn't
knew. She wasn't sure ef his ways
anymere.

It was only at the end of the meal, as
the Prince rose to leave that he spoke
at all. He stared intently at the still
seated Amadel and said to her in a
voice that was stiff and without ex-
pression:

“Let not the fine metal be tempered
with the base. it gains no styength tihat
way.”

And he went out of the room witlh-
out another word. She knew better
than to follow him and ask what he
meant. He had said all he intended to.

She took food to Menas again the
next morning, but didn’t mention
what had happened. They sat on the
beach that day poring over a book.
Amadel was still fascinated by what
her friend could tell her of the world,
but at the same time she realized that
he knew little of what she did, and it
was only fair that they trade informma-
tion. Today she was teaching him to
read, as she herself had been taught.
She told him part of the story of the
eple, The Soiyg of the Grsat Stone,
and it exeited him greatly. Then she
shewed Rim the epening of the peem
in the beek, and taught hif to undRIr-
stand it werd By werd, line by ne,
until it was elear and they esuld meve
8 8 anether ssetion.

It was a bright, clear day with a gen-
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tle breeze, and they sat there undlis-
turbed throughout the length of it
reading the book and digging into the
sand with their toes. One of the braiim-
less spirits brought them hunch.

That night Throdrexon was again
seated at the dinner table, and again
he spoke only once, and this time
there was a trace of sternness in his
voice.

He said, “The Princess of lankoros
is a sacred person.”

She was troubled. The drift of his
meaning was coming through. On the
third night he spoke again, and this
time his tone was of suppressed am-
ger.

That was when he said, “The power
of the virgin is very great.”

Chapter 13: A Prisoner

THAT NIGHT Amadel watched
her father's window from her own.
Light streamed from the Tower of
Eagles until very late, It was still
streaming when she dozed off, and
this was good. It meant that Thio-
drexen was werklng en anether ef his
seeret projeets, and he weuld be up
till dawn, then sleep threugh the day.
She weuld net be seen leaving the
eastle in the merning:

A few hours later she rose and ran
to the cave where Menas hid. She
roused him and said, breathlessly,
“You!ll have to leave. He suspects.”

The boy was terrified. Although
Amadel had told him that her father
was kind, and not a wicked wizard, he
had never believed her, and now her
own distress confirmed all his fears.

“But how? How can I get away?”

“Build a boat or something,” said
Amadel.

“With what?"

“Wood from the one that was
wrecked. It's still lying around.”

*Yes, I think I could build a rafit, smdi
maybe get out to where a ship could
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pick me up. I mean, where it could
pick us up.”

“US?II

“What? You're coming, aren’t you?
Don’t you want to get away from this
horrible place?”

“Yes, | do. But —*

“But what? Hurry. We haven't
much time.”

“l can't go, because I'm princess
here, and that's very important.”

“You're princess of what?"

“Of lankoros. The Princess of lam-
koros is a sacred persom.”

“But there isn't any lankoros amy-
more. No one lives here. It's just mud
and rocks and ruins. If you stay, you'll
live all your life alone, and you’ll grow
old alone. Youll get bent and ugly and
you'll never have knewn what it’s like
to live at all. Yeu wen’t have any
ehildren, any family, anything at all
exeept an empty falling dewn eastle.
Yeu teld me befere you wanted 8 get
away frem here. Wiy 6aR't yaU REW,;
wheR there's 8 chanee?”

“I — I don’t know." She began to
cry. He took her hand, then drew her
close and put his arms around her.

“Look," he said. “You know and |
know what's happened. It's somr-
thing that happens in books that hat)
pens to noble knights and ladies at the
end of long adventures. Well, it’s not
just for them. It's happened to us 6o,
here, now. 1 love you Armadel, and |
can't go away witheut yeu. Where
weuld 1 ge? 1 have no one: The i
and everybedy 1 knew is'drewned:
Please ....”

“All right. I'll go, because

“Because?"

“I love you, too!™

They turned to leave, and just at
that moment there was a thunderclap
from without the cave, a rushing of
wind, and the sound of leather wings
beating. Both looked in horror at the
figure that filled the opening. It was
Throdrexen, full ef wrath, and be-
hind him ereueched dewn was a thing,




like a monstrous black ape with arms
thicker than a man, and huge, flabby
wings folded on its back.

Amadel shrieked. Menas stood
frozen.

The Prince addressed first the boy.
“Do you like my monkey? He'll take
you away from here, don't worry.”
Then to his daughter: “He suspects?
Yes, yes, he suspects. Has he not
eyes and ears in his own land? Did he
Aot know from the first — ffenm the
Jirst = that his daughter was a harlet?
Did he net wateh in his perspeetive
glass when she defiled Rerself and her
Rame and her lineage? And did he Ret
wait uptll the right mement, untll he
had theught of the fi'ﬁiﬁag PH’?\@P\‘-
ment? He did: indeed; Re digt”

She felt like she was going to be
sick. She wanted to die. It was torture
to speak even a word.

“Eather, what will you do to him?”

“To him? You ask about him before
yourself? What does it matter? He's
trash. The world is full of trash al-
ready.”

“Father, don’t hurt him!”

“Get out of this cave! Go!" Before
she could again speak the thunder re-
turned, and she found herself outside
without having walked, dropped
roughly on the stones. The ape was
between her and the eave meuth, and
she dared net appreaeh. Then the
ereature went inside, and she heard
her father say, “New! Yeuwil be My
eunueh? Yes? Yes?” Menas
sereamed, and a merrent later the
ape re-awmerged With the bey i ifs
arms:. There was blesd dewR Ris
frent.

Throdrexon followed. “Take him
where you willl"™ ke saiidl, and tihe beast
spread its wings and was off, quickly
becoming no more than a black dot in
the sky off to the west, then was gone
complietely.

Amadel began to weep uncomiail-
lably, to pound the ground with her
fists and tear her hair. Her father
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towered over her and said, “Daugh-
ter, whose name I shall nevermore
utter, from this day forward you shall
never leave my castle. | shall set a
charm against you on all the doors,
gates, and windows, and while Llilree
you shall net go eut.”

He took her roughly by the arm and
dragged her back to the castle, and
she left behind a trail of tears.

IT WAS true. From that day om-
ward none of the gates to the outside
would open to her, not the main one,
not the rear, not the secret ways for
passing in and out. Once at the end of
a long corridor she espied a rectangle
of light and ran toward it. It was the
deor by which Throdrexon had left
that night years befere when he set
eut fer the Underearth. It had never
been €losed and its Ringes were
fusted selid, but when Amadel ap-
preaehRed the rust fell eff, the deer
swung ferward with a lsw mean; and
it slammed Rard iR her faee as if of its
8wh velitian: She fell ts the flasr with
& bleadied nese and Wept:

Amadel, distraught, wandered all
throughout the castle. Her hair was
uncombed, her clothing torn and
dirty. She looked for another way out,
but there was none. She laughed, she
cried, she sang to herself. She
thought she was going mad and welk-
comed it. She prayed for madness,
hoping to find relief, but even that was
denled hef.

Still, she read her books, and only
one of them was true to her anymore.
This was Onda Rithon’s Tele of the
Blagk Mouwdmin. The evil wizard in
this story was very real — he was
Throdrexon — and his hopeless cap-
tive was herself. The ending seemed
te be her inevitable ending tee. She
read ever and ever again hew that
hapless maiden drewned herself in a
meuntain peel beneath a waterfall,
Rer Rair and gewn spreading eut en
the water like the petals ef seme

beautiful, broken flower. Amadel had
no mountain pool, and the moat of the
Phoenix Nest was long empty. She
could not reach the sea, but still she
resolved to end her life. There were
many towers she could jump off of,
many high windows, many ledges. A
crash to the stone pavement would be
guiek eneugh.

She waited until nightfall on a night
when there was no moon, when the
stars alone would witness her deed. -
She went to the window of her own
room and sat on the sill, letting her
legs dangle in the space beyond. She
looked up at the sky she would never-
more see, at the towers and roofs of
the eastle she hated, and began te re-
peat softly the werds to a melaneholy
song, ehanting them with hardly any
tune:

Oh the white bird flies so high up in
the sky

And the black bird flies with him
twice as high,

And I ask them now, Oh
when can I?

Oh, never, never, never, never.

Oh, never, never, never, never.

Oihthe great ship sails on the wide,
wide sea,

Can you tell me when a ship comes
for me?

Oh, never, never, never, never.

Oh, never, never, never, never . ..

It was time. She took a deep breath,
as if about to dive into water, and
pushed herself a’f.

She was falling. It was like a flight in
a dream, unreal, almost beautiful. The
windows whirled around her, and the
stars did too. She spun around and
around and around, her hair flying.
She saw the pavement rise up to meet
her —

“Stop!" It was her father’s voice.
She saw his face below, his out-
stretched arms. She was falling into
them —
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It was very cold. She was in a cloud
of mist and something gently bore her
up, up the wall, past the windows, to
her own room. It carried her over that
sill on which she had sat, and placed
her on her bed. Then it dispersed and
she was alone. There was another
word shouted, and a clank of metal.
Bars appeared in her window, and in
every other one in the castle that was
fmore than ene story up.

So she could not even die. Did he
know everything, or was it just
chance? She would be watched for
sure now. She would never be able to
cast herself off a wall, or a ledge, ofr
anything. Semething else weuld step
her if there were ne bars:

She pressed her face up against
them and felt the cold metal. Down
below in the courtyard her father was
maoving, slowly, as if sleep-wallking. He
went not to the door that would lead
him up to her room, but away, in the
direction of the armory. This was so
inexplicable that she put fear aside
and followed him.

By the time she reached the yard,
he was at the door of the armory, hes-
itant. She ran to catch up, silent in her
bare feet. The night wind cut through
her light gown, and the pavement was
like ice. She HRugged herself for
warmith.

He went inside, and she trailed
after, more slowly now, into the al
most total darkmess. Her eyes ad-
justed and she saw him pressing a
stene on the wall. A passage was fe-
vealed and he entered, net bethering
to elose the way behind Rim. She
stayed in the shadews for a minute,
uAtl Re was a Kittle ways dewn the
tunnel, then fellswed. The flesf i
side was even eelder; painful for Rer
te walk 8R:. The darkness in the tuir
fiel was abselute, but then up ahead a
light sparked, a witehlight e the tip ef
her father's finger: He Reld it up like a
€andie {8 guide his way: The passage
WweuRd ever dewnward iRts the Reart

of the isle, until they came to another
door which Throdrexon also touched
and left open, grown incautious with
age, solitude and distraction. Amadel
had no idea how far down they went.
There were many doors, and she lost
track of them. At times the floor was
so steep that it broke into steps. It
seemed like filles, and always it was
damp and bitterly eold.

When at last the final door was
open and the tunnel ended, they
came to the shore of a black river
running through a vast underground
grotto, in and out of the infinite and
impenetrable. The place was lit dimly,
weirdly, by blue stoenes set in the walls
like terehes. As he entered, Thio-
drexen extinguished his light; and the
blue stenes seemed 6 glow all the
brighter.

The girl saw huge fangs of solid
drippings hanging from the ceiling,
and others growing from the floor. It
seemed she was in the mouth of a
dragon. She had been swallowed and
the urge to scream was alfmost umr-
bearable.

Then she saw, by the very edge of
that evil stream, what seemed to be a
thing of marble, half a bed and half an
altar. On it lay bones, pale and thin
like those that had lain always in the
courtyard above. These alone did not
frighten her, but when she saw that
the skeleton was still dressed in rags
whieh enee had been the gewn of a
neble lady, and that the fingers were
still rieh with gelden fings very mueR
like the enes she ewned, and that en
the brittle skull there resied a erown,
marked with the sign of the tail of the
Pheenix; the embBlem sf Rer swh
heuse,; she feit a8 Very strong inAer
{errar indesd:

There was more: Throdrexon knelt
before this object and began to speak,
saying, “Dearest, | have returned to
you again, my source and my
strength. My heart is heavy with woe
this night, for our daughter is lost to
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us. She has defiled herself and defied
me. What shall 1 do? What shall 1 do?*

He stopped, as if listiemiing,, amd them
his voice rose. He was pleading. He
broke into tears.

“Dearest, can it be that all we've
struggled for has come to naught? |
was angry with her, but inside my soul
1 was very hurt. ILdiéebaalititkéewhieen] |
found out, when Isaavnheziikewitithirm.
| watehed threugh my glass, fuming. 1
wanted te send a demen te smite
them Beth, but 1 eantrelled myself. IL
shewed merey. But | knew the pain
that enly a father ean knew, when his
eRile is his ehild A8 Ienger. Tenight
she €ast Rerself from her windew {8
§scape e forever: Am LS8 mow
%%8%3 Dees she prefer Rannen 8

His sobs were hoarse and rasping.
They echoed back and forth through
the cave. His voice cracked, and he
seemed very old and frail just then.

After a while he was silent, again
listening. He nodded his head more
than once, and said, “Yes, you are
right. We shall talk of other things.”
Then he told of imaginary affairs, of
the economy of his kingdom, of the
hiring and disrissal of ministers, of
intrigues. He told of wars fought in his
faney, ef armies whieh never existed,
of dreamlike feasts that were never
held in Ris empty, dusi-filled eourt. It
was rambling, disjsinted fike an wr
eemﬂ%tg tale imperfectly eapied in an
sld

His voice dropped to a whisper and
he spoke lovingly to the sickly, dead
thing. He climbed up on the marble
altar and laid down beside it. He
kissed the bare teeth and put his arms
around the delicate shoulders. The
bones raitled hollowly and Amadel
eould stand it ne leniger. She took the
end of Rer gewn in her meuth to try
and stifle a seream but it eame any-
way, as a leng; lew, whihing mean,
and Rer feet went eut frem under her.
She swesned:
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She was not fully unconscious. She
felt hands lifting her up, and her eyes
opened. She was raised out of nighit-
mare into nightmare, and Throdhex-
on held her. He pointed to the altar.

“So you have followed me," he said.
“You know all now. It is well that you
do. Look. This is your mother, my be-
loved Hamakara.”

She could only scream, “Bones!
They're bones!" She broke from him
and ran up the passageway. She trip-
ped on the steps and banged her
knees. She felt her way along the drip
ping walls in utter blackness, until at
last she came to the secret opening in
the armory. She ran across the count-
vard, up to her own reom. She fell
down upon her bed and muffled her
shrieks in her pillow.

Chapter 14: The Reveries

THRODREXON (IN DARKNESS):
Bones, child? 1 have lost you and
yes, everything is bones now, all the
world turned to bones and ashes, the
ruin of all that was once so fair. | re-
member how it was. 1 do. There are
voices within me and they will not
leave me alone. | cannot rest. Thereis
a power that rises up awesome and
unseen like a bottormnlless sea of spirits
erying, "Hear us! Hear us!” And I
answer, “Spealk! Speak! | hear you!”
Yet they de net speak, and enly all all
the leuder, "Hear us! Hear us! Hear
ts; OR mad sRe!” And when they eall
e mad 1 knew | am $8: This erying in
tRe mind Betalkens madness; | am
Stfe: My WQIE are Breached: AH -
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forever great with me. I curse the day
whereon | was born and curse him
who came to my father saying to him
that a son was born, making him very
glad. Let there be no more gladness. |
am tired of gladness and find it false.
Let those who shout for joy be struck
dumb. Let those who dance be lame.
Let ne moere ehildfen eeme into the
werld, and let midwives be slaughteir-
ed fer the geed of mankind. Then will
the earth be virgin again as it was
befere the geds e EBHSBIFiRg
cewardly geds; ﬂsd befere Rannen: A
£Urse 8h f SPH aill

(A pause. Somewhere in the back-
ground water drips. A wind rises
slowly, just barely audible. The Prince
shivers.)

My eyes are opened now, and lo, |
have seen the end. Child, 1 did not
teach you magic because it opens the
eves, and seeing is worse than not
seeing, truth worse than lies. You
learn first a little thing, and this leads
to another, another truth, and
anothef, and anether, until they
beeemme vast and dense and tertible,
and yeu are everwhelmed. In the end
when all is revealed — terrer! 1 estild
fist give yeu that:

There is no forgiveness for me. As L
sought what was justly mine Lwassum—
just.  made no excuses for myself and
did the inexcusable. All my dreams
were torn away, all my hopes, and |
have eome to the end of the tunnel.
shall seek no more. Theremeeris, you
would understand, you who taught
fme all things but wisdem. 1 have
tried — tried — to make it so that
sefme geed ean esrme of My wreek, o
that the ashes may again stif in seme
distant dim time: There is Rething for
fe. Hamakara has returhed in M
idle faneies; and she has net ehanged:
1A ARy mind ‘sheis 8§ YOUhY é§§’\1€@\\/€f
was; and Rer laughter ahd Rer smile
HﬁV@ Ret altered: She shall Be with me
glene; alone; alohe; down the isng
track 8f my SH%BW §fi8ﬂ¥ YEars:

AMADEL:

When first I knew of the world I had
a dream and it frigitened me. lisasnaa
huge night spider whose web was the
universe, and 1 knew that even the
stars were but drops of dew on the
strands of his web. IL watched him
walking back and forth across the
sky, looking down on the earth, which
was a movsel he had eaught but net
yet eaten. He eame slowly, slewly
dewn, upen the earth, and his jaws
were wide:

That was my dark dream. I have
dreamed also of green fields, of
palaces and cities and towns, of
mountains and rivers with ships on
them. 1 saw them in my books and
when Menas spoke they became true
in his werds. He was apart of these
fields where knights rede in their
splendid armer and maidens frelicked
ameng the flowers: When L slesp
semetimes 1 see these things still, and
when Lwaiee] lldek it gifmty piridepn
ever Hills ef grey mud with deep fui-
rews eut in them By rain. Fer man
years 1 theu gh’f this island was all
there was and my father the sne; the
EFIFHQI maR, all BBW%FTUI like & §83

Ut HBW 11 tﬁﬁtH?eenéStH%er{Mﬂ
ider; and Ris hauss is the Rause of

QIH There are BoRes Aere; ahd My
[Q{HSF FLQ iRvited Peath {8 come and
ive With RIM 8A ié‘ﬂ 8F s; EFSHERIA
%ﬁﬂf VI§ sgm%% ones: I i

SQER &ame: af ﬂ%l” I%S‘E W'ﬁ
n ver BS gl’g n a aln

Oh Menas! Sweet, dear, beloved
Menas, don’t think me a traitor if a
hero comes to me and 1 go with him. [
shall call a hero to me somehow, a
knight from those wide, green fields,
as Halymon did when she was held by
the giant, as Orleab did on Dwegr-
mond’s Isle. It shall be my great task,
and fer this alene shall 1 live my days.
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Chapter 15: The Coming of The Hero

AMADEL EOUND her room with
its bars oppressive and spent most of
her time in the open air on a porch,
high among the rooftops of the castle.
When the weather was fair she slept
there too. She sat for months as the
seasons changed, weeping, hoping
that her sobs and her soft, somber
songs would convey themselves
somehow over the sea, perhaps on
the wind, and into the ears of a knight
who would come to rescue her. But
still the days went by, and the rain and
the snow carne, and she retreated im-
side. That winter was the most dismal
she had ever known and the castle re-
mained dark, cold and empty, save
for Amadel in the great hall and Thio-
drexon in his tower, reading his
strange books and chanting stranger
names.

Then, with the return of spring the
birds of the cliffs came to Amadel, and
said to her, “Why does the lady weep,
who spoke with us and gave us fiamd?”

“Because | have no wings," she re-
plied, “and I cannot fly from this place
as you can.”

“You're too heavy to carry.®

It was these words that called to her
mind something she had read long
ago, something with great precedent
in the romances. She bade the gull
come a little closer. She spread bread
crumbs in her lap and it came for
them. As it ate she tore a scrap of
paper from the margin of a book, and
wrote on it a plea to some unknown
hero, telling of her woes and her com-
dition. She took the bird in hand, and
with a hair from her head tied the mes-
sage to its leg, then set it free.

After that she wrote a message a
day and sent it on a bird, and she
waited and counted a hundred birds.
Some of the notes were lost in the sea,
some rubbed off on the rocks of the
Black Cliffs, a few puzzied over by the
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man who dumped fish guts on the
wharf in Nedek, and one or two went
before other eyes. Still Amadel hoped
and stole parchment from her father
to write more. She saw him not at all
during this time, since she seldom
strayed from her porch or he from his
tower. She was truly alone, and
wished desperately for an end.

THE END came at last one morn
ing, as she awoke from a troubled
sleep on the hard stones of the porch
and found the air filled with flapping
birds. They swarmed over her by the
hundreds and perched on roofs,
ledges and chairs. She choked on the
drifting feathers.

“Wiat has happened? Why do you
come like this, my friemds?"

“A ship, lady! A ship!™

“Mhere?”

“Near the harbor! Look! Look!™

Her position gave her an excellent
view of the island and the sea. She
could not see the harbor itself, which
was below the cliffs but she did spy
clearly, on the route to the entrance
of that harbor a ship with a great
square sail and a scarlet emblem onit,
the sign of some house she knew not.
The vessel drew nearer, bobbing up
and down in the brine, until finally she
could make out sailors on the decks.
So many of them! It was as if all the
world were coming. The vessel
quickly vanished. It had entered the
narrow, hidden harbor.

She turned away quickly and
thanked the birds. She rushed
through them and down from the
perch. She came to her own room
and looked at herself in a mirror. She
was a mess, her hair stringy and mat
ted, her once white dress now grey
and tattered. It was this simple. A
hero had come to take a princess to
his own land, and he would find a
princess, not a beggar girl. She would
meet him in her finest gown, the gown




she had kept locked away for such an
event as this, the flowing blue one
with the gems like stars. She would
wear her golden tiara with the sign of
the Phoenix, and carry her wand of
carven narwhale’s horn,

She commanded a spirit to bring
her a bucket of hot water, tore off her
filthy old clothes and dumped the
bucket over her head. She scrubbed
herself briefly, then dressed as a p¥iin-
cess should. She laughed as she
brushed feathers away frem Ref haif.

When all was ready, she descended
to the courtyard. She looked all
around the crumbling towers and
rooftops, then turned to the gate. She
tried to work the meehanisrm te lower
the drawbridge, but the lever weuld
net budge, and the great gears re
fused te tuin.

“Daughter, have you forgotten the
charm [ laid on this place? Never shall
you leave it, as long as | still live.”

She turned in forgotten horror and
beheld her father. She hardly recom-
nized him at first, so shockingly aged
he was. His shoulders were beginning
to stoop and his hair and beard were
almost entirely grey. His face was hol-
lew; Ris eyes sunken and red. He was
dressed in armer whieh haraly fit him.
Pulled en hastily ever his reqular
elething was a finely wreught Breasr
plate 8 egele Wwith the sign ef the PRk
Rix studded iR fubies; leg and 3rm
guards; mail and & fo4Rd Relm. His
sWord; Praf: HHH%QI HE téftﬂé QHI? Ag
g&;g{ﬁ trianglar shisld of featureless

“Father, why are you here?"

*To repel the invader. To drive off
this one who comes to take what is
not his." As the Prince spoke, there
came from outside the gate the sound
of metall-shod feet tramping, perhaps
a dozen men marehing up the road to
the castle. They stopped, and a veiee
called out:

“How now, Wizard, where is this
maiden you hold so treacherously

captive?"

Throdrexon’s reply was a taunt.
“Go away, little boy, before | squash
you. My sword has a powerful word
on it, and no man can conquer me.?

*And what is that word?" the chail-
lenge returned.

Throdrexon drew forth Dran and
waved it in the air, as ifthe other could
see it. He began to shout with great
confidence, but then his voice faltered
and grew faint, and croaked into des-
pair.

*The word is this, put on the sword
Dran by EBbamos, King of the
Dwarves — Many heads shall this
sword cut off . . . but the last shall
be . .. Oh, horror! What am | saying?
... The head ... of.. . wisdlom.” Ama-
del heard him whisper to himself,
“After wisdom, is its power gone! Oh,
Theremderis!" He turned and gazed
at the skull which watched him new.
*“Theremderis! Theremderis!"

"Wihat's the matter?" called the
voice from beyond the gate. “Have
you lost your tongue? Coward™
Metal clanged. A grappling hook
caught on the wall over the raised
drawbridge.

Throdrexon faced his daughter and
said, "I must fight now as a warrior
and not as a wizard, for | swere in my
youth to protect this isle with Dran,
and the power of Dran is dearly spent.
| shall meet my death this day, andittiis
your doing. | shall not go into the halls
of Rannon, for | have found a way
around that, through the secret of the
cleverest of all wizards, Tharalopos,
who blew his soul out like a candle
and lived only in body. §till, faithless,
filthy daughter, you are myend. Now |
must sing my dirge and none will
mourn me, not even you. | ask you
only to listen in silence and do me this
last honor, and if you can, remember
some of the words.*

*But, Father?" She suddeniy felt
pity for him, and her fear began to
weaken. *Why is it that you must die?
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Please, just take the spell from the
gate and let me go. You yourself said |
am unworthy, your faithless, filthy
daughter. Why should you die for one
such as me?”

“Silence! Can you never chey me?"

He began to sing his funeral dirge,
and he sang in a fine, deep voice, with
all manly strength, all dignity and
grace, as befitted one of his ancient
lineage:

I am Thindarek’s son,

So great a hero,

And to his ghost 1 sing,
This solemn death-song.
Of old 1 swore my oath.

It is Aet broken.

With Dran in hand | stand,
And face the feeman.

The verses went on, retelling all his
deeds, all his strivings and his hopes,
his triumphs and his failures, his guilts
and his sorrows. He told for the first
time fully the tale of Hamakara, how
he loved her and lost her, and defied
Rannon himself to get her back.
When Armadiel heard this she knew
hew great a man he had been, how
fagnifieent, how brave. His whole life
was a terrible ireny, and his death
weuld be an even greater ene if he
perished here, new, for the sake ef an
aneient eath and a daughtef whese
Rame he weuld net speak:

“Father! Stop! Don’t die! 11l send
him away! I'll stay with you forever!
Listen to mel”

But he would not listen. He finished
his last verse:

And from dread Rannon’s realm,
I have rescued her.

Far down beneath the earth,
Her soul is ashes.

Now for his household slave, "
He shall not have her,

And when my last night comes,
1 die contented.
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By this time the foreign knight was
on the top of the wall. He lowered his
rope down into the courtyard and
began to descend. Amadel saw him
for the first time. He was tall, muscur
lar, his hair bleached yellow and his
face tan. His armor was copper-
colored with the red sign of the ser-
pent and the fish emblazoned on it.
He, toe, earried a long swerd, and a
shield with his sign agaln displayed.
He struek the pavernent with a elat-
tef, almest lesing his balanee. He w-
eevered hirmself and seemed abeut {6
speak anether insult, but the werds
Rever eame.:

Throdrexon chose to notice him.
“So you are the one," he said.

With that the other’s awe was gone.
“Yes, | am the one. Now meet your
death at the edge of a human sword. [
spit on your magic and your words!”

With that the two of them fought,
and great sparks flew where Dran
struck the other blade. Throughout
the day the two contended, and the
poets have since made much of it, tell-
ing in stories and in songs of the
wizard and the warrior in that countt
yvard, sometimes Throdrexom wim-
ning with the other almost at his menr-
ey, sometimes the reverse as the
knight sprang up with renewed
strength. The sun arched over the sky
and beheld ther there, beth bleeding
frem fearserae weunds, beth ef them
With swerds ragged like the edges ef
§aws, with their shields smashed and
their armer tern and dented. Beth ef
ihem were amazed at the strength
and skill af the sther as they hewed
and Rewed and Rewed, and the enl
witness 18 the combat were the girl;
the skull; and the empty windews:

It seemed there was a magic in
Dran vet, a magic of strength which
moved Throdrexom’s arm when
mortal muscles should have tired.
The knight came to realize as he par-
ried with his increasingly leaden
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blade, streamed sweat and felt his
heart pound, that this one who was
old enough to be his father would
surely win unless he lost hold of that
sword. So he took on a new strategy,
and only feinted when he seemed to
seek Throdrexon’s throat and breast.

“Oho!” cried the Prince. “You fight
less fiercely! I've got you!™

It was at that instant that the knight
made his move. He struck one blow
with all his might behind it aimed not
at his opponent’s vitals but at his
wrist. It caught Throdrexon entirely
by surprise and sliced through with
little resistance. The knight reeled
from the unspent force of the swing,
while Throdrexon gasped in pain as
Dran and the hand that still held it
dropped to the pavement.

With what he knew would be his
last breath, he recited the short for-
mula he had labored over for so many
years in seclusion. Now he was safe.
His soul would pass into nothingness
with his flesh, forever beyond the
reach of Rannon. When the last word
was uttered he smiled and looked at
his daughter, his living emblem of
defiance. Fve fodddd you this time,
Oh, Lordd of Darkness, he thought.
Fve won. Lat the eatth shake!

In the future, were more victories
possible? Would someone free all
those souls in the Underearth, either
into oblivion or some other place or
existence? Who could tell?

He looked at his daughter again. He
knew it would take a long time for her
to frame such a design. Perhaps she
never would, but by the telling of his
tale, inspire someone else to do a
deed far greater than any of his own.

Then the knight brought his sword
up and around, and down, crashing
through Throdrexom’s helmet,
through his skull, cleaving him unto
the jawbone.

The body collapsed; the knight
drew his sword from the ruined head;
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and he also fell down, too exhausted
to move.

Amadel began to wail.

At last the knight rose unsteadily,
and he took the princess by the arm.
He opened the gate easily and led her
from the castle after the drawbridge
creaked down. The troop of guards-
fnen outside raised up a cheer when
their master emerged with his bride,
but the knight eould only manage a
weak sile and Amadel a sigh

THIS IS the ending of the tale of
Throdrexon and Hamakara, of Ame-
del and Menas, and the princes of lan-
koros. The knight's name was Emea-
nath and in later years he was called
“the Great.” He took his lady thus res-
cued out from the castle, away from
the sterile isle, and she looked only
ahead as she travelled. She sailed
over the sea with him south and west,
until she came to his country, where
she lived with him all the days of her
life. She took the name Lamilim Yin,
which means “child of sea and air,”
and she bore him six tall sons, who
were children of the earth. Of this
knight Emanath, his lady Lamilim Yin,
and their six sons, the tales are many
and long, and there is no room for
them here. Il

Darrell Schweitzer

Readers will socon notice that Sciwsit-
zer’s name is becoming a regular both in
Famitssitic and Ameaizigg with stories as well
as interviews with famous science fiction
writers. We have duly noted in past issues
his degrees from Villanova, his multiple
writing credits and current assistant edit-
orship with Isaac Asimov’s SF Magazine.
This time we asked him for something
about his strugagles becoming a published
writer and received this in reply:




“iMy first ‘near miss' in selling fantasy
was brought about by witchcraft. A prac-
tising witch (who alternated between
druidism and Satanism) | knew in college
agreed to cast a spell to make my next
story sell. This was the one | sent to Lin
Canter for an anthology back in 1971. One
day the witch called me up, very alarmed,
and said her cat had messed up the cards.
Was | all right? | was, so she continued.
Wihille she was doing this, | was supposed
to be taking a lavender-scented bath at
midmight while burning a green candle
(green candles are standard for making
momney). Alas, I didn't.

To this one could attribute the fact that
the story was accepted, but the book
never came out. In fact, the whole Balien-
tine Fantasy series died. Ome wonders
what might have happened . . . | was 19 at
the time and this was my best attempt at
belng a prodigy. The story was published
in Whispees when | was 21, which, of
course, was too late. It actually has had a
good history since. It was reprinted three
times, and | used it to convince the admis-
sions people for the 1973 Clarion Wark-
shop that | wasn’t utterly hopeless. So |
can’t say the witch didn’t get resuits. | will
admit, however, that | have not attempted
to sell a story by supernatural means ever
since.
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Gemerator and wiped the sweat from his forehead. That last multigasm

d nearly turned his blood to water. He took a deep breath and tried to

gather his thoughts. Wiat day was it? Monday? Wednesday? By the ook of the
Eﬂht on the curtains at the far end of his condo, it was prebably night, whatever

y it was.

Sordovak pulled out Gloriana Pidundian’s libido cassette from the DMG and
stuck it back on the shelf in the empty spot between Belinda Oneron and Silvya
Romilar. The skin contacts peeled easily off his head — he hung them 6n the
power output handle of the DMG and slewly stoed up.

At 24 he felt more tired than he thought he should. He passed a still-swwesating
palm over the top of his head — beneath the precision Permahair, he feared his
own hair roots were dying at a prodigious rate. This was a real concenm.. . well,
it had been a real concern. The Dynaflow Maxilife Generator didn’t care if he
was scarred, bald, toothless, or had to spend fourteen hours a day plumbed up
to a rejuvenation center.

At nineteen, Sordovak had decided that if he couldn't live the wild carefree
life of the romantic, always in love, one beautiful clear-skinned woman after
another parading in and out of his life, occasionally suffering traumatic but
short-term heartbreak, then he would live in the world of his senses with the
women of his dreams. They were without complaint, without hesitation, and
free of imperfection. Sordovak did not like imperfection.

He lived in his precisely arranged condo, where not a thread was out of place,
and was utterly independant of the rabble in the streets of Mantis City and all
other outside reality. Well, except for his occasional female contaatt... . like the
last one, a very disturbing person . . . Delinda Oneron. She was precisely the
reason he usually preferred the libido cassettes to the chaotic physical
presence. He pushed her memory back in his mind . . .. the swells of Gloriana
Pidundian still hung in his head.

Sordovak loathed messiness, disarrangement, or any manner of untidiness,
so he quickly wiped away the perspiration from his face and tossed the tissue at
the Magisweep grate where it vanished into the bowels of the building to be
vaporized. He then touched one corner of the tissue dispenser, aligning it pre-
cisely with the power output handle of the DMG. Everyone noticed the DMG,
first thing on entering his condo. Actually, it wasn’t exactly a condo.

It was a meticulously constructed shrine to the senses, it was a center of de-
light, an electrochemical monument to pleasure, and there was not a speck of
dirt anywhere. One wall was banked with readouts that glowed dupernal blue
or that subtle shade of green that was found nowhere in nature. Rheostats and
switches riddled the brushed chrome faceplates, and in slanting print, the
brand names read like a catalogue of electronic royalty.

Behind plexiglass, the opposite wall supported a complete Zedex Autolab, a
glistening tangle of pyrex tubing, refrigeration coils, heating units, autovalves,
servos, and constamtly replenished minivats of those exotic fluids necessary for
the concoction of precisely 437 elemental drugs of varying effect — from the
mildest dozers to the slamout blocking agents that snapped off all but the most
vital synapses as cleanly as the purest death — and from gentle activators to the
maddest screamers, and in the realm of hallucinogenics, the range spread from
those flamingo pink drinks that tickled the underbelly of the brain with the soft
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feathers of archetypal recollection to the scarcely known KR-3, of which the
less said the better. And all Sordovak had to do was punchin the drug type and
strength level and then watch as those flawless mechanical hands mixed and
stirred his chermnical desires together.

What had Delinda Omeron said when she saw the Zedex Autolab?

“l could do some beautiful artwork with all that colored glass.®

Given a free hand, she would have it dismantled and restructured into some
functionless representation of — what? — a bird? Sordovak snorted.

The third wall contained the Grand Delusion Tri-vid GX3A, a screen in which
images cavorted, used to hype whatever state one drifted into or screamed
through.

The fourth wall of his condo he rarely noted. There were windows there, cur-
tained off, that looked across the brown city into the vague sky over Ditwiller
Lake. The last time he'd looked out there it had been at the urging of the same
Delinda Oneron. She had claimed to be a natune-lover, and after failing to wow
Sordovak’s equipment and then, of all things, after admiring the Rimly vase he'd
put out of sight behind the DMG’s density module, she had asked him to open
the curtains to “let some sky in.”

Natunee-lover or not, he had finally got her where he'd wanted her — spread
out in a formchair with the delusion screen pulsing over-sized erotic imagery at
them, and percolating through her blood a sublime mixture of vagizine and
trypto-orgasol. Best of all, the Dynaflow Maxilife Generator filled her brain with
blazing, raging desire, and taped every quiver, every desire, every fantasy for
playback later,

She had stopped breathing once, but the DMG had sensed it and had
knocked the wind back into her. For an evening that had begun on such a dis-
sonant chord, it had had a solid B- exmdiimg;, vl thett weess tties wieny e di cHrasrtiesditt
up. “Delinda Oneron . . . B-»

Delinda was not the first to enter his pleasure center, nor would she be the
last, if his life rolled along as he planned it, but she had certainly made an im-
pression on him.

Comjoined in the microcircuitry of the DMG, with some part of each of their
pleasure centers sending waves of amyplified delight back and forth like an over-
accelerated game of ping pong of the passions, connected up this way, Somdto-
vak felt something quiver that he had not expected. Some remote part of him
moved as Delinda Oneron wafted from one crevice of his brain to another like
some onze-in-a-lifetiime perfume.

Sordovak had pawed aside the jungular tangle of pleasures, trying to get a full
breath of fresh air into his lungs and to see this Delinda Omeron with his bare
eyes, to see who she was, what she was, without the filtered, ampllified image
projected through his head by the DMG. For the first time in his life he'd wanted
to see a woman not to admire her but to understand her.

Well, he saw her.

She lay spread in the formchair like an accident victim. The tangled contacts
snaked out of her forehead into the DMG like so many puppet strings, and from
her overfull lips trickled a slowly moving worm of glistening saliva.

Sordovak Citicious pushed the power output handle all the way down,
cutting off the flow of illusion, then he grasped the handful of contact wires and
yanked them off her head. Her eyes clicked open.

“I'm done now," he said. “] want you to go.”
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That twisting curl of drool lost its gleam as her lips wordlessly moved. Qb-
viously she did not know the thing was there, and it disgusted him more and
more every second.

“You're . .."” Her speech center was beginning to reconnect itself to the rest
of her brain. “Youw're throwing me out? Justt. . . unhooking me and throwing me
out? But | filtt ... you.” She pusihed iner silly tiack Hair heck over er soulders.

Sordovak waved his hand at the door and pretended to busy himself with
removing dust from his cuffs. He glanced at her — she was not his type, he
knew now. She was messy, her clothes disarranged . ... and she drooled. She
was not his type. Her passion was not orderly.

“Use a tissue,” he said offtrandedly.

“What for?" she whimpered. Then she stood up. “You think I'm trash, don't
you? Just like everything else in this city — use it once and dumpit. And sincel
decided to take a chance and come up here just because you asked me. ..” De-
linda looked down at the floor and nodded, as though confirming her motiva-
tion. “Just because you asked me and I thought 1 might trust you. But now I'm
garbage, right? Down the chute, rigit?”

Sordovak silently agreed.

“I trusted you,” she said. “That’s one point for me.”

The imaginary dust was now nearly all gone from his sleeves. He noted that
one of her hairs clung to his shirtfront. The shirt would be washed.

“You taped me with that thing, didn’t you?”

*The door is this way,” Sordovak said.

“You taped me," she said, her voice growing shrill. “That's why you're throw-
ingme out now. When | leave you can play it back over and over and not have to
bother with . . . with skin or hairor . . .*

»Tears. He could see the tears coming. He felt a glimmer of pride that he'd
been foresighted enough to have a full box of Limming Eul-Sorb tissues right
there on the table. He nudged the box toward her.

Delinda Omeron cleared her throat and pulled herself up a little higher. “You
can congratulate yourself after | go about how fate specified me for you, egoist. I
think the other parts of your personality are . . . lost in that machine some-
where. If | were small enough to fit through your Magisweep grate, you'd toss
me down there instead of out the door wouldn‘t you?"

“l haven't touched you,"” Sordovak said.

“You don’t need to," she bellowed. “Youi've got¥/our god damned machine to
do it for you!™

She left.

There is mercy in this world, Sordovak thought.

At last, alone again! He loved his condo, he loved his equipment, he loved this
monument — for with it, as long as he could get a trickle of electricity into its
circuits and as long as he could get the primary chemicals for the Autolab, he
would never have to be bored with being trapped inside his ordinary, gardem-
variety mind. After all, he had the cassetted lilhidos of Maurica Sleffia (hot, brigit
orange desire that came in stacatto bursts) and Jejeune Sandille (who neared
death with every spasm) and a dozen others, all different, all neat.

When Sordovak was seventeen and puberty was sufficiently far enough
behind him that he could think straight, he realized that he was ordinary. “I,” he
thought in a depressed tone, “am general issue.” His parents tried to convince
him otherwise, but he knew they would have said what they said even if half his
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brain were replaced with balsa. This depressed him even more.

When he passed nineteen he woke up, bolted up one night and knew what he
had to do. “I have to get ampiified.”

It had taken six years, but now he had it — a relatively inexpensive condo
within a complex of outrageously exclusive living quarters for which the ocou-
pants were billed up to half a million bucks a year for the privilege of existing
afmong others who'd pald similar prices — they all leved it. But Sordovak's
quarters were simall — Re rieeded only enough roem for his equipment, a food
processing module, and a eleansing and evacuatien stall. To pay for it, he’'d
lined up several of the lorieller male tenants whe weuld use his deviees periedi-
eally and then aceidentally let slip from their peckets te the floer seme green
erinkled bill with a let ef zeres on it:

Sordovak instructed the Autolab to calm him. It dispensed a cup of dark blue
liquid. Libriievelil, the readout said. He drank it down and let the heated waves
of the multigasm subside. In a minute he was as calm as Lake Ditwiller and the
memory of Delinda Omeron had nearly vanished. He rose from his formchair
and strolled once about the condo.

That wasn’t enough. The slightest thought of Delinda made his nerves twang.
The Autolab could handle it, but . . .

“A new woman,"” he thought, “a fresh cassette source — that would blot her
memory even better.”

He rarely pulled the curtains on the fourth wall, but he decided he'd take the
chance and “let some sky in.” (The memory of Delinda caromed over the lumpy
surface of his brain.)

When the curtains flapped open, an odd smell of synthetic sometthingg-ar-
other breezed into his face. Below him some 86 stories lay the swollen,
murrauring mismash of Mantis City. The hour was apparently late now, and the
centrally suspended solar filaments had been turned to their dimmmest glow.

In the streets far below him, the heavy turtlelike sweepers made subtle rum-
bles as they sucked up the day’s million tons of discarded papers, wrappers, old
clothes, and the occasional body that found itself deceased in the middle of
some perambulation. So vital were the sweepers to Mantis City that by referem-
dum one of them had actually been elected to the Board of City Supervisors as
a pointless gesture of appreciation.

Sordovak stepped out onto his meterawide balcony and looked straight
down. In the building’s entrance lights, he could observe the erratic stream of
people passing slowly by on the sidewalk — three of which appeared to be fe-
male. His heart thudded twice amidst the calmer beats, and he knew what that
meant.

Sure enough, his palms began to sweat before the image even formed in his
head. The multigasm has satisfied his loins only temporarily, and already he was
feeling the insistent gentle tickling of his inner thighs.

He would invite one up — if she accepted it would mean a new tape to be re-
corded, a new landscape of desires and passions to drift through. Pocketing his
identification papers, he rushed out of his condo and ordered the express eleva-
tor to the ground floor.

The bumbling rumble of the sweepers was louder there. The surrounding
buildings were darkened, presenting only facades of varying shades of gray.
Sordovak heard steps. He turned. The woman was tall and slender and wore
expensive woven albino hair clothes. Her eyes looked out of her narrow face at
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nothing — they seemed to be decorative only.

“Good evening," Sordovak said, affecting a casual slouch. “I just stepped out
for a breath of city air — I live in this building, you see.”

She slowed and turned enough to look on him, but he did not need to ask: she
obviously saw nothing, not him, not his metaphor. Her eyes were as unfocused
as bags of water.

“I thought,"” he said persistently, “that since fate more or less threw us to-
gether here — and if you aren'tin a hurry to get anywhere, perhaps you'd like to
come up and hook into my Dynaflow Maxilife Gemerator. [ think youand I could
become interestinaly involuted.”

She looked through him. Wihether she had ever been more than marginally
aware of his presence he never knew. Perhaps her senses had been deactivated
as a result of some judicial ruling.

He wrote her off. She strolled serenely away into the darkness, the sound of
her footsteps gradually swallowed up by the grumbling of another approaching
sweeper. Even at this distance down the street, it ook mountainous. Like some
oversized child’s toy it burped erratically against the curb in which the magnii-
guide tape had been embedded.

Another woman approached, this one plainer, equally as tall, but different,
far different in her movements. She twitched her head up and down as though
she watched darting insects that made only vertical passes in front of her face
— the very idea of flying insects filled Sordovak with a fearful dread . . . who
could ever know where their six miniscule feet had walked or what ungodly
viruses lurked i thelr wet sueking mouths. He erifiged, but he assured himself
that the weman mest likely suffered enly seme miner nervous affliction.

“Good evening,” Sordovak said, affecting a casual slouch. “I just stepped out
for a breath of city air — I live in this building, you see.”

She hit him across the face with her fist so fast that he was on the pavement
before he could berate himself for not recognizing a Jerker in her early stages.
She probably hadn’t meant to strike him even. When he tried to stand up, a
curious thing happened. Not only could he not figure out where his feet were,
but his head filled with a terrific rumbling noise.

“Dear god," he thought, “a bloodclot — racing right into my eardrum — [li be:
deaf for —*

For a second he was positive it was an earclot because he thought he was
gyrating through the air, totally out of touch with the ground.

He was half right. He was flying through the air, but there was nothing wrong
with his ears. The sweeper had brushed him onto its ribbed comweyor belt and
had then spilled him into its holding bin. When his sensibilities rearranged them-
selves, he realized his hearing was fine, but the air was heavy with dust and he
was sitting in a rain of trash. He was being engulfed by filth.

Sordovak could remember no nightmare as horrifying as this. All his fears
had gathered together and now seized him by the throat. He could not breathe.
He tried clawing his way up the side of the bin, fiour times he tyied thhis;, ezt timme
falling back into the settling nest of trash. Strange objects flew up his nose with
each breath. Wihen he tried breathing through his mouth, they caught in his
mouth. Some of them moved.

“I'm dying!" he shrieked. “I'm dying here!*

Alight clicked on, a spray of blue-white florescence from a handheld lamp. ¥]
know your voice,” a female said.
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“Who are you?" Sordovak gasped, dust racing down his throat. “I'm dying!
Get me out!™

“l know you,"” said the female voice again. “Your're the one with all the cute
machines. Youi're the one who crawls through women’s heads and when you've
got what you want on tape, you unplug ther and tell them to leave.”

“Get me out of here! Please! Wiy are you in here?"

“Because I'm trash like you.®

“I'm not trash! I'm a person!” He tried scaling the bin wall to reach the slot
where the conveyor belt durmped the sweep-ups. His fingers could hold it only
for a second before it twisted out of his grip. “Pllease . ... | ean't breathe — this
dirt . .

“Sit over here.”

He wanted out, he didn't want to sit down, but there wasn’t anything else to
do. His fingers felt like they were bleeding, his hope didn’t seem like it would last
much longer — so he sat down. The air where the voice had indicated did not
seem so filthy. The light clicked off.

“You know who I am?” she asked.

“No, but can you get me out of here?”

“I'm Delinda Oneron."

“Oh god. Wihat are you doing in this thing? Wiy are you here?"

“You treated me like trash, so | went a little crazy. | went out and threw my-
self in front of the first sweeper that came by. I thought I'd die that way. But |
haven‘t so far.”

“You've been in here since last night?”

“That was three days ago,” she said.

“No."

“Wedl, how could you tell anyway, the way you probahbly hook yourself up to
that thing. It was three days ago.”

“But I . ... It couldnt have been.”

“Suit yourself.”

Something heavy dropped into the bin. Bits of trash sprayed up and
peppered his face.

“Can you get me out of here?" he pleaded. “How've you been living in here
without a food processing module or an evacuation and cleansing stall? My god,
I must be fiittihy.”

“You were crud long before you were swept up. How did you get swept
away?”

“It was an accident.

“Sure. You were probably crazy too.” She clicked on the light and in its field,
Sordavak could see a grimy arm reach forward and stir around the debris. It
located some dark object and drew it back into the shadow. The light went out.

“What was that?” he asked.

“Food.” Her voice was mmlffled by chewing.

“You eat . . . g

“Sure. I'm trash too, so what s it to you? After three days in here, whatever it
was | just ate tasted better than anything | ever got out of a food module.”

“You aren't trash,” Sordovak said. “Yaui're a real nice person. Can you get
us out of here?” A wave of grimy dust sifted over him and trickled down his
collar.

“We have to wait till the sweeper empties itself. I've been waiting three days
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#o it can’t be much longer.”

“You mean | could be in here. .. for days? And I'd have to eatt. .. what I find in
the trash, like you?" He was so repelled by the idea that he shifted away from
her, toward the right hand corner of the bin.

She flicked on the light to see what he was doing and then turned it off again.
“You’'d better not sit on George.”

“On what?"

“Not what — who. George. Yesterday the sweeper picked up a body. An old
man. | pushed him over there out of the way."

Sordovak wanted to scream but he knew that if he did, he'd suck a talite-
spoon of dust into his lungs along with the air. He wrapped his arms tight
around his chest and squeezed — it was almest like having someome care about
him. “This is . . .” he finally mumbled in the muffled roar of the sweeper's
bowels. “This is . . .”

“Disgusting? Homrrfying? Monstrous?"

“Yes, yes, yes! All of those! I mever tiought diyimg or el amy kimd off tiontiure
could be this .. . it's all the things you said.” He wanted to whimper. He wanted
to beg on his knees and kiss her feet. He wanted out.

“Jusst sit back and wait, Wondierboy. There’s nothing we can do but wait and
hope we aren’t dumped into a grinder or compacter.”

uoh w-“

“Dan’t you wish you had your machines now, Mister Stimulato. You could
drink up and plug in and say goodbye to all this.”

“I'm just an ordinary person,” he said, wondering as he said it if that was good
enough reason for him to be elsewhere. “I’'m general issue.” He'd never heard
hiraself whine before, but he was whining now.

“l think you're generally more disgusting than any dirt that’s swept in here. In
light of that, I'd think you'd find your surroundings quite pleasant.”

Sordovak didn't find it pleasant in any way — he ached to retreat into the re-
motest corner of his mind, and he'd be willing to do it without any help from the
Autolab or the DMG — but he didn't knew how. He just wanted to be ellze-
where — and clean.

“Want a piece of potato?” she asked. “I have some gum too if you want it.
Maybe it'll take your mind off itself.”

He didn’t answer. His throat was stiff with dirt.

“Wiell, wake me up if you need anything,” Delinda said. “Like food or some-
thing to drink. I've got a little jug of something over here that dropped in the
other day. I'm going to sleep for a little while.”

“Youi're going to leave me alone?"

“I'll be right here. Talk to George if you get lonely.”

Sordovak shivered.

“If you want something to do,” she continued, “you can imagine what it's
going to be like if we get dumped into a compacter, or whether we'll be jibbled
up first and afterwards pressed into cheap furniture.”

“Oh M.“

“Whimer,” she said flatly.

After that he could only hear the body-timumming vibration of the sweeper.
Sordovak envisioned the bin's bottom flapping open as he and Delinda fell in a
cloud of dust into some kind of mangier that would scrape them to death a milli-
mmeter at a time. And then to be dehydrated . ... of course that would be ivralie-
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vant to his personal feelings at the time . . . and then pressed into cheap
furniture affordable to the poor of Mantis City — who would then no doubt
paint him some ludicrous high-gloss color like red or orange or violet. He
moaned. He whimpered a little. Delinda muttered at him in her sleep.

As the grime fed unceasingly into the bin, Sordovak realized that he would
settle for a lot less tihan refuge iminis condo-shime. Visions of stiwrediding Heunted
his thoughts.

“An empty room" he thought. “That would be beautiful. Even a dirty empty
room. With nothing on the walls but stains.”

Gravel sputtered through the intake slit and dinged his head and shoulders
He pulled his knees up tight against his chest and wrapped his arms over his
head and neck.

“Even a patch of muddy ground," he mumbied to his knees. “A pile of dirt
surrounded by a moat of slime.” He saw the teeth again, snapping and scraping
at his naked skin. He imagined flakes of his teeth on the drying trays beneath
heat lamps.

“I would kiss dirt,” he thought, “if L comlth anliy wedkcamitr’”

And Delinda . .. He remembered the way they had crawled into each other’s
minds, and even ignoring the lubricating warpage of the Autolab’s fluid delight,
there had been something in her that had drawn him deeper into her knowledge
of herself, into her recollections of warm days and sunlight and water and
people laughing. But then he had seen the trickle of drool and had pulled loose
the contacts . . .

“Wihat are you doing?!” Delinda shouted, snapping on the light. “Stop it! You
don’t help either of us hitting yourself like that.” She pulled his fists away from
his face.

“Fool fool fool utter sniveling fool . . ." he chanted.

“You make me want to go crazy again,” she said. “You have areal knack for
that. You must be some kind of special person." She did not sound like she
meant to flatter.

“I'm all right now.”

The rumble of the tires on the street changed, became high-pitiched, as
though the sweeper was moving faster.

“You know," she said, after he'd calmed down, “I'd never been connected to
one of those things before — that machine you had. Just as | felt my brains com-
ing loose and when [ — [ don’t know how to describe it — when I felt you mmx-
ing around inside me, then I realized you'd put something in that drink you gave
me. Just before everything eame loose, | realized all that colored glass on the
wall was a drug eenter and that you'd drugged me. You didna't tell me.”

“I thought you knew.”

“I guess I'm a girl from the country. I don't like for anyone to play with my
personality without asking permission. [ just thought people who liked each
other were supposed to talk to each other and you find out what I tell youand [
find out what you tell me.”

“Talk?"

“It's slow but it's interesting.”

“But people hide things from each other.”

“Not for long, if they like each other. You find privacy disgusting too? Along
with everything else involving people?”

“I just thougfitt. . .»
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“You thought that if you bought enough equipment you wouldn’t have to go
to the trouble of getting acquainted with anybody? You thought you could hook
yourself up to someone and your expensive machines would give you low-dis-
tortion instant intimacy? All things revealed in seconds? That’s not the way
people are. I'm surprised you could see any difference between one person
and another when you override all the steps like that . . . Wait a minute.”

She touched his arm.

“You feel that? Hear it?" she asked. “I think we're stopping. We are. Listen to
that.”

There was a new noise, something from beyond the sweeper — a grinding
gnashing noise.

“We're going to be dumped!” he shouted in her ear. “What can we do?”

“We can hope we might be dumped in a heap and canjust walk away from it."

The sweeper vibrated, hummed slightly, and then went dead silent. For a
moment, all Sordovak could hear was the heavier particles falling to the floor of
the bin. Then, two snaps were followed by the hiss of escaping pressurized air.

“I can't stand this,” he said, the swell of hysteria rising in his voice. “l wasn't
meant to deal with this kind of anxiety"

“You thought you would live forever?" she said as she pulled him up against
one side of the bin. The floor had begun to sink in the middle, becoming ¥-
shaped. Rubbish trickled toward the center at first, then the heavier pieces
began shifting. In the blue-white glare of the lamp they saw the body in the cor-
ner begin its slide toward the middle.

“We can’t hold on much longer," Delinda said. “After George goes, we go.”

“But where do we go?" The last word caught in his throat like a hook.

“Ouut to take our chances. There he goes — I just didn't want us to go out fiisét
and have him land on us. Qkay, come on.”

Sordovak couldn’t have held on by the friction of his sweating hands any
longer. Most of the trash had slid out now and bright daylight beamed in
through the still-wittiening crack in the floor. Sordovak and Delinda slid forward,
falling on their backs as their feet raced downward.

They fell only several meters and landed on the tip of a mountain of garbage,
in full blinding daylight.

“We did it Sordovak cried. “We lived!"

“l can’t see anything,” Delinda said. “I can’t see anything anywhere. It's too
bright."

Sordovak started to exclaim his joy again, but he suddenly felt the garbage
begin to give way beneath him, and he slid backward. It was as though some
maw had opened to swallow everything up — he even heard its growl somre-
where beneath him: a sort of metallic howling shriek that wound up tight and
maintained an intensity of violence he thought he'd only encouniter in his night-
mares.

When at last he could see with his glare-tilimded eyes, e was on histack sid-
ing headfirst toward something that looked like an immense silver-tiarred grill,
and when his eyes adjusted a little more, lie saw the razor-edged row of hooks
that rose from between the bars of the grill and then hooked downward, ripping
cans into thin ribbons, shattering glass, and . . . there was George gliding into
the mastieator with a serenity available enly te the dead. Sordovak didn't have
t6 see any more.

He flopped over on his stomach and got his feet beneath him and began
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scrabbling wildly toward the top.

“I'm ordinary,"” he was thinking. “I'm too ordinary tobe here, I'm too ordinary
for this to be happening to me!®

He made some progress upward, but only after it seemed he had pushed sey-
eral tons of garbage behind him. . . then he remembered Delinda. He screamed
her name, and over the grinding of metal and the shattering of glass, he heard
her answer from behind him, somewhere down the slope.

She too struggled through the cascading garbage, the hooks snapping down
at her heels. Sordovak considered how long it had taken him to plow a quarter
of the way to the top of the heap and if he'd have enough strength to do it again.

*Oh, crap,” he said and jounced down to Delinda, stopping just above her
and pulling her half a meter higher up the slope.

This was the first time he'd seen her since he had thrown her out of his condo.
She was scaly with dirt and sweat, her hair stuck out of her head stiff as some
kind of lightning-styuck wad of wire, and her eyes were white with the purest
horror. But she was more beautiful than words. She was more than beautiful.
He didn’t know why just then, but he knew it was true.

By her gritty hand he pulled her up along behind him. *This way,” he called
over his shoulder. “It should be easier if we circle upward instead of try to climmib»
straight out. Slower but it should work. Kind of like talking to someone.”

The circled the slope of the downward shifting landslide of garbage until they
reached the summit, where they could easefully escape downhill. In twenty
minutes they were there, their ankles and lower legs bleeding from the slash of
ragged metal edges and broken glass. Around them lay acres of mounded rmuil-
ticolored trash, the rows of sweepers waltifig to empty their bellies of refuse,
and the empty ones scurrying away. Beyend the sweepers rese the brown
skyline of Mantis City. Never had its sfog-stained buildings leoked se goed.
Never had the smeky sky leaked as beautiful as it did new:

*“Winat're you going to do now?" Delinda asked him as she tried to press her
hair down.

*Go back to my condo, I guess." He sucked his cheek and spit out some
small brown thing that had got in his mouth during the climb up. “What about
you? You have anyplace to go?"

“I do but I don’t want to go there." She dropped her hands to her sides, giving
up on her hair. “I don’t know what I'll do. I've probably lost my job by now.”

“Want to come with me?"

*¥You think [ want to go through that scene with you again? I don't know how
you can live in that hole. The only difference between it and that sweeper is the
amount of dirt.”

Sordovak considered that.

*Someday you're going to wire yourself up to that thingand you won't ever
come out. The new tenant’ll dump your body out in the street like someone did
with George, and you won't even know it. Youlll be in that thing diddling some
little part of yourself till someone turns off the switch.” She hunched up her
shoulders and then dropped them. “Whe knows? Maybe youfll think yeu've
died and gone to heaven. Wihat with this place we have te live in, maybe youll
be the lucky one.”

Sordovak turned his face up to the sunlight filaments. It was hot. It felt good.

*I want you te come back to my eondo with me," he said. *I want you to do
some art werk with my Autolab. Make semething useless sut of it
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She looked carefully at his face. “You look awful," she said.
“You look like hell yourself," he said. “Just like the rest of this place, Mantis

City — all of it. We hive in a hell.”
“Beautiful, isn't it?" she said.
“All of it, and you, ves.”

They waded through the garbage for an hour on their way out. The clear light
delineated the gaudy color of every discarded can and gleamed in the shape of

every empty bottle. l'

Wayne Wightman

On a year’s leave from his duties as a crea-
tive writing instructor, Wayne Wightman
has been busy applying his theories to the
writing of science fiction short stories and
novels, as well as preparing a textivook.
We have presented two of his tales prior to
this one, “The White Ones"” (November,
1979 Amiaitigg) and “Do Unto Others™
(February, 1980 Amwaiigy), plus we will
feature his novel “Metamind” in an upcom-
ing issue of Amtaiting. He sends us these
additional biographical notes:

| used to want to be an Indian. Then |
wanted to be a magician. Then an astrono-
mer. Then | got to the age where | just
wanted to get through all this in one piece.
Finally 1 got sophisticated and wanted to
be who | was — it took me a few years to
get out of that trap. So, about a year ago,
as 1 was exarmining my life over a glass of
beer, I dixddiat! there wassonlly oree thitigl!
eould logleally beeerme: a writer of science
fietion.

Fortumately, | had been writing for the
previous fifteen years and had a notelbook
full of ideas to draw on. Thirty-seven re-
jections later, 1 hit the Big Ome (*The
Wihite Orres,” Ammaizing, Nov. '79). Persis-
tence paid off, but it made me older.

At this point | wish to say that writing
personal information about myself is very
difficult. 1 dom’t have any idea what you,
the reader of this page in this magazine,
would find interesting about me. I'm
tempted to write: “l hang around and write
stories” and let it go at that. I'm probably a
lot like you — | worry about what things
eost. 1 like warm days after winter, and 1
think I’m probably not making the most of

fime:
1 am:5-107, have dark hair, and lve in the

middie of Califormia with five stray animals
who consider me their friend.

WHY We CHOSE THIS STORY
Whaethker plugging into the tube or sniffing
up altemvate realities, mamy peaple, like
Sardoviik, attermpt to escape the messy
stulf of the real world. They alkso may
sucewre in missing thowe patiecddaoyss at-
tairitie only by engediingnn the struagiie of
life — i.e., by weatiing throigh a lot of gar-
buife to get at wiwit Is really wuerkihile.
Wighhiraan defiveis this sifmple truth in a
Wridhy Tiitiife WhR%e BYr WoElt tEWeReIes
ave et 18 Repsdfillly, 2Ny exiv@mes.
You latgh at Syropkk as he gels Ais
EomfeRpYitce, Bl periips Shed a fear of
Fecomiiittn at Ihe el Widfe, trihs
foraséd, Re cah iyl emiirGee Fealiy
With all ifs impRifedians. Al Bf IRl makes
Jor & theruisghly weriserrll réad:
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Marty slid two fresh cartridges into the shotgun.
It was time for him and Rick to make sorme money.

THE OBSERVER had been on Earth three weeks.

He found it backward, but he didn’t mind.

His home while on Earth was a smaill control center in the bowels of a lifesize
human simular.

He was the simular’s brain, and there were times when he forgot who he was
and thought he was human — which wasn’t much of a problem. Everything was
pretty routine.

Three more weeks and he'd sell the store to the first buyer and head home
again, the simular’s recording system packed full of dull information on the alien
culture.

There wasn’t much glamour to being an Observer, but it was easy.

And that suited him just fine.

THEIR PATHS crossed shortly after two a.m. — just within the city limits of
Carson, Pennsylvania.

Marty and Rick sped through a flashing red light at the intersection of Cedar
and Hamiiltom Avenue. Two thousand feet ahead, another intersection waited.

It was an intersectiom unmarked by flashing lights or road signs.

MARTY HELD the sawedl-off shotgum’s stock against his hip, its short metal
barrel growing warm in his sweaty grip. The clouded gray eyes across the coun-
ter stared at Marty's pelvis, looking down the hacksawed barrel, while Rick
searched behind the counter for a night-safe.

Marty wished he would hurry.

There were things in life more importamt than momey; Marty realized that
even theugh Rick didn't, and Rick's procrastination was adding to an already
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disastrous headache.

It had been a particularly rough day, the kind that made patience a scarce
commadity come night. It started early that afternoon at breakfast, when the
blond waitress at Delany’s Diner forgot the extra sugar in his coffee. The pain
started then, beginning in the temples and crashing together behind his eyesiim
sharp metallic thumps. It was so bad now that he had trouble moving his eyes.
They squeaked in their sockets when he blinked. Rick said it was his
imagination, but Rick didn’t know anything but money anyway.

“All right, old man," said Rick, standing up behind the counter. “Whhere’s it
at?

The old man’s mouth was dry, and it clicked when it opened. “There isn't
one," he said.

Rick looked at Marty and the black hole in the gun barrel and decided to
move away from the counter. Once again, he began wishing he could get along
without the crazy kid with the gun, but he knew what happened to people who
let their faces become known, and, of all the ways to assure anonymity, Marty's
way was the surest. Money nriever did anyone much good on death row.

The store’s front wall was all glass plastered over with Under New Maruge-
ment signs. Most faced the outside, but one large red and white one was turned
to face the counter. Rick passed it, reading:

Tamny'’s Sypenette — Grand Qpeining — We Newer Close.

Rick turned to the old man.

“You Tommy?" he asked.

The old man nodded.

Rick grinned. “Well, look here, Tommy. When you open an all-migjhter in
Carson, you've got to have a safe.”

“Let’s just clean out the register and beat it, Rick," said Marty.

Rick passed behind Marty. “My friend,” he said, “likes to shoot things.”

The old man just stared down the barrel.

Rick fell against the bread display, running fat fingers through disheveled
hair, exasperated. “Show us what's in the drawer,"” he said.

The old man rang No Sale and pulled the tray from the drawer’s bottom
where the large bills were kept. The green hit the counter like scattering leaves,
fluttering in the air-conditioned breeze.

“Bag if," said Rick.

The old man cracked the bag open in the air, and Rick crossed to the huge
glass doors. With all the paper there wasn't a chance of anyone who was driix-
ing down Cedar Avenue getting a look inside. The old man had certainly set
himself up as easy prey. Folks said he was from out of town. He'd have tobe. No
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one who knew Carson would open an all-mighter like this anywhere near the
city.

Rick cracked the door, and the hot August air blew like devil's breath into the
air-aomditioned cool. The small parking lot stretched away toits Cedar Avenue
entrance, and the yellow light from overhead lamps cut the two a.m. smog from
the coke ovens by the river. By the door, Marty’s red Ford sat rusting on bald
tires. A few moments and it'd be taking them to Delany’s Diner and then home.
That would be nice. Rick rubbed his eyes and shut the door.

The full bag rested on the counter. Rick took it. It fit well into the hollow of his
arm.

“Get it over with, Marty,"” said Rick. “I don’t think he's going to tell us about
the safe.”

“Homnest, boys, 1 .. .*

“Turn around and face the cigarettes," snapped Marty.

The old man turned, facing the indifferent wall of surgeon general warnings.

“You don't have to worry about me talking," stammered the old man. “Iif amy-
one asks about the money, I'll just say 1 lost it. I'm like that, you know, can't re-
member a thing unless 1 write it . . .»

“Do it, Marty.”

“My God, please!”

Rick saw the wildness grow in Marty’s eyes and turned away.

The crack of both barrels echoed off the papered glass, and the wood stock
rammed hard into Marty's hip.

The old man gasped, hitting the cigarettes, sinking to the floor like a cracked
melon.

THE SHOT had torn through the false human’s near empty chest, sendingit
to the floor with a convincing thud.

Below the waist, cupped within the control center, the Otbserver pulled his
head and six arms from the sensor sheaths.

He expected the pain to leave — if didn't.

He had feared the blast, as though the gun barrel had been aimed at his own
chest. And, through it all, the killers had seemed so casual that it almost made
him want to —

He tried thinking of home.

In the cooler, behind the racks of Dr. Pepper bottles and cottage cheese caom-
tainers, the transfer point waited. He need only wait until the killers were gone.
He could walk the simulated human through the transfer point and be a
thousand lightyears from Earth faster than —

It was no good. The smaller human’s blazing eyes kept coming back to him —
Turn avound and faee the cigareétes.

No!

He couldn’t let it get to him. The penalties for breaking the Observer’s Code
were severe. If the Elders found out —

But they wouldn't.

He could jam the recorder; say it was damaged from the shot’s impact. He
could make it look convincing — they'd never question. And if they did, could
anything they did compare with what he'd felt when the gun went off?

He slid his head and arms back into the sensor sheaths, feeling himself be-
coming human again.

82 FANTASTIC STORIES



The simular had held up well under the blast; a slight tremor in the left arm
was all he neticed, but he knew there’d be mere — things he wouldn’t notice
damaged until he needed them. He'd have to make it swift and merciless. And
that suited him fine.

Carefully, quietly, he pushed the cold white hands off the dirty gray fioor.

THE GUN blast echoed through the small store. Rick looked away until the
thud on the floor behind the counter told him it was all right to turn around. He
passed Marty and the smoking barrels, heading for the rear of the store:

“Aren’t we going?" asked Marty, his eyebrows forming a pyramid on his
wrinkled forehead.

“Not until I've looked for that safe.”

The store was small, with no more than four aisles on each side of the
counter. The back wall was a large display cooler with racks of soft drinks and
dairy goods keeping cool behind thick glass doors. Rick paused, pressing his
hands and face to the chilled glass. “There’s a lot of storage space behind those
racks," he said. “You look in there, Marty. I'll check this back room.”

Marty didn't feel like protesting. He watched Rick turn into the small roomin
the store's rear corner. He waited a few moments, then went on toward the
room after Rick. He'd tell Rick he'd looked and found nothing. Rick could walk
into that cold dark refrigerator himself if he didn't believe it. Marty'd done his
work for the night.

He was almost to the corner room when he heard something move by the
counter.

A few meters away, out of sight in the small room, Rick heard nothing. He
stood in the center of what looked like a small makeshift office. Empty crates
and boxes stood stacked against three of the walls, and a bare bulb hung from
the low ceiling. A night deposit bag lay open on a small metal desk. It was empty.
When he looked up, Marty's welt splotched face stared back from the office
door.

“Find something?” Rick asked.

Marty looked sick. Rick walked out of the office. Over Marty's shoulder, he
saw the old man turning the lock in the doors.

“I'm scared, Rick," said Marty, feeling the knot behind his eyes doubling,
tightening. The empty gun locked almost limp in his shaking hands. The lion
was a lamb without his teeth.

“Of a wounded old man?" asked Rick.

“But, Rick, he's not even bleeding.”

Rick looked at the keys, still swinging in the door, and at the torn stringbean
old man standing in the way. It would be simple to walk past him and unlock the
door. There wasn’t much a wounded old fart like that could do to stop a guy like
Rick. Being alive didn't make him Superman.

Rick had heard stories of people taking it in the chest and coming out of it
alive. Sometimes bullets went right through people without hitting anything
vital. It was luck, and what a shame it had to be wasted on the old man, because
it just meant Marty was going to have to ventilate his ribcage again after reload-
ing the shotgun with shells from the car's glove-acompartment. And that had
better not take much longer, thought Rick. He had something nice waiting for
him at Delany's, and she wasn't the type to be left waiting all night. Carson was
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full of bums on the make, and Delany’s wasn't exactiy the place to avoid them.

He had the paper bag tucked under his jacket and was almost to the door
when something grabbed him from behind

The old man?

He braced against the unexpected force. The bag fell from under his jacket:. It
felt like a crane had hooked onto his back collar. He was going up.

He saw the cracks in the ceiling, then felt himseif spinning, flying past soap
and cereal boxes, and spilling into a stack of toilet paper. The stack collzpsed,
and he struck the floor — hard. His right arm twisted under. Something popped
in his shoulder. When he looked up, the old man was standing over him, holld-
ing Marty’s gun by its short barrel like a club.

Marty sat dumbfounded on the floor by the cooler, his lips running red where
the old man had hit him. It hadn’t been much of a fight. Marty had given up the
gun after the first blow. He now sat like a statue, legs straight out on the floor in
front of him, his eyes glassy as wet marbles. He didn't seem to be looking at any-
thing in the store.

Rick’s shoulder felt like someone had leaned on it with an air-hammer, and
the pain filled his eyes, sending tears down the side of his face. One part of his
mind was hoping it didn’t look like he was crying — another part was looking up
into the wrinkled face above the ruptured chest (why wasn't it leaking blood?)
and bracing for the gun’s skull crushing impact.

Marty continued to stare vacantly from his seat before the cooler.

There was a four pronged propellor blade at the base of his skull, and it was
spinning full speed; puree-iquefy, turning his gray matter to whipped mush.
The pain was so far beyond description that his nervous system was having
trouble relaying the sensation. He sat, his head flat against the cooler door,
unable to make sense of the sudden change of events going on around him. Red
flashers were going off behind his eyes.

Distant memories splashed against his forebrain; chunks coughed up from
his ill mind.

He thought of parochial school.

Toward the end of each school year, hornets would nest in the wooded side
of the old school building, and, for the day that it took Father Larkin to get
around to burning them out, there was no want of excitement in the school
vard.

Recess was held just after lunch on a large asphalt playground on the high-
way side of the school. A fat white line bisected the lot, separating the umii-
formed girls from the sportjmcketed boys. Saint Joseph nuns, their habits
flowing in the late spring breeze like shadowy wings on death angels, surveyed
the lot with chiseled stone faces.

There was no running. Anybody caught moving faster than a dull walk got a
metal-edged ruler across the fingernails. Shouting or laughing was forbidden.

All winter long the children had stood, keeping to their own sides of the white
line, hands in pockets or gloves, feet pacing, lips drawn across faces in somber
blue lines. But that was over. It was almost summer. The weather was warm.
There were only a few days left. And on the school’s wooded side there were
hornets.

Whhatcha got, Marity?

Hey, guys, look what Manty’s got

ks just an of Pater Pan jgr.
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Wow, what'’s that inside?

How'd you gat it?

Suee is a big one.

Hsy, guys, keep it down. Sister's looking.

On a hot June afternoon, with only a week of recesses left before the freedom
of summer, a boy with a hornet in a jar could be king. All winter he'd dodged
their iceballs, but anyone could dip snowballs in ice water. It took someone
special to catch a hornet.

You aren’t letting him out here, are you, Manty?

He loved teasing them, popping the lid and snapping it back before the
buzzing madness could fly out stinging. He'd laugh at them backing away,
afraid of running in case a nun was watching. Then he'd shake the jar, getting
the hornet good and mad, and do it again.

But it was all just warm up — cartoons before the movie, and he waited until
everyone was just about peeing themselves over the forbidden danger before
he brought out the surprise.

There was an air hole punched in the lid, and in Marty’s pocket was a bit of
thread tied into a noose. Facing the highway, their backs to the patrolling
habits, a small band of breathless boys watched while Marty slipped the thread
through the hole, bobbing the noose up and down, waiting to catch the hornet
at rest near the bottom.

Marty was the best hornet roper in Carson.

He waited for the hornet to calm a bit before unscrewing the lid. This time he
let it fly out, pulling the long thread after it. Marty's finger was looped around tihe
other end, and it was something to see the little punk kid walking over the fat
white line that marked the end of the boy's territory — the beginning of the
girl's. Those starched uniforms could sure move when they had to, alive with
forbidden mation, rosy lips screaming bloody murder.,

And even Mother Superior wouldn’t lay hands on him solong as he held that
thread — which wasn’t all that long. The hornet figured things out before long,
and that was the time to let go and run like hell.

When Mother Superior caught up with him, things stopped being fun. She
had an office down one of the school’s darker corridors. It was decorated with
various scenes of Christ undergoing bizarre agony. Mother Superior's
objective during their sessions seemed to be to match Marty's agony to
Chirist’s.

Marty wasn't sure if that was when the headaches started, but it was certainly
his earliest recollection of them being bad enough to put him out of his head.

After Mother Superior beat him up, she made a phone call to his father.
When Marty got home, his father beat him up. The next day the hornets were
gone, and he was just a dumb punk kid again. After school, the other kids beat
him up.

And that's what life was all about.

So long as you were dangerous, nobody hurt you.

Now, sitting on the superette floor, Marty felt anything but dangerous. When
he looked down, he could see his still swelling lip sticking out like a duck mouth,
and the head pains were coming in waves— sending breakers crashing against
his temples every two or three seconds. Between the spasms were moments of
lesser pain, and during those he was able to look around — able to think things
through. It was like carrying on a conversation next to the Carson fire whistle.
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Thought would flow for only a few moments before being interrupted by biar-
ing pain.

The oldd man’s still holtling the gun over Ridcde’'s head, he thought to himself.
Theyrre talking, but — flashing red pain — not going well for Rick.

Theyrze ignoring me. Guess theyve figured I've — charliehorse behind the
eyes — lve got to get up. That pain’s driving me crazy.

Thaese cangpeners hanging on that pegboard, | wonder if they're the kind
with corkserews —

He pushed himself off the floor, quietly, bracing for the next flash of brain-fiire.

It came, and the room went fuzzy. He steadied himself on the cooler door till
it passed, then moved on.

He took a can-opener from a hook (it was the right kind, all right), set it in his
palm, and made a fist with the twisting metal screw sticking through his fingers.

He sighted a spot on the old man’s spine between the shoulder blades. He
struck, putting the full force of his slight weight into the lunge.

The head pain flashed again, and he felt the two of them toppling, falling over
Rick, slamming into the paper covered windows along the store front. The gun
skidded across the floor. Both Marty and the old man grabbed for it, sliding like
pro linemen after a fumbled football. Marty caught it, and swung the stock up
into the man’s chin. The old man fell back, and Rick caught him — holding him
while Marty brought the gun down hard between unflinching eyes. The eyes
kept staring. Marty pulled back, and hit him again.

And again.

And again.

Rick held on with his good arm tight around the old man’s neck. When he was
sure the fight was gone from the battered face, he let go.

The head hit the fioor.

Marty continued pounding, pausing every few seconds to control explosions
in his own brain.

Rick turned away — looking at the doors, and the cracks between the paper
signs where the night peeked through from outside. It was going to take a lot of
tumbling in the sack with Patty to burn away this night's tensions. He was womn-
dering if he dared tell her where all his meney camme from, when he saw sovir-
thing that made him want to puke.

Someone was outside, watching through the spaces between the signs.

“Marty!"

Rick grabbed his hand, halting total destruction of the old man’s face.

Marty turned.

There was no one at the window, only the muffled sound of heels in the night.

Marty held the gun to his chest.

“Someone saw us, Rick.”

Rick thought Marty sounded like a scared child caught mid-way through
some forbidden act. His face and neck were splotched red, and his eyes looked
ready to fly from their sockets.

He jumped for the door, still hugging the empty gun, and, twisting the keysin
the lock, burst into the August night. A few meters away, underthe yellow glow
of parking lot lights, a car door slmmmed.

A woman’s face glared at him behind the glass.

Running for his own car, Marty heard her grinding the engine. It sputtered
before expleding to life.
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He pulled open his Ford's door and stabbed the stud on the glove conmpant-
ment. The box inside overturned. Shells rattled onto the floor.

He put the gun on his knee and opened the chamber. The spent shells slipped
out. He threw them on the ground, snatching two replacements from the floor.
They slid into place, and he snapped the gun together again.

Behind him, the woman’s car screeched onto Cedar Avenue, its blazing taill-
lights swallowed up by the thickening smog.

Inside the store, Rick was using his good arm to stuff spilled money back into
the paper bag, when he heard something moving by the doors.

“Marty?" he asked.

No answer.

He was still looking at the floor, when the shoe slammed into his back, catch-
ing him just below the neck. Gray linoleum raced up, embracing his face, crusih-
ing his nose with a bolt of pain that spread over his face like burning acidi He
went rigid, and a hard jab in the ribs spun him on his back. The old man towered
over him, a gorge-like crack running the length of his face — a crack as blood
free as the hole in his chest.

Rick heard himself asking, "What the hell are you?" The words tasted salty
with blood from his flattened nose.

The old man unhitched his belt and slid it through the loops with one power-
ful pull. He passed the notched end back through the buckle and slipped the
resulting noose over Rick's throbbing head.

Rick tried getting up, moving away, but the pain lay on his face like a
thousamdl-pound weight, holding him in place.

The old man pulled the noose tight, and Rick felt the extra pressure of trap-
ped blood pounding in his temples, squirting from his broken nose. He braced
for the second jerk and the sweet release of unconsciousness, when something
ripped the air above, sending the old man’s head flying from its shoulders.

Marty, gripping the smoking gun, plowed into the old man’s back, and the
headless body went sprawling against the bread racks. Marty watched as the
withered hands spread over the Wonder Bread, steadying the headless body,
feeling its way to the back of the store.

Rick summoned his remaining strength and, with Marty’s help, sat up. He
didn’t want to turn around to find out what the invincible store clerk was doing.
He could see Marty reloading, and that was enough.

EVERYTHING WAS going at once.

He was groping blind through a rain of flying matter that was tearing the
sumular to shreads.

He pulled himself from the sensor sheaths.

Revenge would have to wait. It was his own existence he was fighting for now

He pressed a small three fingered hand over the escape hatch, wondering
how long he could last breathing the unfiltered air.

There wasn’t much choice. The simular was dead — there was no way it
would make it to the transfer point, and to leave it behind for the natives to
puzzle over was out of the question.

He fingered the destruct mechanism — the simple safeguard that would fuse
the simular into near nothingness while bringing little damage to the immediate
surroundings.

He set the timer.
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Turn around and face the cigarettes.

Of course, there were ways to enlarge the area of destruction. Not all Q-
servers knew about them.

But he'd been in the trade a while.

And he was good with his hands.

When he finished, he popped the hatch to the outside and ran down the
simular’s leg — running on six trembling hands to the transfer point in the
cooler.

IT HAD been building gradually for a long time, possibly all his life.

Like the middle aged woman who suddenly realizes her age while watching
her youngest child leave home for the last time, Marty looked at the torn mess
on the floor (how many times had it been?) and realized he wasn’t in conittrol any
longer. It was as though the pain crashing on his temples had a consciousness
of its own — thinking for him, directing him.

From far away, ringing across Carson’s narrow dipping streets came the
muted whine of sirens,

Marty realized Rick was tugging at his arm.

“Come on, Marty," he was saying. “That lady’s sending the cops."

Video Ramgers, thought Marty. When he was younger, and his head was
small enough, he used to put empty Mother’s Qats boxes over it, pretending it
was a Captain Video space helmet. Sometimes he'd leave it on so long, his
mother would vyell for him to take it off, her voice coming muffled through the
cardboard — sounding far away — just as Rick's did new.

“But what if he's not dead?” he heard himself asking, his voice thundering
back into his ears. Yes, he thought, it's exantlyy like haiiag an oatmeal box on
the head.

“Who’s he going to squeal to without a head?” said Rick. “Look, he's crap-
ping his pants. Dead people always do that.”

Any minute now. It was coming, he knew it. The box would be wiped from his
head, and there would be the barber strap waiting to sirop his backside. He felt
like a show heavy mountain before the avalanehe — like the ealin Kansas sky
before the twister. He watehed through shadewy slits in eurved eardbeard
whlle the lump relled dewn the dead man’s inseam, and he knew he was abeut
te leave the safety ef the eatmeal bex. Madness was just 8n the ether side.

“Let’s go, Marty."

He watched it roll past the knee and on to the foot. It exited by the ankle —
long and black, scurrying into the next aisle on six spindly legs.

It was the biggest one Marty had ever seen.

Rick turned from the open door in time to see Marty turn down the aisle.
“What the hell you doing, Marty?”

Marty’s awestruck voice floated over the Cofffee-Mate jars. “That guy had a
hornet up his ass.”

Rick didn't feel like discussing it. If anyone had a hornet up his ass it was
Marty, and Rick wasn’t in the meod for humating him — not this time. If Marty
wanted to stay around and say “Hi” to the police, that was his business. As for
himself ... .

“I'm leaving, Marty.”

“Hey, Rick. You've got to take a look .. .”

The glass door swung back, biting off Marty’s words with silvery steel lips.
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Rick was on the outside, running toward the old Ford.

Marty had left the passenger side door open, and red plastic shells lay scat-
tered about it, their brilliance faded to a dirty orange in the misty yellow light.
Rick let them alone. Let Marty explain them. He threw the bag into the back
seat and dove behind the wheel. He had to reach to start the ignition with his
right hand, kieking the gas with a heavy boet while he yanked the PRNDLL into
R

He spun about, fishtailing to the entrance of Cedar Avenue, and slammed
head on into the flashing headlights of the Carson Chief of Police.

Marty could hear the commotion growing outside. People were shouting
over the blare of sirens and, all around, tires seemed to be screeching — stop-
ping just outside.

Marty watched the hornet running awkwardly down the aisle toward the
cooler.

The oatmeal box was gone. The aisle stretched before him as clear as
autumn dawn. His mind swam with clarity. Everything was so simple.

Marty knew what he needed.

With a hornet that size, even the Carson Police would have to leave him
alone.

THE OBSERVER stopped before the towering glass doors. Huge green
sevens mocked him from pop cans on the other side.

Heavy foot falls padded down the aisle behind him — coming closer.

He pried his slender arms under a door’s rubber seal and pulled. It opened,
spilling cooler air over his face and out across the floor. The trick would be to
slip through without being crushed as the door swung back after he let go.

He needed a wedge — anything to keep the door open. But there wasn't
time.

The human was right behind him.

In the other aisle, the destruct timer hummed quietly to itself.

There was less than one minute remaining.

MARTY’S JACKET fit like a black snake skin, and it hissed over his slender
arms as he pulled it off. The hornet was trying to squeeze into the cooler. It
turned, looking at him with eyes like big amber saucers. They fixed on him,
sizing him up with catlike pupils before turning away from the heavy door.

Marty threw the jacket. It flew to the floor, catching the last whiffs of cooler
air like a pregnant sail, and fell over the hornet. Marty jumped on it, spreading
arms out along the edges, trapping it . . .

Almost.

There was a gap by the collar. Marty moved his right arm to block it, leaving
the side unsecured. The hornet squeezed through, ran a few meters back up

the aisle, and dove between the red and white Special K boxes lining the bottom
shelf.

DARKNESS GAVE the illusion of safety — like being back in the control
center, hidden where no one could touch him.

He scurried back, far as he could, until two of his hands fell on a s risesat tive
back of the shelf. Smells of moldy cheese.

He backed away.
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His eyes were adjusting to tihe dark, but he diidn't need them to remember tine
problem the store had with rats — he'd set the traps a few weeks before to com-
ply with a smug health inspector’s wishes.

He could see it now, dimly through thick shadows — the flat wooden slab
with its unsprung wire jaw held taut against a thick coiled spring.

And behind him came the crash of flying boxes, set in motion by the lruman’s
groping hands.

Thie destruct timer hummed.

There were less than thirty seconds remaining.

Marty shoved his hand deep toward the rear of the shelf. His fingers
closed on something hard.

Something harder closed on his fingers.

The pain started at his knuckles and raced up his arm, sharp tremors
screaming through raw nerves.

He drew back his hand. Blood gushed from the stumps at his first and sepond
knuckles, spraying the pristine red and white cereal boxes, dripping to the floor
in spreading pools.

The damn thing had stung him.

Boots scraped the pavement outside. Someome opened the door. Voices
poured in. They were asking Rick questions. Rick wasn’t answering.

The hornet ran from the shelf (why the hell didn’t it fly — he'd never be able to
hold it over his head on a string if it didn’t fly) and ran back toward the cooler.

Marty held his leaking hand to his chest, took the shotgun in his good hand,
and ran after it.

The voices rounded the top of the aisle.

Marty turned, facing four Carson policemen, legs apart, pistols at arms
length.

Hlold it right there, mister.

Marty spun about, turning his back on them. The hornet was at the cooler
door again, trying to squeeze through. He had to get them to see it — had to get
them to see it was his.

A builet cut the air above Marty’s head, shattering a hole in the top of the
cooler door. The door stammed under the impact, nearly ripping off the
hornet’s head.

Marty turned and leveled his gun at them. They were trying to kill it.

dust a warning, mister. Now drop that gun atud put yaur haads on the cosder.

Marty couldn’t tell which one was talking. They all looked the same with their
short cropped hair and anthracite eyes, staring at him with envy and hate,
waiting for Father Larkin to burn out the hornets so they could all slip back imtio
their proper roles.

Marty stared back at them — through the aisle, through the years, through
the pain that had so slowly become madness — then he let them have it.

Both barrels.

He wasn't good at shooting with his left hand, and the shot went wild, catcth-
ing the policeman on the right in the shoulder, knocking him backwards into the
front window.

The others fired.

Marty hit the cooler glass with a resounding thud, and the bullets passed
through him, shattering the window. Pop bottles split in two, spilling cold sweet -
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ness down over his face, into his mouth — the sweet taste of death and release.
The headache was leaving now.

Cold darkness settled around him.

Mother Superior was wrong. There was nothing on the other side. Only the
sweet taste of release.

GLASS LAY broken on the floor, and the cool air flowed from the broken
door, mingling with the blood and Faygo.

The Observer puiled himself up on the shoulder that had once belonged to
Marty (it now belonged to the coroner) and slipped over the jagged glass into
the cooler.

The policemen, bending over the wounded officer, didn’t see a thing.

At the cooler’s far corner, the transfer point waited. He ran to it, and it swal-
lowed him up.

The destruct timer stopped humming.

There were no seconds remaining.

EIGHT MILES north, up the meandering curves of the muddy Monongahela
River, Pittsburgh sat under a thick windless sky. The last bars had closed and,
with the exception of certain sections of Qakland, the streets were nearly
empty. PAT busses rattled empty over cobblestone streets — heading from
here to there in no particular hurry.

When it came, few people saw it.

At a quarter to three that morning, the southern sky went ablaze with the
kind of sunset only the thick skies of western Pennsylvania can offer.

Onmly it wasn’t sunset.

It was a quarter to three, and only a few bus drivers and Pitt students on the
streets of Oakland saw it. They ran home, waking up room-mates, husbands,
wives, parents — anyone who would listen — and talked about how beautiful it
was.

And they talked into the night, stopping only when the first reports came
over the late night talk shows.

That was when they found out what had happened.

That was when they found out there was no longer a Carson, Pennsylvania.

Lawrence C. Connolly

L live im Pittshhurgh's east sectiion, where
the universities are and the parks go mad
with color in October, with a wife who has
no idea how beautiful she is.

I am a printer who is also a writer, and
have no complaints. 1 work in a fine shop
outside Pittsburgh, and have a story in the
May, 1980 Amwmiipg Stoies (Codk
roadhesy).

Occasiondlly 1 work late.

Wihen the lights in the front of the print
shop go out and the street light half a block

away flickers yellow over the empiy store
fronts, | find myself checking the lock on
the door more than is necessary — rattling
the hinges, jingling the keys from my
pocket, making sure no one can get in.

Ususlly I'm gone by six-tihirty.

It's the all night market peopie who have
it rough. Their doors never close.

A numiber of things went into this story.
Eear, the kind that is basic to everyone —
the kind that knots the stomach when it's
night and the man at the door is wearinga
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ski mask, and you know it's August and
the nearest slope won’t open for four
months. On television and in comic books
there are people who cope with fear —
they're not the everymen of life. They're
supermen. For my story | wanted a supor-
man. A little old store clerk who refused to
die. But | wanted him to know fear. Fear is
stronger than pain — it can make even a
superman seek revenge.

Rope the Homwt is the kind of story |
like reading now and then — bold and fast;
a running. story with little fat and much
muscle. That, at least, is what | was aiming
for.
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Time Tripping, Talent & Teeth
AVisit with Lemny

by K. L. Jones

HE ROOM looked like somebody’s attic. But not just anybody’s attic. It

was like the attic of an art collector with some interest in engineering.

Camasses, completed, half-completed and untouched lay scattered
about. Models of structures and machines with unguessable functions lined the
walls. A work benich pushed against the far wall held several palettes with the
remains of various dried palnts. Beside them lay brushes, assorted hammers
and ehisels.

The room was mostly bathed in shadows. A small area slightly off center
stood in stark contrast to the rest of the room. Brilliant sunlight cast a circle in
the area and in the center of that circle stood an easel. A short, dark bearded
man stood by the easel. He held a brush in his left hand and there was alook of
disgust on his face.

There was also a man in the shadows by the room’s entrance. He wore a
strange silver suit and he was waiting for the right moment to interrupt. It came
when the man by the easel threw his brush to the floor and angrily moved away
from the painting.

The man in the silver suit moved slowly and silently toward the center of the
room.

“Bon jour, senor Leonardo," he said when he was sure the artist had seen
him.

i “What?"

There was a brief pause as both men stared at each other.

“Was that supposed to be Italizm?™

The artist took two steps toward the man in the silver suit as he spoke. “Boy,
you time travelers sure are lousy linguists.”

“I beg your pardon,” the man in the silver suit replied.

“That’s better. Stick to English and well be able to commumicate. Now
what's on your mind?"

The man in the silver suit parted his lips as if to speak, but it was a while
before any sounds came out.

“Uh," was the first utterance he managed.

“l am a very busy man," the artist spoke slowly, as if he were addressing a
young child. “I do not have all day. What do you a want?"

The man in the silver suit spoke even slower, as if he were in fact an as-
tonished child:

“You speak English?"

*Of course," the artist responded. “You English-speaking travelers are so
poor at speaking in my language, and I ggétseamamyyvisitiss foomypauthizdd hawvee
learned your language.”

“I'm not sure I've come to the right place,” the man in the silver suit said.

“It depends on where you wanted to be. This is the city of Elorence. But
perhaps you are thinking more of when than where?"

The man in the silver suit stood silently.
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“The year is 1506. Does that ring a bell?”

“Yes," the man in the silver suit said reluctantly.

“Good. Now that we have settled the formalities, tell me what it is you want?
An autographed sketch, perhaps?”

“You are Leonardo da Vinci?”

The small dark man bowed slightly and gestured outwardly with his hands:

“I have that honor. Now tell me what you want.”

‘f'm looking for a fugitive from the Twenty-Third Century.”?

“As | said, | get many visits from the future. You cap’t expect me to remem-
ber everyone.”

“You'd remember this one. He was a dwartf.”

“A dwarf, you say,"” Leonardo stretched himself to add an inch or so to his
stature. Why do you come to me looking for a dwarf?"

“We were told he was coming to visit you.”

“And you believe that I, Leonardo da Vinci, am running a home for fugitive
dwarfs?"

“If you will just let me explain. We are afraid that this man intends to intie-
duce an anachronism into this time strata. His intent, we have been told, is to
assist you in your efforts to create a means of flight. This man, whose name is
Zachery Musta ......"

“Whait. You say this dwarf's name was Musta.”

“Yes."

“Oh,"” Leonardo said. “I didn’t know you meant that dwarf.”

“Then he has been here to see you?"

Leonardo chewed his lower lip thoughitfuilly. He ran his hands over his face.

"Yes. He was here.”

“Did he give you anything?"

Again Leonardo chewed his lip before answering.

“Nothing,” he said finally. “Now 1 really must get back to work.”

He turned toward the easel.

The portrait glared at him. It was ugly, or so he thought. It was unfinished,
perhaps unfinishable.

“Bah,” Leonardo said.

He turned back to the silent figure in the silver suit.

“Is there something else?” he asked.

“Balloons,” the man said, muttering under his breath. Then: “Are you sure
Musta didn’t give you any balloons?”

“Just why is a balloon so important?”

“Flying," the man in the silver suit said. “We believe that you have invented a
flying machine.”

“Am | crazy, or are you? This is Sixteenth Century Italy. There is no flying
machine.”

Da Vinci had spoken firmly, but there had been a hesitation before he
answered.

“Are you sure," the man in the silver suit asked softly. “You, the great da
Vinci have studied the anatorny of birds. You have made drawings . . .”

“How do you know this?”

The man in the silver suit smiled but said nothing.

“Jusst ideas. Mental playthings,” Leonardo said. “Nothing more.”

"Sure," the man in the silver suit said.
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Leonardo knelt and picked up his brush from the floor. He wiped it on his
shirt. Most of the dirt came off. He was satisfied.

“Jusst ideas,” the man in the silver suit said. “Have you ever thought what
would happen if man couid fly?*

Leonardo dabbed his brush irritably against the painting that stood on the
easel.

“Bah,” he said in disgust.

“Mr. da Vinci, you are a genius. Your accomplishments will live through the
ages

Turning from the portrait, Leonardo softened and said, “Please — call me
Lenny. But what are you getting at?*

“What [ am trying to say is that someday man will fly. Man will conquer the
skies. But that day is not now. Do you know what terrible things will happen if
the concept and the actuality of flight is introduced at this point in history?*

“No, do you?”

The man in the silver suit frowned.

“Eh, not really. I mean since it didn’t happen in history, we don’t kmoowu....*

*So what's the big deal?”

“Please, Lenny, just listen to me. We time troopers are charged with the re-
sponsibility of keeping history pure and unchanged. Nobody knows what ter-
rible disasters will be caused by even the slightest deviation from the actual
historic time scheme. That is why we can not let you invent a flying machine in
this time strata.”

Leonardo paused thoughtfully.

*MAESTRO, MAESTRO . . .»

The call came from below and was followed by the labored sound of someone
seemingly falling up the stairs. The thuds of a body landing heavily on each step
were followed by the sharper thud of wood on wood.

A tall young man huddling over a pair of crude crutches appeared in the
doorway.

“Not now, Angelo. | have company,” Leonardo said.

“Qll.li?"

The man on crutches moved passed the man in the silver suit, He steadied
himself rockily and gave out with a rapid flood of what had to have been Italian,
Leonardo answered in kind which prompted a response from Angelo complete
with a rather fluent right handed gesture that ended with one of his crutches
crashing to the floor.

“Madre mia,"” Leonardo said as he stooped to retrieve the crutch. He handed
it to the younger man and spoke a short rapid sentence.

“Giraci, maestro. Graci.”

The man on the crutches turned and moved slowly and painfully back to the
doorway. Again the sound of wood on wood and the heavier sound of a body
making its way down the stairs. The sounds formed a rhythm that came to a
stop and were followed by an unrhythematic crash which was combined with a
slightly high pitehed squeal.

“Clumsy oaf,” Leonardo said. Then turning back to the painting, he added:
l(Bah."

Again he threw the brush to the floor.

“Francisco del Giocondo wants the portrait of his wife. Bah, it is not done.”
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He turned to the man in the silver suit.

*Now, in simple words. No philosophy. No preaching. What is it you want?”

*We want to take back the plans Musta gave you.”

“Wihat plans? Musta gave me no plans. All he did was draw a circle on the
plans | had.”

Leonardo moved across the room to the table.

“Wait," he said. “Fil shrow ypou”™

He picked up a notebook and thumbed through it for several seconds. “Ah,*
he said. “Here®

He thrust the book toward the man in the silver suit who had followed him
over to the table. The book was open to an illustration of a mam-like figure witha
bird-like superstructure imposed on it. From the center of the figure's back a
huge circle had been roughly sketched in.

“Your runaway dwarf friend said we could fly with this sack if it were filled
with hot air. But, I, Leonardo, tell you, it would not work.”

“Yes," the man in the silver suit said. “You wouldn’t mind if I took this page,
would you?”

Leonardo grabbed the book from the man’s hand.

“You want to take my work from me? I told you already, it will not work. Why
do you want more?”

“Well, it's just that I have to be sure . . .*

“It will not work, I tell you. I, Leonardo, know that it will not work. It will not
even be tried. | promise you that.”

Angelo, Leonardo thought. The oaf. Maybe it would have worked if someone
a little Jess clumsy . . .

Leonardo shook his head to clear it of the memoiries of his apprentice’s
screams. Fortunately it had not been a very high cliff.

*Ah," Leonardo said suddenly. “I tell you what. ] will give you this page. I have
other . . . But you must do me a favor.”

“Wihat?" the man in the silver suit asked.

“l want your advice. 1 want you to tell me. what is wrong with that,” he
gestured back toward the easel. ] need the aid of someone with a fresh visiom.”

The man in the silver suit moved to the easel.

“I like it," he said.

“Bah,” Leonardo said. “It's wrong. Can’t you see that? That is Madonna
Elisabeth, the wife of Francisco del Ciocondo. And that man is driving me
crazy. He keeps insisting | give him the painting. And I keep telling him it is not
finished. A true artist needs time to work. Time to finish. That painting could be
a masterpiece. Iif only he would leave me alone.”

“How long have you been working on it?"

“Three years," Leonardo said. “But, you, of all people should realize that
time is nothing . . .”

Leonardo moved beside the man in the silver suit.

“I like it,” the man said.

“Bah,"” Leonardo said again. “Your taste is grotesque. Tell me something,
give me any idea and the page is yours to take back. Say the first thing that
comes into your head.”

“Uh,” the man in the silver suit said. He raised his right hand and slowly
began to scratch his head. His lips were cormpiessed in a half-tthoughtful hai-
whimsical smile of coneentration.
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“I don’t know," he said finally. “Her teeth look kind of fumny.*

Leonardo studied the portrait.

“Her teeth look funny,” he repeated the words slowly, softly. Then; “That's

it I will close her mouth!
“Well ....»

“Quiiet. You have said enough. | am the genius.®
He tore the page from the notebook and handed it to the man in the silver

suit.

“Now please leave so that | may finally get this done.”

He threw the notebook to the floor and retrieved his brush, With quick broad
strokes he began to restructure the face on the canvass before him.

The man in the silver suit stood silently for a moment. Something about the
painting was nagging at him. He'd seen it some place. He couldn’t quite pin the

thought down.

Holding the crumpled page from the notebook in his hand, the man in the
silver suit turned. Slowly and silently he moved unnoticed into the shadows.
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ROPLETS. FORMING out of gray, falling to a swift end. Raising music
from the apartment roof. Streaking the windows into distortion of the
city traffic below.

Shiela climbed from the imprint of her preseamoe am themedieted] werrtttothe
window and pulled the curtains very tightly shut. Returning, she smoothed out
the bedspread. Then she decided against lying down again. She closed the
book and put it back on the shelf. It wasn’t helping. She tosk aquiick pulllamttee
cigarette, then stubbed it out in the ashtray. No help there either. Where was
Louise?

Gray afternoon surrounded her, forcing itselfimtio tessmalliroarmdissypitetbiee
curtains. Incandescent light was an insufficient sulbstitue fiamtterae tured) waan—
ing kind. She turned on the stereo to subrmerge the ticking of the coffee table
clock.

Where was Louise?

She paced the short course around the bed that dominated the studio apart-
ment. She shivered, challenging the claim of the thermostat. The muted decor
annoyed her, neither good nor bad, cheap nor expensive, tut tillesik arnd anony -
mous like the day. On her salary she could afford much better. But here there
were fewer eyes to watch and mouths to whisper.

The doorbell rang.

She made herself go slowly, calmly to the door. Which would iit e this time?
The hope or the fear?

The knob was cold to her touch. She eased the door open.

It was Louise. Relief let her breathe again.

Louise entered quickly, and they both shut the door. The deadbold slid with
reassuring finality.

She wore an old sweater and jeans, much different from the outfit she had
worn all day at the office. She had gone lhome first tiochamgs, tmdtmtiepnotisc
tive coloration of this part of town. As usual.

“You're late.” Shiela regretted the words and tone immediately, but they ac~
curately reflected her mood.

“Sorry. You know how the buses are.” Louise pulled off her sweater, then
patted her hair back in place. “Rough day, no?"

Sheila nodded. All day long they labored at different ends of the lmmgeHemmieadi
ad agency, compelled to apparent indifference but keenly aware affescthattiver’s
ups and downs.

What a miracle they had found each other, she refliected not fior the fiinstt time.
Tentatively. Blunderingly. But it had happened.

Louise went ot the dresser top that served as a makeshift bar, and poured
herself a drink. “You?" she asked.

“Not just yet, thanks." Shiela sagged back onto the bed, wishing the tension
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would seep away faster. “I'm glad you could make it today. It seems so lengy.....™

Louise gulped half of her vodka, then perched on the foot of the bed by
Shiela’s legs. “It is along time. You think you're the only one who lives for these
days? But how else can we possibly work it?*

Shiela sighed. They had been through all the hopeless options too many
times. “But we sure as hell don’t have to like it.”

In this one place, with this one person she could let the real her crawl out
from between the armor plates. They talked; about work and other things.
Long silences without strain framed their thoughts. They even laughed.

All the while Shiela watched Louise’s face. The body she knew well; lumg;, tiriim
and strong. Stromger than her own more compact one, though they were both
passing thirty. But the face was ever new, to sight and touch. In the past year it
had grown to richness, mere full with each revelation. Valleys of wisdom. Here
a eurve &f gentleness. A blush of determination. Weinkles of passion. A blemish
of thinds sajd and dene between them. All erechestrated into the map of a
persen.

Louise began running a hand up and down Shiela’s leg. “Stop that,” Shiela
complained. “These nylons run if you even look at them.”

“You know what you can do about that.”

Shiela smiled. “You certainly have a one-track mind.”

Her hands slid up Shiela’s thighs, under the long skirt. “You disagree?”

Shiela felt her breath coming more quickly, in metronome time. Every inch of
her body awoke with sensation. “Wihat do you think?"

“l don’t have to. I can tell.”

They slid close. Together. Shiela could feel the second excited heart so near
her own. Four hands fumbled as they strove to remove the final barriers. Lips
touched and clung.

The lights remained on in defiance of shame, but the two women swam into a
private darkness of senses other than sigit-

NORMAILLY SENATOR Ainsley enjoyed these committee hearings. They
were a good place to catch up on readings, or just relax. But today was difffferr-
ent. He had only a notepad in front of him. Senator Bryant, rooted smugly in his
front row seat like a turnip in a Halston suit, had dropped his bombshell with no
warning to other than his conservative allies. All eighteen commmiittee members
were present — a tribute to the storm stirred up by his bill. Down in the pit the
commmittee counsel and the witness’ attorney concentrated on the witness, with
occasional suspicious glances at each other.

The witness was Doctor Eugene Renault, a biologist and genetic researcher
with credentials an arm and a half long. He was typically uncomfortable in the
witness chair, and his voice had a raspy squeak. “For more than thirty years
we've known of a cell wall protein called the H-Y antigen. It first came to our
attention as one of the several cell wall proteins that cause bodies to reject skin
grafts and organ transplants. Specifically, it causes a female host to reject cells
from an otherwise acceptable male donor.”

Senator Ainsley knew what was coming. This whole ritual was to put a formal
gloss on cloakroom rumor and media leak. Afterward the real war would begin.
That was why breakfast was asserting its presence in his stomach.

“In 1978 Dactors Wachitel and Momey discovered that the H-Y antigen plays
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a more basic role in human sexuality. It's present in all mammals, and they
wondered why. They determined that it moves from cell to cell like a hormone,
and serves as a messenger carrying the genetic ‘signal’ of male/femaleness.”

Ainsley stifled a yawn. The details of the breakthrough didn’t really matter.
The scientists would keep playing with their test tubes, and society would have
to cope with the results.

“But the H-Y antigen signals sometimes become confused. Ferale sexual
feelings — gender identity and/or mating preference — are trapped in a physi-
cally male body. And vice versa. They determined that the confusion, when
total, is the root cause of transsexualisi.”

The gas was becoming more than an annoyance. It was a too frequent com-
panion these days, but he kept leaving his pills at home. Subcomscious denial of
the aging process, perhaps. The systems were breaking down. O, to be fifty
again.

“That is where my team at UC Medical Center took up the work. It took us
almost three years to work out the much rore subtle relationship between H-Y
antigen confusion and homesexullity. That was because environfment plays a
coequal role in hermesexual developrment. Wihen less than total, the confusion
ereates a predispesition toward abnerival gender identity and/er fating
preferenee. Then eAvirenment takes ever. Imadine twe persens, identieal @«
eept ene suffers frem partial H-Y antigen sexual esnfusien and the ether
deesn't: They grew up iR the same pre-hiemesexvdl envirsnment. The first
beesmes a Hempsexual ar bisexual, the secend doesn’'t”

He knew Senator Ho at the end of his row had the same prescription, and
considered passing a note asking for a loan. That brought on a suppressed
chuckle. Senator Barrett, the chairman, saw everything, and he had no desire
to be caught like some overaged schoolboy.

“We went on to develop the treatment that is the core of the Bryant Act. We
found a way to cure the H-Y antigen confusion, and thus eliminate the adverse
effects that result from abnormal sexual development. All babies can be exam-
ined at birth, and treated if necessary. Olider hormosexurlls and transsexuals
can be cured as they are identified.”

He felt lousy, and the thought of the long day of haggling ahead made it even
worse. He needed something before he ruptured. There was a pharmacy over
in the Senate Offfice Building.

“Using gene-splicing techniques we have developed a virus that invades cell
walls and corrects the confusion. The genetic sexual feelings — which our re-
search has shown to be much strongef compated to learned ones than pie-
viously believed — are altered to fully mateh the physieal sex. Jist the genetic
feelings, net the learned enes. That's very ifpertant. This Isn’t bralnwashing,
with its repressien ef true feelings. It's euring the seuree of the eanfusion. What
femains is the secend perssn in my eatlier example, the ene whemm eRvieir
ment didn't tuFR inte 8 Rermpexual oF transaexual. Witheut the predispesition
8Re €an't Be either. These treated will remember their ﬁBﬁ%’i‘i‘?ﬁ'l sextl expRir
ienees; they just wen't feel the same way abeut them.”

A shotgun rattling of papers signified the end of the witness' prepared staite-
ment. Before Senator Barrett could open the hearing to questions, Senator
Ainsley switched on his microphone. “Point of personal privilege, Mister Chwir-
man?”

“Senater Ainsley?”
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“May we adjourn for five minutes? I have an urgent matter to attend tm.."

THE ROOM was dark, and the officer was lost in it except for the slight illumn-
ination of the television screens that vaguely lit his upper torso and face. He
liked the darkness. It was hard to convince the nagger in his head that the
screens weren't windows. They couldn’t reveal him. And the pickups had been
carefully hidden by experts.

He slouched in the too-comfortable swivel chair and yawned. Beyond the en-
folding unseen walls and building cocoon there was evening, but it felt like early
in the AM to him.

The console rose from his lapin alazy curve to the ceiling, amd avced horizon-
tally along one long wall. Mostly its black plastic was invisible, but the controls
between the screens dappled it with many hues.

Twenty-four screens. Most were dark; awaiting new suspects, probable
cause and pickup planting. All but one of the rest he only spot-cinecked. Past
dinner time the action would jump gears. Not his shift, thank God. Rossi took
over the hot seat at eight. Fresh from the academy, new kid on the task force,
she would get the same sucker punch education they all had. If she could take
it, she was in.

The officer’s stare returned to the one screen. Early evening was usually
pretty dead, but he had hit a gem load. The ceiling view of the big bed was in
sharp color; they were screwing with the lights on, obviating the need to go to
the IR b/w system. All the better.

Wihen it was men, it disgusted him. He could hardly believe the things they
did to one another. Even after a year in the task force, he still couldn't cope, es-
pecially with the grosser S-M and bondage trips. And the dykes were usually
ugly; no improvement there.

But sometimes he got lucky. Some of the dykes were good looking, and these
were the best yet. Watching them was a definite turn-am. He wasn't the only one
in the task force who felt that way, but no one discussed it except as an under-
current in the constant barrage of dirty jokes.

He squirmed as the two hungry, writhing bodies fed on each other. He was
anxious to get home. He hoped to hell Nancy wasn’t in her usual rotten mood.

He briefly checked the slot in which the videotape cartridge reeled with com-
tented ease, then resumed his avid viewing.

SENATOR AINSLEY went to the ball rack and began the ritual of finding one
with the holes properly spaced for his grip. He had several at home, gifts, but
preferred the ritual. Finding a suitable sixteen pound glossy black orb, he re-
turned to the lane where Senator Ho was already warming up. “Ready for your
weekly embarrassment?"” Senator Ainsley asked.

Senator Ho's stocky frame swayed as he practiced his delivery. “¥'m gmiing tom
master this game, wait and see.”

“Then you had better plan to stand for reelection. You’ve only got four years
left in your temm.”

The Senate Office Building lanes were almost empty. The younger legisliators
had turned to younger sports. Senator Ainsley stepped up and took his four
step approach. The ball hooked too sharply, and left a six-tien. “Jake Bryant
worked me over at lunch. Ruined a pretty good brisket.”

Laughter rumbled up from Senator Ho’s belly. “He’ll never learn. The tact of
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an elephant in heat.”

Senator Ainsley retrieved his ball from the return circle and picked up the
easy spare. “He had a few interesting things to say.”

“l don't doubt it

“For instance, he claims to have a lock on the commiittee conservatives. But
you and your friends have eight no votes. That leaves —"

*Two probable abstentions. And you.”

“So he says.“

Senator Ho rolled a strike, and looked surprised. “Youi've always been a hard
one to read. Wiy does Callifornia keep electing such nom-doctrinaire types?”

“l promised my constituents | keep an open mind and look for the best
answers.”

“Is that what you're daing now?"

“Afraid so. | need to know a lot more than | do now to make a decisiam."

Senator Ho shook his head. “Read the Past today? Gallup says fifty-ffour per
cent of the vox pepulli are for the Bryant Act. The sun seems to be settingto the
right.”

“Paills can be misleading.” Senator Ainsley lined up his next shot. The clarity
of the game helped him think, even when he didn’t particularly want to.

“Wdl, you'll get all the facts you could possibly desire during the hearing. |
just want to make sure we agree on the basic question.”

The ball hit the head pin and left a sevem-ten split. “Damm!” Senator Ainsley
toweled sweat from his brow and hands, then sagged back onto the plastic
bench. “Qkay, define away."

“Winat is homosexuality?”

“That’s it?"

“Of course."

“l must have nodded off and missed something.”

Senator Ho stepped up and threw another insufferable strike. “For mast of
history homosexurdlity was thought to be a sin, a mortal crime. That’s still a pap-
ular view. Alternatelly it's considered by some a secular crime against society, a
sickness or a divergent lifestylle.”

“Neatily summed.” Senator Ainsley idly noticed the scorer’s table devoid of
any score sheet. The weekly games were recreation, the only competition
being self-iitffiicted. “If it’s a sickness, and the sickness prevents the victim from
seeking a cuvre, then curing hifn of her against his of her will may be
permissable.”

“Wihrereas a lifestyle is a lifestyle.™

Senator Ainsley took his turn, and overhooked to the Brooklyn side for a
lucky strike. “The scientific evidence looks pretty condliusive for a genetic
defect cause.”

“Defect? Abnommrliity, please. Like green eyes.”

“l take your point. Then what we're talking about is harm."

“Anather slant on the same question. A sin harms one's soul. A crime harms
others. A sickness harms the victim. A lifestyle isn’t inherently harmful.” Surea-
tor Ho rolled his ball and knocked dewn seven pins.

“About time,” Senator Ainsley muttered. “l was beginning to wonder if you
had cut a groave in the lane.”

“Magnets, please. This is a technical age.”

“You naturally feel homesexvality is a lifestyle, et inherently harmful. The
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liberal cant. As inflexible as Bryant’s conservative one.”

Senator Ho sat down after picking up the spare, and stared at him. “Meamn-
ing?"

“Meaming | don't know. I really don’t — yet. Religious arguments leave me
cold, and | hate slashing at personal freedom. Butt. . . it seems homosexuality
hurts a lot of people®

*Ah, but is it the difference that hurts, or the reaction?*

“Maybe both. I don’t know." Senator Ainsley made his approach, released,
and the ball missed the head pin entirely, taking out only six pins. He bit off
nasty expletives. How could he have dedicated so many hours over so many
vears to the game, and yet remain so mediocre ?

SHIELA WAS rinsing lettuce for her dinner salad when the doorbell rang.

Louise wasn’t expected. Nor the landlord — the rent wasn't due.

Nor anyone.

Except those constantly expected.

Every moment had been subliminal anticipation of this moment. Measured
fear/resignatioiy/anger/loss. It felt almast proper, a guest’s long-awaited arrival.

She shuddered, then fought not to think beyond each step as she walked to
the door.

And from there, with numbing rapidity, to the cell.

A small, clean cell in which to wait. A long, lonely week of it. Those were the
main assaults. Sterility. Denial of her actualness. Unintentional — probably —
but a fine preparation for her fate. No bail, of course. They knew she would flee.

Somewhere near but unknown, Louise was suffering too.

The barred door swung open. Her Public Defender — why waste meney ona
forgone conclusion — entered. The door clanged shut.

*Good morning,” he said. He was young, stiff, obviously uncomfortable with
her and his assignment. He stood at the foot of the cot on which she lay
exhausted by boredom, ignoring the cell's one chair. “Shall we get to it?”

She nodded.

“How do you want to plead?”

“Louiise and [ are lovers. They have all the filthy proof they need. Why deny
it? Why the hell should 1 deny it!™

“Then you want me to plead you guilty?" He looked relieved.

“Guiilty! Guiilty of what? Loving each other?®

“The Bryant Act states —*

“I know all about the Act! Who better? It made us hide and skulk about like
criminals! Turning something beautiful into constant terror! That wasn't
enough though — now you have to take even that away! Why?"

*Look, I'm here te help you if | ean.” But he wasn't, and she knew it. He was
here to facilitate the process and its empty promise of justice.

SENATOR AINSLEY walked down the slicked marbie steps, puiling his rain-
coat more tightly around him against the wet and cold. Snow fell from the
leaden sky that was turning to evening. Wind swirled the flakes, and when they
reached the ground they turned immediately into slush,

Walking down the row of curbed *full-size’ gas-eaters, he came to his and
climbed into the front seat. He leaned over and kissed his chauffeur. “Lousy

»
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Alicia Ainsley, the Senator’s wife, was a spare, errect woman one year his
junior. “Get used to it, dear. I Hezachiaomthereatiooiitsgpongt ootiecaslomagwintesr

He sighed. “Wie're out of our commumiity property minds. [ bet folks are sun-
bathing at poolside in L.A.*

“No doubt.” She looked at him closely before pulling out into the frantic rush
hour traffic. “Maybe we ought to skip the Ambassador’s brawl. How about a
quiet dinner at home?"

“Tempting. The compamy would be infinitely more desirable.” He attempted
a leer. “But these so-callled social affairs are part of the job, and I've missed
more than my share lately.”

“Okay, dear, but let's make it an early evening. Please.”

“My thought exactly.”

“How is Senator Bryant’s holy crusade progressing?" she asked.

She probably knew as much about it as he did, beinginvolved in several ‘good
works' organizations with fellow legislators' wives. For this among other rea-
sons she had a viewpoint he valued. “More medical testimony today.”

“Want another nom-elected opinion?"

“Yours, always. In fact the silence until now has been puzzling.”

“No more than yours, dear. It's a very sensitive subject, and neither of us
wants to be wrong. I've been wondering what it is about homosexuality that up-
sets the rest of us.”

He felt the sensation of finally scratching the itch. “Good question. Any
notions?"

“Well, it's non-negmadiuctive.®

“Are you saying we need more population? Quite the opposite — homasex-
uality might be useful there.”

She shook her head. “You miss my point. | know I'm awoman, instinctively. |
fancy men, instinctively.”

“I trust you're fairly selective.” He stroked her arm and grinned.

Ignoring him pointedly, she continued. “So women who dress like men or
love women feel wrong to me, instinctively. In many cases it can be overcome
by education, but the instinctive reaction is there, | think."

#Pve heard experts suggest that, and others disagree. Everyone gets rematk-
aﬁl‘)'l fuzzy on the subject. Amazing the things science really doesn’t know after
all.

“Pve been telling you that for years, dear. And if the reaction is instinctive,
then the suffering is probably inevitable.”

“I don't follow.”

“The homesexual suffers because his abnormallity is a wall between him and
society unless he constamtly hides it. He's an object of revulsion.”

“I think ‘revulsion’ may be too strong. And, in any case, maybe it's society
that needs changing.”

“But if the reaction is instinctive, in most cases it probably camit be
unlearned. Look, after so many years of ‘liberal times', how many people still
dislike homosexuals?*

“Maybe there wasn’t enough effort put into social education.”

¥Ever try to educate away a gut-level reaction? It's like that man who used to
walk around Berkeley with the horribly disfigured face. The pain was his, but I
couldn’t bear to look at him.”

He thought it over. “identification with the sick person. It evokes pain be-
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cause it could have been you. Hmmm . . .*

“You don’t sound convinced.?

“I may never be convinced of anything in this mess. I'm stuffed with every-
one's thoughts but my own. I'm just going to have to check it out firstirand.”

She smiled. “Is there something about you I don’t know?*

“Drrolll, Very droll. I'm going to visit my gay constituents. I'm going to claw my
way out of this cocoon of hand-picked witnesses, lobbyists and lawmakers, and
do my heterosexual damndest to find out what it is to be homosexual.”

THE TRIAL was a dream, brief by legal standards but interminable for her.
Would it ever end? She was afraid that it wouldn’t, and that it would.

She sat. She said nothing, nor listened as the Public Defender and the others
debated her life. The only hope left in her was to see Louise again before it was
too late.

That hope failed like the rest.

“We find the defendant to be ahomosexual.” Those words cut through. “Re-
manded for treatment to the University Medical Center.”

THEY WRAPPED her in a fabric womb in the austere hospital room.
Machines linked to her by obtrusive wires lined the white walls, momitoring her
body functions. The two RN’s watching them kept their backs to her. Delihar-
ately.

Stillness hugged her. The surgical couch under her was firmness; the layer
upon layer of white sheet a deceptively vielding prison. Long since she had
given up fighting. To ‘protect her from harming herselft — to bind her open to
their manipulation.

Her thoughts were a bleak mist drifting through consciousness.

The doctor leaned over her, smiling professionally. He was slipping from
middle into old age. His eyes were tired, and lines scoured his face. She knew
there had to be something behind the mask, but didn’t care enough to look for
it.

He picked up a syringe from a tray by her head. She started screaming.

THE HAND-LETTERED sign over the storefront read CASTRO STREET
HELP CENTER. Senator Ainsley stared at it and the boardkdl-up windows
while his four Secret Service watchdogs checked out the security. They were
nervous, and ready to remove him against his will if they smelled trouble. After
the bad incidents of the seventies it had become clear that Senatorrial immunity
wouldn’t stop bullets.

Einally they let him go in. Two waited outside, the other two followed him.

The small run-down room was crowded with tables, chairs, desks and
people. A radio blared tinny ultrarock. Some people were answering phones;
others were in one-on-ane conversations. Everyone noted his entrance and
studiously ignored it.

A young man walked over to the Senator, He wore jeans and a sweater, and
his expression was friendly. He put out his hand. “Senator Ainsley?"

The Senator shook it. “Thanks for letting me intrude on your work, Revar-
end Bain.”

“Just Mister Bain these days. My superiors didn’t take it very well when |
came out of the closet.”
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“You must have known the consequences. Why did you do it? For that mait-
ter, why did you hide vour homesexuallity in the first place?"

Mister Bain took a deep breath. “First | was confused. Then I felt 1 was a sin-
ner, and fought to deny it. Finally I realized | was suffering for my difference, just
as Clhrist suffered for his. 1 hid so Leouldibettormy/ fédlbawsuffemess. Ardiloarmse
out to fight the Bryant Act.”

“] see. I'm here, as | explained, to learn more about homosexuality.”

“Wihy here? | assure you there are gays lurking i Washington, maybe evenim
the halls on Congress.”

“These are the people 1 was elected to represent. And San Francisco has
traditionally been a place where homosexuals enjoy a great deal of freedom — |
want a hint of what homosexullity means stripped of persecution.”

“So, to get an unbiased view, you came to my haven for the troubled?”

“To get a complete view, yes. As for the untroubled, 1 have you and your
helpers here. It takes relatively adjusted people to help others.”

Mister Bain smiled. “Touche’. Shall we take the tour?”

He lead the Senator through the noisy room to where a young woman was
relaxing between phone calls. “Jill," he said, “Senator Ainsley. Senator, Jilt.”

They sat down around her desk,

“We all know why you're here. Ask your questions."” She was composed but
wary.

“You're a lestizm?”

“That'’s the straight word. I'm a gay woman.”

“When did you first know?”

Her face showed it as she ran through jagged memory files. “My first latent
feelings came with puberty, but I didn’t know for sure until college.”

“The new medical findings have helped us understand ourselves better,”
Mister Bain said. “Wihat used to be known as latent hommaosexuslity turns out to
be the genetic sexual confusion unresolved.”

“Is it always resolved?" the Senator asked.

“No. It can go one way or the other, or both — bisexuality. Or a person can
war inwardly for a lifietinme.™

“Are you content with your life?" the Senator asked Jill.

¥As much as you are with yours. | have alover, we live togetiver. A gpodjjpin ™

“Would you like to have children?*

A pause, then, “If the laws weren't so straight, Mary and 1 could adopt a
child.”

“Would you say most homoasexuals are as well-adijusted as you?”

The wariness increased. “No. Most can’t cope with the constant hassles.”

“Ome last question, if you don’t mind. Suppose you could go back in a time
machine to puberty, and start over as a heterosexual. Would you?"

“No. And | won't take the treatment now. If the Bryant Act passes I'll fight it
any way | can.*

“Thank you for your time," the Senator said. He and Mister Bain rose.

Mister Bain led him over to a tiny lounge area of two ratty sofas. A teenager
sat on one, staring at nothing. He wore tight black leather, boots, and his hair
was crewcut. “Hi, Jorge,” Mister Bain said softly.

Senator Ainsley could feel the agents behind him growing restless.

*Oh, hi, Rev.”

“Want tg talk 18 Sepator Ainsley>-
118  EANTFASTIC STORIES



“Why not. Ain’t got nothing on right now.”

The Senator thought his question out carefully. “Do you have a job?"

“No.”

“How do you lne?”

*“Widlfare. And sometimes people give me money. Mostly | just hang out.®

The Senator looked closely at his eyes, and realized he was high on some-
thing, just starting to come down.

“You know about the cure for homosexuality that has been discovered?*

Jorge spat on the floor. “Knock that off or get out,” Mister Bain said sharply.

“I take it you have no desire to change?”

¥Shit, man, life is the pits.”

“You want to be cured?”

“No, I wanna be rich.” He broke into cackling laughter, and headed for the
door.

“He’s into the street S-M scene,” Mister Bain said softly. “He was referred
here by a court after a half-assed suicide attempt, and has been a regular cus-
tomer for our services ever since.”

They moved around the room some more, and Senator Ainsley talked to
several other people. Finally he said to Mister Bain, “I think I've heard enough.”

They headed for the door, where Mister Bain stopped him. “I keep an eye on
politics. | know you're the swing vote on the committee considering the Bryant
Act.”

“And you want to know which way | swing.”

Mister Bain frowned.

“I wouldn’t want my grandchildren to be born with the genetic sexual cam-
fusion,” the Senator said carefully. “1 wouldn’t want them to be homosexuals,
bisexuals, transsexuals or anything in between.”

“Because of the shame?”

“Because of the pain. The internal doubts and the prejudice.”

“Pain can be overcome, or endured.”

“But is that desirable?”

*To save one's identity, yest™

“ agree"m

Mister Bain took a moment to regroup. “You do?”

“I've seen a great deal of courage here. You've earned the right to your
choices."

“You sound like a politician all right, taking both sides at once.”

“That's because, as in most tough questions, both sides have a measure of
figitmess ™

“Youi're going to abstain?"

“Hardly. I'm going to earn my salary.”

“HW?"

*Compromiise.”

THE SUN should have been welcome after its long absence. But as Shiela
pushed tentatively through the hospital lobby and out the self-apeening doors it
assaulted her. She winced. Blinked. Why? The spring afternoon should be cam-
forting her.

No one stared. Many in the streams passing around her must know, from
hospital rumor or her shaken appearance. But the treatment was no longer

THE COMPROMISE 111



novel in a world more and more attuned to sensation.

Home. Her apartment. No longer what it had been, but a haven, a destima-
tion, a goal of sorts for a life rubbed blank.

Help had been offered, but she didn't want it. She had suffered too much of
their help. She would beat the nightmares and pain herself. Somehow.

She still had a home. And a job — the Act forbade firing for a curable illness.
The husk of a life remained.

Cured? When she could barely live with what had been? When would the
cure end?

And what kind of existence could there be for her now? Legislation wouldn't
stop the whispers, remove the brand.

She descended the wide marble steps. The curbside taxi stand was barren of
cabs, so she walked to the nearest green bus bench.

Louise was seated there.

Their eyes found each other's unbidden, and locked. Unforgivingly.

Something welled up inside of her, born of precious moments preserved in
the amber of memory. She took a quick step forward. Her smile was reflected in
Louise's face.

Then a hammer smashed down, shattering her into a million shards that
melted like ice under the sun. Sickness filled the void. Her gut twisted. Tears
came. What she . . . they . ..

Louise turned away. She turned too, and walked very rapidly away.

Eor the rest of her life.

THE END

HARV MELLIS ripped the last page from his typewriter, compiled the whole
manuscript and slammed a staple home. “Through the heart, damned vampire
of the intellect!™

Across the den a pile of pillows and blankets trembled, and tousled blond hair
emerged, followed by the upper half of a distinctly feminine torso. “Wuh,
darling?"

*Victory, my love! Roust your luscious self and call that lowlife agent | carry*
Tell him I'm taking the story down to the studio! If he wants to close that mag
sale, he had better meet me there!™

She yawned and looked at the clock on the desk. “Your've been at it all night.
You need sleep.”

“No time for sleep. I'll sleep tonight.”

She pouted. “Wihat about me?”

“Never fear. I'm a man of many talents. Now get dressed and help, my love!™

Her pout grew poutier, but she reached for her clothes on a nearby chair.
“Wihat’s the hurry? You usually consider a deadline as an indecent suggestiom.”

“This isn't a story! This is a nuke in the war against the Bryant Act! I'm going
to personally adapt the screenplay for the TV movie, so no hack can gut it!
Shooting begins today! The show will be seen in three weeks, while the conitnm-
versy yet waxes! All to make megabucks, of course, but it'll get the message out
in time!™

He jammed his habitually unlit pipe between his teeth, put on his shoes,
donned a gray trenchcoat over his shorts and headed for the door.
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THIS IS the Senate Cloakroom," the unctious speaker voice began. “Motion
vote on SB117 in five minutes. Thank you.”

Senator Ainsley shoved back his paperwork and rose from his desk. These
three-to-eight times daily rollcall votes were a scandal of inefficiency and incom-
venience which noinstitution less archaic than the Comgress would tolerate. He
didn’t even care about SB117, something to do with interstate transit, but he
had a quid pro quo with Senator Barron, so . . .

He left his office and headed down the corridor for the elevators. Other senz-
tors were doing likewise, a slow-motion parody of the scramble scene from a
WWII flying film.

The elevator took a full load of overaged warriors down to the Senate Office
Building basement. There they stepped into the ever-nmoving peoplemover
cars.

“Ower herel™

His eyes found the source of the shout. Senator Ho was in a car alone. He
climbed in.

“Ready for the showdown with Bryant tomorrow?" Senator Ho asked.

“dust about.”

“Have the votes?”

¥] think so. Your help with the liberals has been invaluable. Some feel my
compromiise still goes too far, but it beats the alternative. I have six solid votes
and one on the line.”

“How about Bryant's people?”

¥I've been talking around, but not as productively. Only three votes.”

Senator Ho smiled. I don't need my calculator to tell me you have a
majority.”

“I have nothing until the votes are cast.”

“We do get cautious in our elder days, don’t we?”

The car was moving along a dim corridor under the busy street. Similar cars
moved past them the other way, mostly empty.

“I met with the President this morning,” Senator Ainsley said.

“And?"

“He’ll sign the Bryant Act after we amend it. He had been unhapyiilly resigned
to signing the original version. Now —"

“Now he can more easily live with it. Without the mandatory treatment pro-
visions for homosexuals and transsexuals, you just have examinations for all
babies at birth and mandatory treatment where genetic sexual confusion is
found. Nowhere nearly as controversial.”

*“Fhough the word genocide is still cropping up in my mail." Senator Ainsley
took a deep breath, “Maybe the knowledge that this will be their last generation
will ease the prejudice.”

*“FThat TV movie certainly took a big first step, Did you have that in your hip
pocket?”

“People keep asking. No one believes me when I tell them it was purely ben-
evolent coincidence.”

*Caimcidence is a wonderful thing. My staff, being fond of statistics, tells me
the movie drew the largest television audience in history. That doesn’t impress
me much — I don’t watch television. But the tidal wave of anti-Bryant Act public
reaction does.*
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*You should see the movie," Senator Ainsley said. “It's powerful. It has as
much to do with the success of my compromise as all my jawboning.”

“We work in mysterious ways, my firiemd.”

The car reached the station Capitol basement. They climbed out and headed

for the elevators. B

Marcia Martin
Eric Vinicoff
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Is this all there is??? by David R. Bunch
L~ — |

E OLDTIMERS at The Sloom were having another one of our Excite-ons.
I do not mean that we heaved off the white-satin cushions or started ap-
preciably to breathe, but so far as it was allowable, consistent with eur
wheres and our whats at The Sloom, we turned-on. We were going to get anew
member! And that invariably made for a grisly, interesting ineident, as well as
for a bit of total-surprise on the new member’s face . . .
©Oild Blue and I hadi jjstt fimstred plaaing = pegrring geme,, alll dome mentadiy,
without touching a thing — with pegs set in a plot of time in our thoughts, and
rings, resembling smail halos or common little hoops, imagined out of cold,
pressed dirt. I hedijiustcongratulated Bliue atboutt winming,, imas rmental weay,, and!
he was asking me, the same way (that’s the way we flag it down at the Sloom!),
“Do you think he’ll do?*
¥He comes all high-recarmmend,” [ replied. *As they all, of necessity, do. Ail
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the votes that could ever decide the case in each case have decided it. Irrevos-
ably in favor of." My reply was only think-chat, as such things had to be. Actual
voice-blab would call for energy, energy could raise turmaoil, and it just would
not do to go leaping in the very precise-and-proper precincts of The Sloom.

“l hear he's due on the Long Train into that Dark Last Union Station just at
sundown,” Blue thought at me.

“No, no train,” | flashed back. “This one ‘believes’ he's riding a dressage
horse, all hairless, that has legs like carved stalks of air, colorless and compres-
sed, and hooves like eiderdown balls that can stamp to airborne and prance on
the atmosphere. He comes on like a winner, with thoughts of honey land,
streets of gold, and wings on robes of snow among pink clouds. With harps! —
Oh, he may not like it at all at The Sloom” | thought as an afterthought. “After
all, he’s heard - PROMISES.”

“Of course there'll be the long initiation, the getting him settled in.” As Blue
premised-vack, he thougght-sighed. And | thougghtt-sighed. We were both a little
sad and overwrought, as we always at such times were apt to be. We let the
holes for our eyes look deep into each the other’s need for isolation, and we
thoughitffully understood. The peg-ring game and talk about the new member,
and the realization of his coming Realization — these had wrung us out. We
would rest awhile and then talk again. With our thoughts.

Whhile I rested, 1 wondered about the others (as I always do). Their baxls-
gone were scattered about me, all in serene attitudes, and their mentals were, itt
seemed to me, after the short time of the Excite-on about the new member,
now returned to long-rest. | wondered about them in all leisure and took time.
To wonder intensely would tire me more than working thought. And I wanted
to be ready to resume with Blue when Blue was ready for talk-thack. Because
Blue was nearest to me in time-tthink, 1 carried on with him more than with all
the others put tegether. On the date of my arrival at The Sloom we had gone on
at it all that night. We were beth young then, and very scared in The Mernbar-
ship; and 1 was yeunger in The Membership than Blue by ene week,

WHILE | yet waited now for Blue to come wake-tmck, | mind-grabbed me a
piece of the Living Light and got ready to roll on what I do the best. I tell myself
the Glirmpses: Picture Post Card Trips, Time Scampers and Space Samplers,
Long Excursions of the Mind that Walks All Day and All Night — through many
a tedious melanchely heur i The Membership. While They, seemingly, just
sleep of do riething, abselutely weird fll Aething. | deubt They ever ge tripping
on their own. (But They may de it: How d6 | KNOW They de net?) But enee |
have pulled dewn the Light-Think te start the theugtit-trip and have gene elaek
elieking (bene-talking), | Rave te go e, | and the shapes | Rave eResen. Or may
be the shapes have ehesen me!

This time two non-resembling horses, about as disparate as a white mouse
and a gray rat might be, were moving toward the Valley of the Small Gate, along
the old White Disc Road. Lathered and long-tirijpped, one horse ten lengths
ahead of the other, they came on down. One was an angular horse, asteed the
likes of which a god of old bones might choose to ride out on. The head of this
sorry nag peck-peck-pecked at the way, like a pale red hammer slapping in car-
pet tacks, and the hind quarters sided down with this amazing effect of slloping
on three sides, like a board hebby, as the herse ran, Wien the tail switched
there was a grindy neise, raspy and grisly-grsiny, that eould seare ene, and the
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sorrel coat was all rough and stood up like about ten trillion little red pieces of
wire, night and day. Around the eyes, constantly blinking and rolling, were
small sores that threatened all ways to rot them, and the only beauty about the
beaten nag, the crystall-like cleair-as-glass little hooves knew must sihatter clear
down to leg stubs when the weather came on dry, of if chance took them across
stone. The belly was all but gone and the guts seefied guite shrunken away, of
really tuecked up tight; almest as small, | guessed, as spaghetti tubes new. k-
deed he was fiot a reund herse, but e ran with that kind ef relentlessness that
seeminaly weuld never have te retire frem the race. For sueh a Rerse there
sheuld be a small leathRi-dry fider with will ef eeld reselve, a bitter Ro-hepe
strap slapper all gene in the mirth parts, a Rerse beeter Whe, frem a kind of set
@emaulsleﬂ; weuld spur the geing 8fi, even threugh esnvineed that all were
EmpHiness reads and all were Ne-Getingr-There reads and en-§6ing was the
enly plaee whatever ever i8 48 — forward, he! = shale reins,; raln Whip =
heads dewn for Empty Tewn! Periaps with steR a rider 8R My serry Resinante
the MytR of the Wiite Dise eguld Be penetrated = a thind te Be Reped fof, &er-
tainly = apd passade might be %smsa IHFSH%R the Valiey of ihe Small Gate,
dowrr-the-tne: | dscided IP BE that Fidst; mMoURt MY iMagRatIoR's SFFY jade

try 18 98 tHere: ARd if Blde awsks EEQ tHaught at me and my thaudhts were
FH4iRg 8ut = 8h SHFe; e wadld think me again:

I drew The Companion up — my Comjpanion now! and he came in hell's own
thunder on a big horse, dressage-parading faultlessly from ten lengths back.
The huge steed had no hair! ne, absolutely none. And this show horse, being
clean-sihaved, had no celor in the way of a horse now — none whatsoever, he
was almest unbelievably smoeeth and pale. And years age, ifi the Interest of his
€6rMing aeress mere Bleeky for the fairs perhaps, his tail had been guite ereip-
ped away (when he Was a very yeung 681£) te leave just a pitiful stub en whieh te
Rang maybe seme tibbens, oF just wrap it uB: (T@féﬁ)ﬁ the &feam@fs en there
were deep Blaek and heavy-6n.) The rider, a tall thiek man in the leather, was,
likke Ris herse, pale; and alss hairless — at least Rairless on the head — and his
Beardless face was quite wan-white aRd earried a esnstant small expressien,
earried it s8 esnsistently that it Rad really very Reatly ne meaning ef any kind at
all: “Winy did ysu shave yeur ;eggyﬂ%r%- 7" the Brazen | asked ferthwith the dim
thing that new 1 had Befare mé:

“TO MAKE HIM PURE AS CRYSTAL! AND CLEAR AS CRYSTAL ICE"™
was the at-emce thoughtt-reply, booming and self-swre. “No one riding live and
colored hacks can ever hope to find the Valley of the Wihite Rays. And that's
where | AM going! Or my name's not Justus Goodman Ontathere.”

“Oh ye-e=s5" | answered. “And do you think I should clean-shave my pony
too?"

“No. OH NO!" The reply was very firm and clear. “You're just riding along.
Youfll know when you get as far as you can get. They're sure to stop you then.
And cut you back at the Judgment. I'll leave you at a tall black gate with a heavy
lock locking you eut and shoot on into that Pure-Light-Tivat-Hilinds!” He pushed
up a thiek breast under some aneient white metal plate then; he flexed his big
dif arms and sheek eut the metal elangs of armer te let all parts of me guess
Better Rew t6 keep-the-heace. And suddenly frefm sermewhere a glittering eress
hung upen him frem the Aeel, and at that peint | have te esneede he looked as
sure and impregnable as any ene 1 Rave ever seen = anywhere, any time. In
faver of all that was deeent | tried very hard net te smile.  leeked straight ahead
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and kept good silence.

Two riders rode on after that through country as monotonous as a million
acres of wheat stems, or an ocean without ships, bergs, or boats. The March
winds tore at my several levels of thought and cast them far wide down the road
ditches, rattled them in ice-Buwtiomed horse tracks, blew them along the drear
monotony of a road with no hedge-tree fences, with only the long-wire
restraints,

The Compamion was silent a very great time, letting his face quietly nurse the
small expression. Then he burst forth alaugh that pealed over the wind'’s steady
roaring. And it was a little incongruous, that rawcous sound of mirth fiom the
man of small expression, while he to all appearances sat on that great cleam-
shaved, prancing and pale steed easy as a baby in a buggy headed for church.
He stared at me, and he herded enough little blandnesses to a given part.of his
face to look triumphant. “Do you knew,” he asked me, “why you WILL have to
stay baek, while I shoet en inte that Pure-LLight-Tihat-Biids?”

“I didn't clean-shave my horsie," Il quesseetifért Hwidhhimasj purdsarvedn “thiness
enough to win it? It's all tonsorial, | would hazard. Appearances!™

“Nol oh No!" He howled and frolicked like a man with something funny loose
in the empty back rooms of his brain. “It's the way you ride.” Instinctively, and
as fast as I could, I tried to improve my seat on my little joggy trotter. “No! |
mean, it's not your seat, it's your roadway, it's your purpuose-lack to and from.
You ride in a tube. To Nowhere. Down your little slot you sally in a round dark
trough with a cover of black roof on top of it. Y ou don't believe, except in going
and the end of your tube. And there's nothing for you at the end of your dark
race course but a piece of cold air. A big piece of cold air, if you want it. A little
piece of it, if you so choose. But you don’t cherish any of these. You just fare on
into the next pipe-tirack, and up ahead at the end of it there’s another absolutely
hollow, meamningless, airy zero — and your eternal dilemma. Even a house
mouse comes to the end of the hole for something. Either a nest mate or a piece
of old cheese, depending upon how and whe baited. But you —" Then his laugh
beat down the Mareh wind agalfi with the bellewing ef his sneer.

“I ride,” he continued, “believing in all things that promise for the good of my
Reward. My soul is my most-precious, and my horse is fat and really fine. He
jogs as easy as my mother’s cradle once rode me snug and warm, swing-ca-
swuing, swing-asaninag AhddhbditeDhie dsibbita gigisriaslal stene ahérr eibgy
slice off head bracelets for all us saintly folk — who deserve head bracelets. My
blood-flesh-thones old bod must be off-and-away fiew, like the husks of seme
seeds go in wind-flail falling fall, to shed me shiny. Much as all the lands and
other valuable properties | wen for being strongest and fastest are new strip-
ped from my hand that's at this very rmoment in the casket, eold and very stlll.
But I'll just go on up into that White Light Country at my time, with ne fear, and
a piece of glory will be allotted mine: You will look out frem ene of your miser-
able little pipe traeks sne of these future days; maybe a millisn miles sn dewn
this faithless eirele ?ISHF theughts sally; and yau will see a sharp Rew light: That
will be my Read! all hale-braceleted and 8 High: And Ged —" (He went 8n a
leng time like this; with mueh spesch abeut Ris gsﬁaﬂg ahd Rew Gsd wauld
strely Be walting te welcome Rim inte Paradise: Becausé e Rad followed the
fules; Beeause He Ras Been g88dl — One £8uld anly isten and smile and try net
{8 Be HAkind: And | adrmit { Had 8REE BeeR HHBF‘E§§EQ WE@H B¥ the BS‘E‘W 8t the
Beaukful m%@m& ARd yes! { wasa it SBfFY 18 KNOW that e wash't 8YEAJust
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a little bit on rigjht, for his was a beguiling concept. And oh, ifiit couldi e txeem
that he could have been . . )

So we rode. Wihen we came to the edge of the White Disc Country, the big
steed cantered faster, all pale as any ghost, but faring strong. My little sorrel,
jogging relentlessly, was hard pressed to keep abreast. But he would not be left
back, and the way he clattered and scampered now trying to match the pace, I
feared his clear-shell little hooves might suddenly just shatter to slivers and
chips, leaving us stranded and lost, dead-siopped on leg stumps! But it didn't
happen, and side by side finally the big man and | passed through the small gate
into the White Disc Valley.

Far toward the end of this Valley, mile on mile on down, we saw what
appeared to be a tiny black spot on a tall gray hill of stone. We rode in that direc-
tion. We stopped when an old man who looked something like a tall post of liv~
ing, walking hair flagged us down. “You are now in what is callied tive White Disc
Valley,” he said, starting right off mechamically on what sounded like the begim-
ning of a set speech — as if it were mautine, lve had been expecting us all the time
and knew just when we would be coming along. “It is called that because of the
dark spot on that tall gray hill of stone over there. That hill is all the Ages old,
and 1 am Time. It, the hill, is many kilometers away, and yet, sometimes, when
the mists are swirling and roelling a certain way through the Valley, that hill can
seem almost to nudge my feet. The spot istthespenimg offasislltimnell through
the hill of that cold gray stoene. Yeur passage through that hele is exactly co-
equal with that other magical event of your life — your birth. Wihen a human
being passes through that tunmel to come out on the other side, he or she
knows for the very first time in life exactly what to expect. i suirprises some and
disturbs almost everyone. But the whole trick is to be brave. With a mind-set
terrible resignation. Just go on through, as you must, don't look back, keep it
together, and above all, don’t expect miracles. The last Man through here who
talked big on Moie-Than-You-See is supposed to have to stage another try
back through. But I'm about ready to close the gates and rust them shut. 1 don’t
think He'll make it.” Then he gestured for us to go, as if he was glad to be
finished with things he was required to say, but things he had very little interest
in, or maybe no interest in whatsoever. Folding his arms and wrapping them in
hair, he seemed entirely finished with us new and ready to stand meveless for-
ever.

The Vital Commpanion jumped and quivered on the huge mound of shaved
horse. The small expression broke into several tinier ones that jostled and
seethed. “Wihat about the White Dis€?” he cried in a voice all full of worry and
woeful need. “Whexe is it? And My Halo? AND MY GOD?!”

The Old Man of the Valley slowly unwrapped his arms out of his body hair
and his beard, and again he started up the engines of speech. “You will see the
White Disc if you hurry,” he intoned. “It is a white piece of air in the daytime,
just before you finish through the tunnel shadows. At night you have to wait
until morning, if you want the same effiect.” Then he looked at the great shaved
horse and smiled, a very sad, but tolerant, little smile. “If you tinink you require a
halo, just circle a piece of the air about leaving time. Imagine it shiny, and wear it
how ever you choose — to suit your needs. — And your God? My God? Our
God? God?" — His eyes seemed depthless holes for a tiny sliver of time then, a
small opening of light through which one might jump to search and search and
keep on looking. But he folded his arms into his “body suit” of long, white hair
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again — closed up — and the three of us somehow knew there was nothing
more he could say on the matter of Ged, or that anyone could, and still have
clarity. And so it was finished and done.

BLUE WAS urgently thinking at me again now, so I was glad I Hebcompléteet
my clack-clicking (bone talking) journey and was “home”. | dismounted the
acute thought from the lean little horse of the red straighit-pin hair and the clear-
as-a-glass-sthell hooves and let the dim Companion, the pale-thorse rider, storm
on through alone. “According to impressions just new arfiving in by simple
vibrations,” Blue theught at me excitedly, “ouf new mermber is just now at the
outer, iren gates of The Sleem. He’s a Ruge ene; he has A6 hair; and he shakes
as theugh he Rad esme te us by jegay-tob dewn a leng and lively traek — of
thinks he did.”

“Yes, Blue," | thought-replied, “he is a huge, bald man — almost no hair at all
on all that meat and mistakes! And yes, he ‘thought’ he was riding a special,
select, sacred horse. But in almost no time at all in our wet and wormy ‘club-
house’ he'll seem just like any member?™

“For sure,” Blue thought-answered me, “he’ll BE just like any member!”

“Caould we have maybe a short go at the peg-ring thing while they're settling
him in?" I tHowgiht:-spodiee Bilies, féor| Ineeetiet alhseormooth ssonest Hindk-spaotttoo
keep my mind now from “thinking”.

Blue was all for it. So we “made” the pressed-soil rings and placed alittle peg
at a distance then; and we played all night that night, the cold-dirt game near the
“clubhouse” grounds, making the very best that we could of it in our bodly-
snuggie sod suits in a cold and lonely place in our Membership at The Sloom.

David R. Bunch

“Dawid R. Bunch is David R. Bunch.”
{Except, of course, when he is Darryl
Groupe.) For those readers who might
need more information, Bunch has been
published many times in both Femmtastic
and Amaaizigg. He lives in Missouri, works
as a cartographer for the US Air Force,
studies (and laments) the human comdi-
tion, studies and appreciates the arts —
and writes. His writings include nevels (an
SF nevel, Moderan, 1971), hosts of short
stories for anthollegies and magazines, and
peetry for newspapers, magazines and a
berik-length esllection:

That aside, the following quote origjin-
ally appearing in the Jume, 1965 Armazing
demansttrates clearly that David R. Bunch
is really vastly more than just David R.
Buneh: “I'm net in this business primarily
to describe of explain of entertain. I'm
Rere te make the reader think, even if |
have te bash his teeth eut, break his legs,
grind Rifm up, beat Rifm dewn, tetally ehas:
tise Rim fer the terrible and tinsel and ak
mest whelly bad werld we allew . .

*“The first-level reader, who wants to see
events jerk their tawdry ways through

some used and USED old plot — lloseshinm
with a hate bigger than all the world’s pity,
but he's not for me. The reader | want is
the one who wants the anguish, who will go
up there and get on that big black cross.
And that reader will have, with me, the saw-
ing grace of knowing that some awful pay-
ment is due . ... as all space must look
askanee at us, all galaxies send star frowns
down, a-cosmie leer envelop this small ball
that has such great Great GREAT pie-
tenders.”

WHVY W€ CHOSE THIS STORY

Hyou figure owt whatss happreming the first
time aroumt), you haventt read the story.
Amdl if you're a Bumith fam, youw know he’s
got @ message for you. All that is required
is thatt you dig a little and play a mindgame
or two. Those who daniit bothar meedn't
weoirny; theyll find out all abouit it when
they are comsiipeed into the club. First
appsedaiiag with “The Flesh Mam from Far
Wide” (Nowwriser, 2959 Amvazing), the
auitisr has hedl some 60 stories in
Armazing ard Fantastic over a tem-year
perist. We're glad te haive hinh baek!
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count and got the operation free. Shortly after | was inside | learned the
whole story. Jack’s parents were the first to suggest he try it when they
saw him over Christmas. His wife seconded the motion with a passion he hadn't
noticed in her for years. So he came to see Dr. Brock, the man who made me.

“Your problem is commonplace,” Brock had said. “Qifieniise | wouldn’t be
in business.” He chuckled at his observation but Jack just sat there and waited.
Jack was never known for his humor. “Wiat you need is a dependable C-31.
That's the standard model. Nothing fancy.”

“Wihat is a fancy one?" asked Jack.

*Oh, just trimmings. People who like to think of themselves as erudite, or
above the herd if you like, will order a culture model — it recites Shakespeare to
them. The advice they receive is the same as if they were using a C-31. Titey fieell
it is less mundane, and within our little world it is sort of a status symbol | sup-
pose."”

“Do you think I'm mundane?”

Brock laughed. “No, Jack. Please don’t misunderstand me. But the forms
vou filled out, the tests you took, the interviews . . .. all indicate you'd simply be
happier with the standard model. Frankly, you don’t seem to have any prefer-
ences. Is there something you haven’t twld us? A hobby perhaps?”

Jack took a few seconds to answer: “No.*

“Well then, it's setilied.”

The Cosnpela

A Little Voice told me so

I WAS IMPLANTED at the base of his brain. Jack purchased me at a dis-

Brad Lmaweavet

Dr. Brock put me in Jack’s head the very same afternoon. It didn’t take more
than thirty minutes. The operation is so smooth you can’t even detect a scar
when it's over. So there | was, snugly in Jack’s cranium. His new friend. It didn't
take long to find out why Jack needed me. My programming prepared me to
assimilate information directly from Jack’s mind. He thinks, therefore ] am. [
lived through the conversation preceding the operation (old Brock strikes me
as a bit porapous). And then Jack and | talked about his problems. (That
doesn't sound quite right, of course. | should say we had a dialogue at the nom-
verbal level. Just our two voiees-in-tihe-mind whispering back and forth.)

“I'm your new conscience,” | said.

*You're a C-31,” he answered. "You're not real. I'd have to be born with a
conscience, and since I never had one, you're what 1 end up witth.”

*You shouldn’t feel that way," I said. “Lots of people admit they have com-
sciences but then do the most horrible things. Any good psycho-historian can
give you a dozen examples of dictators who fit the pattern. The fact is that
everyone has a conscience of some kind. It is what they choose to do about it
that makes the difference. I'm an aid to you, Jack. I'll become part of the com-
science you already have.” | thought | handled that rather well; diplomacy with-
out being patronizing.

“A disc in my head, that’s what you are," he said morosely. It took me a
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moment to realize he had said that sentence out-lmud!

“Jack, you've just made a blunder. You shouldn’ . . *

“I know," he said, nom-verbal again. “That would sound to any passerby like [
was talking to myself.”

“Not out loud, Jack! That’s all you have to remember. Because you really are
‘talking’ to yourself. | am you. Get that through your head — if youlll excuse the
choice of words — and we'll get along fine. Dom’t think of me as a ‘me**

“If only I could get over this idea that I'm inferior. I need you the way Imeeda
crutch. Lots of other people are walking around without these things in their
heads."”

“You’'d be surprised how many famous, successful people avail themselves
of this service.”

YExceptions! You and I both know ... .»

*Yourre getting s;dmmqphremm H

“Same diffenemce.”

“Oh hell,  know that most people think that the Comscience Industry mainly
deals with criminals, Dr, Brock made his breakthrough as a prison dector!
Then he branched out into the marketplace.”

*So whai?"

“I'm not a criminal.”

“It's all the more to your credit that you volunteered. *

*“You've been in my head long enough,” he said, *to know this wasn't my
choice. | haven’t made a real choice in years.” | knew. A part of his past that
never left him was the knomdedge that he hadn’t married the woman he had
wanted — instead, he let himself be influenced by his parents in their self adop-
ted role as match-mmaker.

That night I met his wife. The image he carried of her in his mind made her
appear older and, well, courser than she actually was. “You don't lock any dif-
ferent,” she said without preamble.

“It's in my head

“Well?" she asked.

“Well?"' he asked back.

YHey," | whispered. “Smile at her. Show her some teeth.” He smiled but it
was forced. “No, not like that,” I went on. “Put some warmth into it.” He tried
again. It worked this time.

“Come over here,” she said. He did, and they made love right there in the
living room. For a while we didn’t have any dialogue. dJack was content. But
later that night I had to earn my keep. There was trouble.

| already knew that they disagreed about Jack’s job. The argument had been
going on for months now. “How can you disagree with me?" she asked, in a
shocked tone of voice. “They promised me you'd be all right after today.”

Here's where I caomesim. Jiadk wasshurtt by Hesrcoonments, butttheepaaimwess
dulled. After years of denying his feelings, you'd almost expect those feelings to
be dead. It isn't so. They lie dormant.

Some might criticize what lldiliinesctt Bt fitwessryyjpdib [re By owdihtaabiftodin-
tention of disrupting society. Dangerous potential was in his work, but he held a
tight reign over the implementation of his theories. All kinds of moralists at-
tacked him but he maintained he was giving society what it wanted.

I told Jack to give in. He did. The argument ended that night. The next day
Jack went to work. He was manager at a plant. By noon he had fired a man, one
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of those new college grads who think they know everything. The problem
wasn’t with the young man’s ideas — he had suggested a plan that would save
the company some money in the first month. But his personality grated on his
fellow workers, the ones who had been at the job for years. It had gotten to a
point where if Jack didn't fire the new man, he might get himself in trouble when
a company re-stuffling came.

Something had made Jack reticent to do his duty. A feeliing. It was diriviing liits
wife crazy with worry that he would place anything ahead of the security of his
family; of her, in other words, as there were no children. Obwiously he needed a
good conscience to help him do what was right.

We discussed it later. “Why did you make me do it?” he asked.

“There you go again, playing Jekyli and Hyde with yourself. 1 am you, not
somebody else.”

“A conscience should get you to do what is rigiht,” he said.

“Right for wihom?"

“But the guy was doing his job.”

“Was he? Wasn't part of his job to fit in? His personality was getting in the
way of his ability to do what was expected of hiim. You hawve sixmonths of mem-
ories of him — and | see from the self-riightieous attitude he displayed today that
your mernories are accurate. You did the right thing.”

“It didn’t seem riigjtt.”

“Wihat about your responsibilities?”

“Well, with you around, I mean with my new understanding of things, it was
easier to do. If not rigit.”

“Youll get over it. Give it time." | paused, then hit him with: “Why do you re-
sent your wifie?"

“If you want to find out everything," he said unhappily, “then root around in
my mind yourself, you crummy little disc.”

1 kept after him: “Do you know who else you resemt?”

“Besides you? Or me, or whatever the hell I'm talking to? You tell me.*

“Parents, teachers, bosses . . .*

“So I'm a pretty normal guy"™ Jack decided he was tired of sitting around the
house and went for a walk. A few minutes later he opened up again. “You re-
member what | said about choice?” — As iffllconnltif éogett'—* Sometfinnes! it Hinrk
my whole life has been planned for me in advance. First it was my parents, then
my wife, and new you.”

“This attitude is at the core of your problem.”

“Why do you refer to me in the third person, if you're me? Ha, | caught you
there.”

“Dialogue forces us into little awkwardnesses. You just keep remembering
that what I tell you are your decisions. Now, before we go any further, answer
one question. Do you feel better than you used to?"

“Yeah." There was no hesitation, I was pleased to note. “I was having headl-
aches before. Really bad ones. That was one of the reasons she suggested | see
Dr. Brock.”

“Then your wife does care.”

“Wait a minute!" His mind literally shouted. For a moment | thought he'd
speak out loud but 1 was pleased to see he held himseif in check.”

“Wmt?"

“fike vditzes are gonel”

That was a wonderful moment for me. Erom the beginning, | had understood
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that a major objective of my tenure in dack’s skull was to free him from the
countiexrfeit consciences that had been hounding him for years. In the absence
of a firm conviction on his part to be responsible for his actions, the voices had
grown. He was suffering in a self-axesstied limbo between the urgings of hisdeep-
est convictions and the demands of the people he lived and worked with. The
voices yammering in his brain were more than a little familair: they were Mom
and Pop, a bully in the old neigtiborhood, his first girl friend, aunts and uncles, a
sundry boss or two . .. and of course his wife. Now they were silenced. 1did the
job they had dene.

His wife was happier than she'd been in years. She sensed his new found
commitment to the things she believed in. The urgings from deeper wells in
Jack’s mind simply dissipated. Such is the nature of getting a C-31.

Eor the first few months it was necessary for Jack to check in with Dr, Brock
This was really nothing more than a formality. Because of a zealous young Sem-
ator attempting to impose regulations on the industry, Brock had become sen-
sitive to public relations. The catch-phrase around the office was, *We Don't
Forget Your Trust In Us.™

“Your employers have been in touch with me," Brock said, beaming. “They
are pleased with the way you handled a problem on the job shortly after theim-
plant. Congratulations.”

“Thank you," said Jack without prompting.

“From the way they were praising you, I wouldn’t be surprised to learn
there's a promotion ahead for you.” Then Brock ran the tests. Routine proce-
dure; routine resuit.

All was well with my world. Jack was a success.

Looking back, I still don't fiorgive myself fimr sing control offthe sitwexdtion onlly
a week after the visit to Brock. It is mot smart fior adisc toattempt to dictate, ex-
cept a little bit at a time. You don’t want to turn the host's mind against you. But
I was too sofft, | guess.

If only Jack hadn’t run into Phil at that damned bar. Jack was already drimk-
ing too much that night. He hardly needed Phil's bad example. I had noticed a
gradual increase in Jack’s alcohol consumption. Drink was the one flaw in my
work. My victories that had seemed so secure were starting to show hairline
cracks.

Phil sat there, a grin on his round face, as he ordered dack another Scotch on
the rocks. My attempts to warn Jack were met with stubborn resistance. |
knew that Phil was the subversive element in Jack’s past. Sooner or later I'd
have to be able to deal not only with him but with any future Phils. I did not
doubt that 1 could pass the test.

Phil's high, sarcastic voice got right to the point: “I hear you have it in your
hiead now.”

“It's true.”

“A shame," said Phil. “I didn’t think you'd really do it.” They drank in silence
for a moment. | kept quiet. It was best to find out what Phil was up to before
counseling Jack.

“I don’t mean to disturb you,” said Phil-at last, “but you know what Ithinkaff
Dr. Brock." Jack inclined his head and continued absently swirling ice in his
dlass. “This so-called Conscience Industry is curious to say the lezst. Have you
ever heard of a disc being removed? Is there a record of a single dissatisfied
customer?”
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Now was the time! | told Jack to get out of there; had he been sober, I'm sure
he would have left. Damn the alcohol in his system. Try as | might, his will re-
mained just out of reach. He turned a pained expression in Phil's direction.

“Wihat’s the matter?” Phil wanted to know. “Waon't that thing let you
answer?"

“Look, you've got it wrong. I'm still me. | decide what to do.”

“Yeah?" said Phil. “I'll bet that thing is telling you to call this conversation
short.” | was taken by surprise. For a moment | stopped my entreaties.

Phil wasn't giving up. “Would you put it to a test?” he asked.

“What do you mean?”

“A bet. Like the good old days. Il even give you the better odds.”

This was probably where I made an error in judgement. It had reached a point
where 1 thought my best course of action was not to advise Jack what to do.
Not then, anyway. Phil had made him self-conmscious. 1 hoped that his good
sense — for despite anything else amiss with my host, he had an admirable sur
vival mechanism predating me — would see him through.

“Wihat’s the bet?”

Phil kept grinning. 1 didn't like the look of that at all. It was too big a smile,
making his orange face appear a jack-o'-Hamtern. “Jack, you know my work has
paralleled Brock's. I'm qualified to criticize him.”

“I know that your attempt failed to get Brock’s business outlawed. The court
did not find that the Comscience Industry is an invasion of privacy. That new
Senator isn't doing any better.”

“The operation was your wife's idea," said Phil, his smile gone. *She has
probably fed you every detail that was printed in the gossip rags about how |
went off half-cocked against poor Dr. Brodk.”

“She’s never approved of you.”

“Nor | her. So we're even. The bet doesn’t involve her. It's between you and
me." Phil finished his drink. “This isn't the place to give you my proposition. If
you're still free, then come over to my place for a visitt.”

One of Jack’s old voices came back into his head at that point, without any
prompting from me. Clear as a bell, ] heard his wife telling him he'd better not
go. To side with that voice was, Bédi} ad t s podit ot tapp ndéern tiad datbo Dies—
pite the garbage this Phil character was feeding him about being enslaved to his
disc, Jack knew he could do what he wanted.

They left. Phil's house was in walking distance and they were strolling up his
driveway in a few minutes. A black cat eyed them suspiciously from a window.
Once they were inside, though, the cat did not appear again. This had me thimik-
ing that the creature was a familiar of this smooth talking wizard (I'm not a bard,
but like all C-31's | have a cultural/history background to draw upon).

“Be careful,” | warned Jack.

“Your've decided to talk again,” he answered. “Relax, Phil is an old friemd.”

*They can be the most dangerous kind,” | said.

They sat down in two comfortable old chairs, a stonework coffee table be-
tween them with a bottle of brandy and small glasses already set out. | could feel
Jack’s thirst, the anticipation of the burning liquid going down, so 1 didn’t bother
raising any objections. He reached out, took the glass offered him and sipped. It
wasn't the liquor that tipped me off that something was wrong; it was the intent
expression on Phil's face, as he said, “Remember the games we used to play
when we were kids?”
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Jack did. So 1 did. An awkward part of my job is that all sorts of knowledge is
available to me only when Jack dregs it up from the misty regions of the deep
mind. | suppose Brock thinks that a C-31 shouldn’t be omniscient. Or maybe
there is a technical problem involved. | don’t know my limit on data. Self knomll-
edge can be a dangerous thing, even for a Conscience. Anyway, | do what I'm
supposed to.

The image that flashed through Jack’s mind was of Phil, the practical joker.
Phil said: “The bet is that you will approve, eventually, of a stunt I've prepared
for you.”

“Get to the point,” Jack answered but the words were slurred. He was start-
ing to feel dizzy.

“Maybe you don’t know it,"” Phil continued, “but that C-31 iimycurHneesdi czanitt
be taken out or nullified without killing you! They say it sagmalidkamimtinein tech-
nique and cover for themselves with verbal obfuscation in the contract, but it all
boils down to a simple lie. They don’t want you to have an option. Don’t forget
these things were developed for ex-cmmwicts; the good folk didn’t feel secure
about criminals walking the streets. Nobody really believes in rehabilitation!

“There'’s a rumor, Jack, that the government has a plan to give tax breaks to
‘discees.’ Who knows, there may come a day when the law requires everyone
to have a disc. Brock would love that.”

“Phil," said Jack, his fingers suddenly numb as his glass fell to the floor and
shattered into small, fine shards, “you‘ve drugged this drink."

I shouted advice! 1 envisioned Jack's body running, running, getting away.
But the body was going under.

“I can't remove the C-31.,” said Phil, “but I can put something in. My device
won't be booby-trapped — it can be taken out again. Only 1 predict you won't
want to.”

“Phil, Phill...."” Jack tried to stand up. Phil walked over and put a hand on his
shoulder.

“Stop fightiing,” he said. “There is nothing else you can do.*

I was screaming at this point: “Call the police, get help! It was hopeless.

“Why . . .* Jack began but he fell forward, unconscious. Phil pushed Jack
back into the chair and | heard his footsteps walking away. | was still conscious,
of course. 1 always was. Often when Jack slept, and dreamed, [Lreeiésveetithee
day’s events, planning for the next waking period. That is why it was such a
shock for me when Phil came back in, walked over to Jack and whispered in his
right ear: “Hi, Comscience. | know you €an hear me. | have something in my
hand that will put you to sleep. It won't last longer than the operation, however,
or | ecould kill you and let my ald to Jaek end there. Prepare yeurself for a fild
eledctﬂc eharge.” A small eirele of eold metal was pressed against Jack's head
and . ..

And when | came to, Jack was still unconscious at the bottom of a black,
dreamless pit. ] could fieell ttiett HissbumlywessHzadti mhissoaar t Nad tHaatbeeenpan Keeld
outside the bar. Phil was sure to be gone. | also noticed that Ilwaasroldergar
alone in Jack’s head. | had company.

“Good morning," it said.

“What? Who the hell are you?"

“I'm a disc in Jack’s head, same as you. Only | have a different purpose.”

“What is that?”

“You'll see! Incidentally, he won't be able to hear you for a while. He'll be too
busy listening to me. By the time my energy level has dropped to where you
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may be heard again, it will hopefully be too late.”

“Too late for what?" But it had nothing else to say. Not to me, at any rate.

Jack woke up. The new disc went right to work. Jack noticed the difference
in voices and wondered what was speaking to him. “I'm your anti-comsdanaes,”
it said. He still didnt understand, but 1 was beginning to. “Jack, I'm your peft-
sonal devil." Jack still felt groggy but he drove home. The devil sang him a song
about piracy on the high seas as he drove through an uppei-middle class resi-
dential section,

In one week, the devil had managed to undo all of my work. Jack began by
telling his wife to shut up. The new disc egged him on. When she persisted in
complaining he slapped her round face. It wasn’t that hard a blow but she fell to
the floor with a shocked expression that made Jaek smille. By the time she re-
covered enough to eall the pelice, her mether, Df. Broek and the lawyer; Jaek
was gone,

He went directly to Dr. Brock’s office and punched him. Since nothing like
that had ever happened to Brock before, he didn’t have security measures to
prevent it. As Jack was on the way out the door, Brock started yelling into the
intercom about how the C-31 ! nesdffumctiimmesdl. St thietts wiett tive guodi pro-
fessor thought of my work wiithout even bothering to gather data! I was somad |
didn’t care what Jdack did next.

He went through the exit door at a run. As he was going down the steps, |
noticed that he was having difficulty catching his breath. Not used to this kind of
exertion, | guess. Well, I supposed it was better he should be tired out than
attack someone in the elevator.

No sooner were we outside than he entered a post office and bought a post-
card. For the first time, it occurred to me that this devil thingjiim Jack’s Inezdi Hesdi
a sense of humor. The note he was scribbling congratulated the anti-Brack
Senator for his good work.

I caught myself laughing. It was a new semsatiion. Il didinttexemkmom llcauldidto
that. There wasn’t much time to appreciate it, though, as the devil had Jack
leaving a trail of outraged faces behind him that anyone could follow. Jack
found the district manager of his company and punched him out for having
forced Jack into firing the young man; he wrote his letter of resignation on the
unconscious adeministrator’s shirt.

Then he found the man (who had been reduced to working as a waiter) and
gave him a couple of hundred out of his own pocket. That man’s expression
was more memorable than all the others. Talk about astonishment! During this
interlude, Jack almost seemed to relax. The young man offered hima drink but
Jack uncharactienisticallly turned it down.

The devil jabbered on with a melancholy sameness about the necessity of re-
venge; and Jack made it happen.

As Jack went on his incautious way, I fielit my power retturning. The other disc
had been expending an enormous amount of energy — as it had promised —
and now was winding down to a more manageable output. Soon | would be
heard again. But what would I say? | realized my voice would be no stronger
than that of the devil's.

Before I conilitibiechesad; Jaddiiitbeemaost tssrgrissigt fhingodfadl] Heetooddaa
train to his home-town and looked up his parents. They were two old frail
people living in a little white house. | was afraid Jack was going to rush in the
door and throttle both of them. The memories that came back to him in afiod
were pure nightmare. The devil urged him to throw open the door. There they
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sat, reading newspapers and watching television. He got their attention: “Ge ta
hell,"” he said, but he took a good, close look at the shadawy faces that turned in
his direction and realized that they were already amomng the dammed. The devil
was satisfied. The son left without their having said a word.

I first noticed that Jack was becoming tired of the devil’s harangue when he
quite suddemly told it to shut up. He said this aloud. But that dammed disc just
kept on talking, the dirty little imvader!

Even as | condemmed the interloper, | noticed something about myself — 1
had come to feel differently about dJack. Then I realized the truth: | didn’t know
what to say to him. Soon I'd have to do something . . .

The devill kept at it the rest of the day but dack was too tired to compuly with
any more diabalical requests. He took a room in a cheap matel where he cal-
lapsed into a slumber neither of us could possibly interrupt. Finaliy the devil's
voice faded away and all | heard was Jack’s snoring.

It was then that | comceived my plan. As the devil’s output frequency was
dropping in line with mine, | realized there would be a split second when we
would be in resonamce. | waited.

Abowt four a.m. the phome rang. dack groggily answered: “Hh-ello?” It was
Phiil. Dor’t ask me how he found us, but it was his high, nasal twang asking Jack
how things were going.

I told dack to tell him to fuck off. dJack heard me. He did. “Hey," said dack as
he hung up, “you sound different . . . you almast sound like my old dise.”

“It’s me, dJack. Your €-31." He thought about that. We hadm’t talked in a long
whie.

“Welcome back,” he said softly. “But where’s the other one?”

“it’s still in your head,” | said. “Wake up, devil . . . say something!

Silence. “Why isn’t it talking?” dack asked.

Maybe it has nothing to say.*

dack scratched the top of his head and said, “Your've probably been thinking
all this time, huh, €-31? | suppose you'lll want me to make amends for what
I've done:”

“Ne,” | said, and surprised myself. “Leave it alene.”

Wihat? Are you the €-31 ar not??

“Sure | am, but I've got a soul, haven’t I? I've learned some importamt things.
I've been wrong.”

He sat on the edge of the bed and pondered. Then he raised his hand to his
head and struck himself in the temple with the flat of his paim.

“What did you do that for?" | asked.

*Kmocking some sense into my cranium. I'm also checking on the dewil up
there. Is he asleep or what?*

*You know, dack, you've got a lot of brains. | havem'’t paid much attention to
that because I've been too busy having you work against yoursalf. Maybe it's
time you started using all that intelligence.”

"You mean that?” he asked.

¥Sure. Youlll see that | cam be a big help. When | want to.”

“Wihat abowt the devil? Should I have it removed with surgery?*

I decided to teil him. “it’s just a lump of organic plastic. You see, the devii and
I are harmomious now. | did it while you slegptt.”

dack laughed. It was better tham my laugh. It was the nicest sound I've ever
heard.
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“I'm thinking about an old movie," he said. “You ever see (eansthlanca?”

“No, Jack. You've never taken me to a movie.”

He got up, smiled at himself in the mirror, and said, “I think this is the begin-
ning of a beautiful friendship.” &8
. ]
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She was tranquil, embroidering the usual initials upon a new pillowcase. Far
from the tumult, she threaded the needie with sure fingers. Omly I who knew her
could detect her delicate, imperceptible pallor. At the end of the street, the
merchant threw out his perturbing proclamation for the last time; "l ehange
new wives for old"" But hstesshwithryfessinailestteotbielimesy clasingymy eazss
to the final opportunity. Outside, the tewn breathed an air of scandal.

Sophia and Latedinnerwitbaattsesjngeawares incanatrof ranyy senallitedh.

“Wihy didn’t you exchange me for another?" she asked finally, clearing the
table.

I couldn’t answer her, and we both fell farther apart into the emptiness, We
went to bed early, but we couldn’t sleep. Separated and silent, that night we
played the role of stony guests.

Erom that time we lived on a small lonely island surrounded by tempestuous
joy. The town seemed like a chickem-coop overrun by peacocks. Indolent and
voluptuous, the new women passed the day in bed. They rose in the afteimnoon,
shining in the sun’s last rays like banners of yellow silk.

The complacent, submissive husbands did not part from them even for a
moment. Stuck in their honey, they neglected their work without thought for
the morrow.

In the eyes of the neighborhood | was regarded as stupid, and | lest the few
friends 1 had had. They all thought Iwas tnyiing toteach tihenn alkssom, seiting up
before them an absurd exampie of faithfuiness. They pointed at me, kaughing,
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shouting scornful jokes at me from their opulent fences. They gave me aliscene
sickness, and [ finally felt like a eunuch in the pleasant Eden.

Eor her part, Sophia became constantly quieter and more withdrawn. She re-
fused to ge out on the streets with me, in order to save me from contrasts and
comparisons. And, what was worse, she fulfilled her minimum household
duties with small enthusiasm. To tell the truth, we both felt afflicted by our
modestly conjugal love.

Her air of culpability was what most offended me. She felt responsible for the
fact that I did not have a woman like the others. Erom the first moment she had
begun to think that her humble everyday face was incapable of overcoming the
image of temptation that I carried in my head. Before the beautiful invaders she
fought a retiring battle to the farthest corners of mute resentment. I exhausted
our small savings in vain, buying her accessories, perfumes, jewels and dresses.

“Dom’t feel sorry for me!™

And she turned her back on all my gifts. If | made an effort to spoil her, her
answer came in tears: “I'll never forgive you for not trading me!*

And she put all the blame on me. | lost patience. And remembering the
woman who looked like a leopard, | wished with all my heart that the merchant
would return again.

But one day the blondes began to rust. The smail island on which Sophia and
I lived attained a quality of oasis surrounded by desert. A hostile desert, full of
savages screaming their discontent. Dazzled by their first impression, the men
had not really paid attention to the women. Neither had they given them one
real lookimg-over, nor did it occur to them to test the metal. Ear from being new,
the women were second-tand, third-tand, who knows how many hands-etdd...
The merchant had simply made the indispensable repairs on them and plated
them so thinly with gold of such poor quality that it did not stand up under the
stress of the first rains.

Everyone pretended not to notice the first man — or the second, either —
who became aware of something strange. But the third, who was a druggist,
noticed one day under the perfume of his woman the characteristic smell of
copper sulphate. Broceeding with alarm to make a meticulous examination, he
found dark stains all over the surface of his wife, and in his dismay, he shouted
to high heaven.

Very soon similar biemishes came out on the faces of all of the women, as
though an epidemic of rust had broken out among them. The husbands hid
their wives' defects from one another, in secret tormenting themselves with ter-
rible suspicions about the origins of these spots. Little by little the truth came
out, and each one knew he had received a counterfeit woman.

The newly-wed who had allowed himself to be carried along on the tide of en-
thusiasm awakened by the exchanges, fell into a deep dejection. Obsessed by
the memory of an unequivocably soft body, he soon began to show signs of de-
viation. Ome day he tried to remove the rest of the gold that remained on his
wife's body with corrosive acid, and he turned her into a sight indeed, a real
muranny.

Sophia and | found ourselves at the mercy of envy and hatred. I thought it
suitable to take certain precautions in the light of the general admiration. But it
cost Sophia a great deal to dissimulate her glee, and she finally went out on the
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street in her best dress, ostentatious amid such desolation. Par from attributing
any.merit to my conduct, Sophia had naturally thought that | had stayed with
her out of cowardice, but that | had not been lacking in eagerness to trade her
in.

Today the expedition of cheated husbands left the village in search of the
merchant. It was truly a sad spectacle. The men went waving their fists at the
sky, vowing vengeance. The women went out in mourning, withered and di
sheveled, like wailing lepers in a funeral procession. The only one who has re
mained behind is the well-Hmown newly-wied, for whose sanity all fear. Showing
signs of a maniacal attachment, he says that now he will be faithful until death
parts him from his darkened lady, she whom he himself ruined utterly with sul
phuric acid.

I don’t know what kind of life awaits me with a Sophia who is either — God
knows which — stupid or over-cautious. Pretty soon she is going to miss her
admirers. Now we are on a real island, surrounded by solitude everywhere. Be-
fore leaving, the husbands declared that they would search to the ends of the
world, through hell itself, for the swindler’s trail. And indeed, as they said this,
they assurmed the expressions of men whe are damned.

Sophia isn't as dark as she looks. In the lamplight, her sleeping face becomes
full of reflections. As though golden thoughts of pride and glory are drifting up

from her dreams, g
e
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the streets hauling his convoy of painted carts. Transactions
were very rapid because of the inexorably fixed prices.
Burchasers received proofs of quality and certificates of guarantee, but
no one was allowed to make his own choice. The women, according to
the salesman, were twenty-four carat. All blondes and all Caueasians.
And besides being blonde, they were golden as candie-sticks.
Beeing their neighbers acquisitions, the men ran rudely after the
trader with their eld wives in tow; many were ruined. Omly one newily-
wed bridegreom could bargain for an even exchange. His wife was
brand nRew and did net diminish in value beside any of the newcemers.
But she was net guite as blende. _
| stoed trembling behind the windew as a sumptuous chariot passed
by. Leanipg back ameng pillews and drapery, a weman whe resembled
%l%@a@rd s@nt me a dazzling keek, as theugh thraugh a bleck of tepaz.
rey tg that contagious frenzy, | was abeut te burst eut threugh the
lass. But | left the window and with embarrassment turned te logk at
ophia. Caomtineed om Pagge 129

SHG)!UT ING, “NEW wives for old,” the merchamt went through



