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editorial 
Elbert Lindsey, Jr. 

As the new Editor of STARWIND I have taken upon 

myself albatrossian burdens and frustrations, if I can 

trust the analysis of the former Editor. However, he and 

I view the operation of the organization differently. 

The Starwind Press is a student organization at The 
Ohio State University, and the reason for its existence 

is to provide a creative outlet for members of the Uni

versity community. The only restriction on this creativ

ity, that the published material be science fiction or 

fantasy, is, to me, a restriction imposing few limita

tions. In science fiction, an author is limited only by his· 

imagination and the laws of logic. In fantasy, even logic 

can be restructured to fit the author's desires. 
Besides offering a creative outlet for authors, the 

organization strives to provide the chance for stu

dents, faculty, staff, and others to become involved in 

the production of a magazine. From ad soliciting to 

editing, to designing, to marketing; all phases of the 

process are an opportunity to learn and to create. 
And because publishing STARWIND is a group ef

fort, one must deal with other people. For the magazine 

to appear regularly, and on schedule, and to meet the 
standards of quality The Starwind Press has set for it, 

all staff members must work well together. We think we 

have, and we are proud of what we have done. 

We would like your opinion. • 
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-

Larry Blankenship 

The young man eased the g rey Ford p ick-up around the 
corner, downshifti ng,  lett ing the truck coast, whi n ing ,  be
tween the rows of ancient two-story houses. He glanced at the 
cli pboard on the seat beside h i m .  2735 Marq u is St. H is  eyes 
roamed over the blistered housefronts as he passed,  search
i ng.  

Near the end of the block, two small boys with plastic rifles 
chased each other i n  ci rcles· around a dead e lm tree. The 
young man let h is  foot rest lig htly on the brake, read i n g  the 
rusty ti n numerals tacked to the tree trunk. 2734. He looked 
again at the cl i pboard and pulled to the curb opposite the 
tree. 

The house he sought was m uch l ike any other on the street: 
tall; Victorian; d i ngy yellow pai nt crazed and peel i ng; wide 
sagg i ng porch .  The add ress was pai nted on the top porch 
step in ti ny, lopsided figu res. 2735. The young man looked at 
the n u m ber, up to the roof, then back to the n u m ber. He 
shrugged, opened the truck door, and stepped into the 
street. 

" Bang ! Bang ! "  
" Pow-pow! "  
" Ka-pow ! " 
The young man lu rched d runkenly, slu m ping against the 

side of the truck, both hands clutch i ng at his heart. The two 
boys retreated , f ir ing off another volley as they d isappeared 
i nto their back yard . The young man s m il ed and fished in  h i s  
pants pocket. Producing a r ing o f  keys, he u nlocked the 
chains that held his ladders in place on the truck rack. 

"Ahoy!"  
The vo ice came from the d i rection of  the yellow house. The 

yo ung man peered under the ladder rack to see a paunchy, 
grey-haired man hobbling down the steps toward h i m .  The 
man was clad only in a pair of green-and-brown plaid ber
mudas. From the waist up,  h is skin was pa:e, the color of 
butterm ilk; h is  legs wer.e sunburned a l ivid p ink. 

The man squ i nted at the lettering on the side of the truck. 
" M r. Crown ! I ' m  B i l l  Kreutz." He wal ked around the back of 
the pick-up and extended his hand. 

"Charlie Zingad," the young man g rasped the hand , shak
i ng it sl ightly. " Crown is just the name of my company. C rown 
Maintenance. I 've . . . " 

"Come to look at my roof. " 
Charlie nodded. 
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"There is nothing quite as beautiful  as ful ly 
developed potentia l .  Do n't you agree?" 

"Well, there it is ,"  Kreutz swept a hand i n  the d i rection of 
the house, " No use looking at it. I want it com pletely re
roofed. "  

"Oh.  I d id n 't notice any damage from down here. " 
"There's no damage, " Kreutz sm iled . 
"Well ," Charlie nodded again ,  ' 'I ' l l  measu re it and g ive yo u 

an est imate. " 
"No need to est imate. Whatever it costs, I ' ll pay. You look 

l i ke a young man I can trust. " 
Charlie chewed at h is  lower l ip ,  ' ' I ' l l  have to know how 

m uch material . . .  " 
"Very well. S u it you rself." Kreutz raised one eyebrow, " I  

d idn ' t  mean to make you nervous. " 
"S u it you rself. "Kreutz turned and walked away. Halfway 

across the yard , he paused, "It takes twenty-three and two
th i rds sq uares, counting the porches. See if you can get 
mauve, or something close. "  He waved and turned back 
toward the house. 

Charlie watched u nti l  Kreutz had gone i nside, then hau led 
his ladder off the rack and carried it across the yard. 

" No. It isn't rai n i ng ."  
"Doesn't i t  look li ke rai n ? "  The voice at the other end of  the 

line wavered on the edge of a chuckle. "Weather man calls 
for rai n . "  

" It's not rai11 ing.  I t  hasn 't been rai n i ng. It' s not going to 
rain .  I have to work today. " 

"Take the day off anyway." 
" I  can 't. 
The voice sig hed , "Yo u ' re too damned dependable, Char

l ie. You ' re going to dependable you rse lf rig ht i nto an early 
grave ."  

"Be seri o u s ,  w i l l  yo u ,  U n cle H i g h ba l l ?  I ' l l  te l l  yo u 
what. .. " 

"What?" 
" Fi rst t ime I get rained out, I ' ll d rive up and we' l l  go fish

ing."  
" I  th ink  I 've heard that song before."  
"Aw, come on ! I have a business to run.  I have to work for a 

l iving . "  
"Are you i m plying that I don't?" 
" No. That's d ifferent."  
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"Okay. You win agai n .  But the next t ime it rains down there, 
you 'd  better show up. I 'll have my gear ready. " 

"Your gear is always ready. "  
" Let's  not q u i bble over a n  iota. Good-bye. " 
The l ine went dead. Charlie sat for a few moments l isten i ng 

to the d ial tone, then h u ng up the phone. He looked at the 
clock hang ing over the refrigerator. The clock said 4 :32. The 
sky was beg i n n ing to l ighten in the east. 

Charlie sighed and began to pack h is  lunch.  

"You ' re here br ight and early this morn i ng ."  
Charlie let the  ladder come to  rest agai nst the eave and 

tu rned to see Bill Kreutz stand ing a few feet beh i nd h i m .  
Kreutz was wearing a burg u ndy crushed-velvet smoking jac
ket. H is  hands were th rust deep into its pockets. 

"I got u p  k ind of early. Telephone woke me." 
" Noth ing trag ic,  I hope. " 
"No. It was j ust my uncle u p  i n  Chesterton .  He wanted me to 

go fish ing." 
" M m m , "  Kreutz nodded thoug htfully, '' I ' m  glad you d idn 't  

go."  There was s ilence for a moment. "You r sh i ngles were 
delivered yesterday afternoon ."  

" I  know. " 
More silence. 
" It must be exc it ing ,  being a roofer, balancing up there on 

that steep roof where one wrong move could be you r  last. 
You must be very ag ile ."  Kreutz gazed d ream ily at the t ip of 
the ladder protrud i ng above the g utters. "Don't you have a 
helper?" 

"No. I 'd j ust as soon work alone." 
"Good, good . . .  Do you read m uc h ?  
" H u h ?" 
" I  was asking if you read very much ,"  Kreutz lowered his 

eyes to C harl ie 's face. 'I ' m  an avid reader myself. I have over 
th irty subscr iptions. Are you fam iliar with Marvel?" 

" Marvel?" 
"Yes. Spiderman,  I ron Man, the Incred i ble H ulk . . .  " 
"Those are funny books, aren't they?" 
" I  prefer to call them g raphic fiction,  but, yes, I suppose 

you ' re rig ht. There are a n u mber of publishers, of course, but 
Marvel is one of the largest. " Kreutz looked thoug htfu l .  " B ut, 
then again ,  D.C.  would probably be the most i nstructive. 
Espec ially Batman . Now there is  an exam ple of developed 
potential. There is noth ing q u ite as beautiful as fully de
veloped potential. Don't you agree?" 

" I  suppose. " 
" Especially potential such as you rs, M r. Zingad . "  
Charl ie's eyes narrowed . " Potential for what?" 
"Don't be nervous. " 
" I ' m  not nervous." 
"Yes." 
" Potential for what?" 
" Potential to excel ,"  Kreutz poi nted a f inger at the blank 

morn i ng sky. "With proper development, we could all excel , 
provid ing we started early enoug h. But all that can wait. With 
a l ittle study, I ' m  sure you ' ll see my poi nt. Why don't you let 
me loan you some read ing material?"  

"Well, I don ' t  have much t ime . . .  " 
"No h u rry ,"  Kreutz sm iled benevolently, ' 'I ' ll p ick out some 

th ings for you ,  a broad spectru m to beg i n  with. You can 
return them anytime. I ' m  sure I ' ll be seei ng more of yo u in the 
futu re. " 

' ' I ' ll be around for a few days, I g u ess. " 
"Wonderfu l !  I 'll go select a few th ings right now." 
Kreutz went back into the house, leaving Charlie feeling 

slightly bewildered , a fee l i ng that stayed with h im throug h 

the remainder of the day. He expected to see Kreutz again ,  
but the day passed without a glim pse of  h i m .  

At fou r  o'clock, a n  hour befo re h i s  usual q u itti ng ti me, 
Charlie packed up h is tools, loaded up h is ladder, and 
clim bed i nto the cab of h is truck. He shot a wary g lance at the 
house. There was no sign of Kreutz. 

Charlie s ighed and lit a cigarette, watching the pale smoke 
c u rl out the wi ndow and fade i nto the open air. He was just 
about to sm ile a sm i le  of relief when, out of the corner of h is  
eye, he caug ht a h i nt of motion. The front door of  the house 
was swing ing open. Charl ie jerked upr ight, jam med the key 
into the ign it ion, and twisted . 

The e n g i n e  convu lsed and d ied . K reutz was str i d i n g 
q u ickly across the yard , a bundle of magazines tucked u nder 
h is arm. Charl ie 's eyes moved frantically over the instrument 
panel, fasten i ng on the choke knob. The knob had been 
pulled all the way out. Charl ie shoved it back i nto posit ion,  
pushed the gas peddle to the floor, and g round the starter. 
The truck strained , sputtered, and d ied again as the pas
senger door opened and a stack of com ic books flopped onto 
the seat. 

"You almost forgot you r  books. " Kreutz winked and g rin
ned. 

"Oh."  
"See you tomorrow! "  
Charlie forced a sm ile.  "Yeah . "  
Kreutz s lam med the door and stepped back. H e  stood on 

the sidewalk wh ile Charl ie got his truck started and pulled 
away. Charlie made a left tu rn at the fi rst side-street, looking 
behind him to where Kreutz still stood. 

"Tomorrow, I go fish ing ."  

"You should get u p  here more often ,  Charlie. You could 
use the relaxation ."  

Charlie crossed his legs, lett ing h is  head rest against the 
trunk of the elderly gnarled oak. In  front of h i m ,  j ust inside 
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the tree's shadow, two l ines sagged i nto the pond 's  brown ish 
water. Charl ie closed his eyes. "I'd l ike to,  but you know how 
it is ." 

" I  know."  U ncle H ighball took a long,  g ulping dr ink  from 
h is bott le of root beer. "What's bothering yo u ?" 

" I  d idn ' t  say . . .  " 
" Look, Charl ie. I know you pretty wel l .  Now, it 's not rai n i ng 

i n  the city. Th is is not your slack season . I talked to you 
yesterday and yo u couldn ' t  spare a day off work. Today you 
show up here with al l you r  gear and two six-packs of root 
beer. It doesn 't take Scot land Yard to fig u re out why you 
came." 

"Alrig ht. " Char l ie drew a deep breath.  " I ' m  doing a roof for 
a g uy named Kreutz and . . .  well, he g ives me the heeb ies. " 

"You ' re okay as long as he doesn't g ive you the jeebies." 
"Ha-ha, very fun ny. You don't have to work for the man."  
"Do yo u ? "  
" No. I cou ld  let them repossess m y  truck a n d  m y  tools and 

my house and . . . " 
"Heaven forb id  that you r  cred it rat ing should suffer !"  
" It 's a l l  really funny, isn ' t  i t? Maybe I could laugh too, if  I 

were you . "  
"Maybe. " Uncle H ig hbal l  took another swig of root beer. 

"What exactly is you r  problem with Kraut?"  
"Kreutz ."  
"Kreutz. Tell me about h i m ." 
Charl ie recounted h is  conversat ions with Kreutz. 
"So what ?" 
"Don't  you th ink  he sou nds a l ittle . . .  " Charl ie looked 

around,  lowering h is  voice, "strange?" 
"You mean you th ink  he's a faggot?"  
" Not necessari ly ,  but  . . .  " Charl ie shrugged. 
" But what?" 
" But what ? Wou l d  you l i ke to work for somebody l i ke 

h i m ?" 
" I  wo uldn 't l ike to work for anybody. lf-1 had to hold down a 

job,  thoug h ,  I wou ldn ' t  g ive a good damn who I worked for ."  
"You can say t hat. You ' re a writer. You don't  have to put u p  

with these weirdos. " 
U ncle H ighball groaned . " Let's  change the subject. "  
"What should I do?" 
"About Kraut?" 
" Kreutz." 
"Don't ask me. I 'm not your g u ru .  Besides, I don 't even see 

yo u r  problem. "  
"Don't  see m y  problem ? You d idn ' t  sit u p  half the n ight  

read ing Spiderman and G reen Lantern and the Incred ible 
Cru d ! "  

" I  wouldn ' t  have m i nded . "  
"Well, I d i d ! "  
"So w h y  d id  y o u  do it?"  
Charl ie frowned. "You're scaring the fish. " 
Uncle H ig hball ch uckled.  " Know what I th ink, Charl ie?" 
"What?" 
" I  th ink  you are the Incred ible Crud."  

The next day was g rey and soggy. Charl ie crawled out of 
bed and stood by the window, watch ing the d rizzle, cursing 
h i mself for going f ish i ng the day before. I t  was going to be a 
long day. 

Charl ie d rove to work.  When he reached Kreutz' house, he 
fo und the man 's  1 963 Rambler parked i n  the dr ive. The gar
age was open and em pty, so Charl ie carried several squares 
of sh i ngles in out of the rain and began cutt ing h is  starters 
and r idge-cap, relieved ,  at least, at not having to face Kreutz. 

J ust before noon ,  Kreutz appeared , " Pretzels?" 
Charlie stared at h i m  a moment. " H u h ?" 
"Wou ld  you l ike some pretzels? They're great with the root 

beer. " 
"What root beer?" 
Kreutz reached i nto the pocket of h is  tan safari jacket and 
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prod uced a can of Dad 's.  He handed it to Charl ie. "Your  
brand,  I hope. " 

" Every brand is  my brand."  
" I  know, " Kreutz nodded. "Did you have a chance to read 

those books ? You d idn ' t  work yesterday ."  
" I  read them. "  
" What d i d  y o u  t h i n k? N o  . . .  don't even answer that. That 

question is a litt le premature. " Kreutz sat down on a bund le  
of  sh ingles, staring at Charl ie 's feet. After a wh ile he spoke. 
"You wouldn 't t h i n k  it to look at me, but I have a lot of money. 
Oh,  I know it so unds strange, me l iving here, driving t hat old 
Ram bler. But it 's true. I have too m uch money ."  

Charl ie sn ickered . 

" I  was sure there was someth ing bette r in  
l ife a nd I went after it. I was wrong. Not a bout 
there bei ng something bette r, mi nd you ,  but 
a bout what that something was." 

" Don't  laug h . "  Kreutz looked g rave. 
' ' I ' m  sorry. That just doesn 't sou nd l i ke m uch of a problem 

to me. " 
" It is, thoug h .  It 's a terri ble th ing to be old and rich, wanti ng 

so m uch to help the world , but with al l  your potential gone. 
M i ne is gone, d ried up. You don't understand.  I hope yo u 
never do."  Kreutz scraped h is heel across the concrete floor. 
"Did you hear about that mai l  robbery last n ight?" 

" No." 
" It was ghastly. Two men robbed the U .S  . . Mai l .  Do you 

know where the police were?" 
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Charl ie looked blank. 
"Well?" 
" U h  . . .  I don't  know." 
' ' I ' ll tel l you .  They were roust ing d ru n ks. They were writi ng 

out park ing t ickets. They were previewing pornograph ic  
movies. They were doing everyth ing but protect ing the lives 
and property of the people who pay the ir  wages." 

Charlie sat the em pty can on the floor. 
" Do you know how many m ugg ings there were in  th is city 

last year?"  
Charl ie shoo k h is  head . 
"Neither do I .  I stopped co u nt ing at five hundred and 

sixty-n ine. That was in  March ."  Kreutz looked sadly out i nto 
the ra in .  " By the way, what is you r  favorite color?" 

Charl ie puckered h is  forehead . " Blue." 
"Dark b lue? ' '  
" I  guess." 
" I nd igo?" 
Charlie sh rugged. 
"I  was hoping for black, but ind igo w i l l  do. " Kreutz p icked 

u p  the em pty can and got to h is feet. " Well, I ' ll be talking to 
you agai n .  I have a few more th ings I 'd  l ike you to read. Do you 
know who Ben G ri m m  is? I g uess not. But you ' l l  learn . "  He 
walked out i nto the rain .  ' ' I ' ll just go ahead and put the books 
in you r  truck, so that you don't forget them. Alr ight? " 

"Sure. " 
Charlie retu rned to h i s  task, working stra ight throug h h is  

normal lunch t ime. I t  was after two o 'clock when he realized 
he had cut more sh ing les than he needed. 

Charlie Zing ad awoke feel ing ti red and i r ritable . . He had 
slept badly ,  awaken ing several t imes from vag uely upsett ing 
d reams. The d reams i nvolved B il l  Kreutz and a cast of charac
ters from the com ic books he had read the evening before. 
After each d ream , Charlie had d rifted back to sleep,  whisper
i ng prayers for a week of ra in .  

Charl ie rose and stu m bled into the k itchen, stu bbing h is  
big toe on the doorjam b. The comic  books lay i n  a stack on 
the table. The cover of the top magazine featu red a man in 
leopard-skin leotards sq u i rt ing a redd ish foam at a hovering 
pteranodon. Charlie tu rned the book face-down on the stack. 
The back cover was a full-page ad for a three-year subscri p
tion to the Silent Sandsto rm. He picked up the book and 
turned it face-up agai n.  

U nable to eat breakfast, Charlie loaded the com ics i nto h is 
truck and drove to Kreutz' house. K reutz was waiting for h i m  
on t h e  front steps. 

"Are you going to fi n ish up today?"  
" I ' m  go ing  to try." Charl ie looked at the  older man , " I  

brought back you r  funny . . .  you r  magazines. " 
"Yes." Kreutz stared blan kly down the street. 
Charlie sat the com ics on the bottom step and tu rned to go. 
"Charl ie?" 
"Hmm ?" 
' ' I ' d  l ike to talk to you .  You don't  m ind i f  I call you Charl ie?" 
Charl ie shook h is head. 
"S it down , please."  
Charl ie sat down. 
"I suppose you th ink  I ' m  i nsane. " 
" I  . . . II 
" No need to apolog ize. I had hoped to make a good i mpres

sion, but I know I d idn't ."  
Charlie opened h is mouth to speak, but Kreutz motioned 

h i m  to s ilence. 
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"You see, I have a plan.  A wild and wonderfu l 
plan.  I 've worked it out to the last detail .  You 
are my last detail, Charl ie." 

" I  mentioned my theory of potentials, if you ' l l  recall. D id I 
also mention that, in  my you nger days, I was a roofer?" 

" No. " 
" I  was. And I hated it. I was sure there was someth ing better 

in l ife and I went after it. " He shrugged. "I was wrong.  Not 
about there bei ng someth ing better, m ind  you ,  but about 
what that something was. By the time I real ized it, it was too 
late. My strength was gone. So was my ag ility. There was no 
way I could ever return to the housetops. My youthful poten
tial was wasted . 

"That's when I started looking for a roofer. Not just any 
roofer, you understand. The roofer. I had my house reshingled 
by one com pany after another, over and over, probably a 
h u nd red t imes. Then you came along,  Charl ie. Am you sure 
you don't  m ind  m e  calli ng you Charlie ? "  

"No . . .  " 
"Good. I l iked you the moment I saw you .  You rem i nd me of 

a you nger Bill Kreutz: strong,  determined, fearless in you r  
l i n e  o f  work. That was why I gave you t h e  books t o  read, 
hoping yo u 'd  see what I see before it 's too late. " 

"Too late for what? " Charl ie eyed h i m  suspiciously.  
"Too late to use you r  God-g iven potential. Too many 

people let their potentials go, or  m isuse them . Look at Lex 
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Luthor. There is  noth ing  more loathesome than g reatness 
perverted to evi I . " 

"Wait a m i n ute ! Lex Luther's not real ! He's just a funny 
book character ! " 

" Of course he isn't real. Neither is Superman. I'll even grant 
you that they are i m possi ble. So are the H u man Torch and the 
Martian Man h u nter. But look at Batman.  Look at G reen Ar
row, or a half-dozen others. They have no super-powers. 
They have technology and tra in ing .  They are possi ble ! That's 
one of the poi nts I 'd hoped you'd see. Man may never fly, but 
he can leap. And leap he m ust i f  he is ever going to overcome 
his own evil. 

"You see, I have a plan.  A wild and wonderful plan. I've 
worked it out to the last detail. You are my last detail, Charlie. 
You are the man I've waited for . . .  " 

" Now, wait . . . " 
"Hear me out!  I agreed that superheroes are fiction , rig ht? 

Well, Batman is a f ict ion,  but he could be a reality. It would 
only take two ingred ients. The fi rst is money. I have money, 
more than you can i mag i ne. I could take the r ight man and 
hone him to a cutt ing edge. I could h i re all the g reatest 
teachers. Judo,  karate, kung fu,  gym nastics, sky-d iv ing,  you 
name it !  I could have all the r ight equ i pment bu ilt : a Bat
mobile, a Batcycle, all the gadgets for an honest-to-God 
uti l ity belt. All I need is the right man! 

"Imag ine it !  The n ight is dark, clouds hover about the 
moon. An old man totters home from his neighborhood 
g rocery. Out of the shadows steps a man with a gun .  Where 
are the police? They are across town, p idd l ing with prosti
tutes. Is there no hope for the old man ? Is he at the mercy of 
the robber? No ! Suddenly, down from the rooftops swoops a 
masked man, h is  i nd igo cape flutter ing on the n ight air  l ike 
some g reat aveng i ng bird ! Who is th is  man,  this champion? It 
is Zing ad the Roof-Sq uatter! What do you say to that, Charlie 
Zingad ? " 

"Crazy as a bedbug ! " 
" I  don't know, " Uncle Highball propped h is feet up on the 

raised hearth,  tapping h is p i pe in the ashtray on the floor at 
h is  side,  " he rem inds me of a character i n  a story I once 
wrote. Couldn 't  stand i m perfection. He f inally took a felt 
marker and went around correcting the world ' s  spell ing er
rors. You know, l ike s igns that say ' Do not set on display 
fu rn itu re' and ' Reopened u nder new onwer'. This g uy Kruetz 
doesn 't sound l ike you r  average Mason,  but, then agai n ,  I 
wouldn't call h im insane. " 

"Yo u're not h is  Batman cand idate. You're not expected to 
run around rooftops all n ig ht and bushwhack the bad g uys. " 

"You make it sound r id iculous. " 
" It is  rid iculous ! " 
" Lots of th i ngs are r id iculous. " 
"Like what ? " 
"Like the way you l ive now. You're young,  you ' re si ngle, 

you have no responsibilities not of your own making. You 
spend seven days a week beat ing on somebody else's roof 
with a hammer trying to pay off a lot .of debts you wouldn ' t  
even have i f  i t  weren't for the kind of work you do. That is  what 
I call r id iculous. " 

"You ' re not i n  my position. 
"You're damned rig ht, I ' m  not !  But l isten to this! Every t ime 

you have a ru n ny nose, you come up here for me to help you 
blow it. When I do, you don't li ke the way I do it, so you 
complain  that I don't know how you r  snot feels. If you ' re not 
going to l isten to my opin ions, don't ask for them. " 

The two sat i n  silence, Charlie gaz ing d u m bly at the b u ilt- in  
bookshelves on the south wall of  the fam ily room .  

"What would y o u  do if y o u  were me? " 
Uncle H i g hball pouted. ' ' I'm not. " 
" For  God 's  sake, Uncle H ighball ! I need help ! " 
"Alrig ht. You have asked the Oracle, now hear it speak. I 

am a flabb_v, m iddle-aged writer of ch ildren 's stories. When I 
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was a ch ild ,  I had an ambition.  Did you ? " "  
"Yeah, but . . .  " 

"What was it? " 
C harl ie looked em barrassed. " I  wanted to be ... the Lone 

Ranger. " 
"Every ch ild has a d ream l ike that. Don't be embarrassed . " 
"l'm'not em barrassed. " 
"My d ream was to be H i g hball lmperator, R uler of All Men.  I 

would· move through life, doing all things in their season. I 
would labor as necessary and I would fish at will. My m i n ions 
would obey me in all th ings, both in  deed and in i ntent. 
Unfortunately, there were no lmperator's jobs open, so I 
became a writer. " 

"So? " 
"Now I work when I have to; I fish when I want to; and, when 

I want a few m in ions, I write them u p. " 
"Oh. " 
" I  have a feel ing you m issed my whole point, Charl ie." 
" No. I got you r  point. You want me to trade in  a normal ,  

healthy life for a pa ir  of  ind igo longjohns. " 
" Only if they fit. " 
Charl ie l icked h is  li ps. "Have any root beer around? " 
" Fresh out. " 
C harl ie  sig hed. "Kreutz wants me to call h i m  with my 

answer.'' 
"Do you have his roof done? And your money collected ? "  
Charl ie nodded . 
"Then you can call h im and say 'yes' , or not call h i m .  If he 

doesn't hear from you ,  he' l l  know what you 've decided .  If  you 
ever decide. " 

"What's to decide? I told you I think he's crazy, h im and 
his ideas. " 

Uncle H ighball shrugged, "Then why waste my valuable 
t ime, if you're so sure? " 

" I  don't know, " Charlie shook h is head . "I don't know. " He 
rose and walked across the room to stand by the bookshelves 
and stare at the rows of books. More than half of them bore 
the by-l ine of Rufus Zingad .  

" H ighball lmperator? " he chuckled . He tu rned t o  look at 
h is uncle's face. 

Uncle H ighball nodded . 
"That's really strange. " 
"Yes, Cimosabe. " 
They both laug hed .  
"Did they call yo u H ighball when you were a kid ? " 
"Did t hey call you Roof-sq uatter? " 
Charl ie s ighed and rubbed both hands down over his face. 

" Roof-squatter. " He started to g iggle. " Roof-sq uatter! Oh,  I 
g ive up.  Let me use your telephone. " • 
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Robert Weinberg 

Shadow Beast 

The girl sat quietly in the back of the room. I n  the dim 
light of the tavern, she was hardly n-oticed. Her gray shawl 
effectively hid her blond hair and fair features from the 
curious stares of the nearby men. She kept to herself, her eyes 
rivetted on the door of the inn. Earlier in the evening, she had 
.been told that the man she sought would make an appearance 
at this tavern. I t  was not considered proper in 18th Century 
England for a woman to frequent such a place, but there was 
not time to worry about reputations. The girl did not care 
what others might think. lhe lives of many people were in the 
balance. 

Peg Wayne's eyes widened as the door of the inn swung 
open and a black haired stranger strode into the room. The 
man looked about the place with insolent assurance. He stood 
tall, six feet or so, and he was massive of shoulder and arm. He 
was dressed in the somber black of the Puritans, but this man 
was no Puritan. His face was harsh and savage. His thin, 
slanting cheekbones and hawk nose gave him an angular, cruel 
expression. His lips were thin and curved in an arrogant grin. 
His eyes were deep pools of blackness which seemed to 
whisper of some inner evil. The man wore black, for black 
suited him best. There was no need to notice the scabbarded 
sword he wore at his belt to know that this stranger was a 
killer. His very appearance shouted of death and destruction. 

No one stood in the man's path as he made his way to an 
empty table. His order for ale was filled immediately. Though 
few seemed to know who the stranger was, all sensed that he 
was not a man to anger unnecessarily. 

Peg rose from her chair. This had to be the man she 
sought. Swiftly, the girl made her way across the room, 
ignoring the coarse jokes and invitations that followed her. 
Such talk ceased when the speakers saw where the girl was 
going. Sullenly, the men turned back to their beer. Peg 
Wayne stood quietly in front of the dark stranger's table. 
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"There is an evi l  there which is beyond com
prehension. Men are dying with out a clue to 
their slayer. The enti re town is in  a state of 
panic. Only you can h elp us." 

The man looked at the girl in curiosity. He obviously did 
not share the opinion of the others in the tavern about the 
woman's profession. "You want to speak to me?" he asked in 
a surprisingly mild voice. 

"You are the man, Morgan Smith, who is called 'The 
C.ursed of God'?" 

The man nodded, smiling. "I answer to that title. I 've been 
called worse." 

Peg sat down across from the man, trembling in 
anticipation. "I have been looking for you for the last three 
weeks. I have travelled from town to town seeking information, 
about your whereabouts." 

" I 'm flattered," chuckled Smith. "I '� sure, unfortunately, 
that you did not seek me just for my pleasant company." 

"Travellers through my hometown, Druid's Oak, spoke of 
y·ou. They told many tales in my father's inn, and I listened. 
to them all. One man told of how you served Lucifer until you 
were commandedto perform a task which you would not.The 
teller said that now you battle the forces of evil in an attempt 
to break their hold upon your body and your soul." 

Smith's face was grim. He was no longer smiling. His brow 
was furled so that his eyebrows seemed to merge directly over 
his nose, giving him a satanic majesty. 

"The man spoke the truth, or at least part of it." Morgan 
Smith raised his right hand. On the fourth finger, he wore a 
heavy metal ring, inscribed with strange symbols and signs. 
"This ring is my link with Lucifer, Lord of the Dark Forces. I t  
gives me power over certain supernormal forces. I cannot 
·remove this ring. I f  I did so, those very powers which I 
control would turn upon me and destroy me. I am bound by 
Satan, but I will not be ruled by Him! 

"It was an evil bargain. For powers which I desired, I was to 
serve Lucifer in all His wishes. Serve I did, until one order was 
given which I would not obey. There can be no disobedience 
to the wishes of the Dark One. From that day of refusal, I 
became a rebel. I fight the forces of evil for my own sake." 



"Then come with me to Druid's Oak! " the girl cried in 
excitement. "There is an evil there which is beyond 
comprehension. Men are dying without a clue to their slayer. 
The entire town is in a state of panic. Only you can help us. " 

"Perhaps. Let me hear more about this evil of yours before 
I make my decision." 

"The horror began two months ago. When I left my home 
three weeks back, there was no sign that it was ending. I t  was 
on a night of the full moon. The entire town was awakened by 
the shriekings of a man in horrible agony. Otto Crane, the 
blacksmith, was dead by the time the door of his house was 
broken down. He had died in bed, his blankets unruffled, a 
look of utter disbelief and shock on his face. He was the first, 
but he was not the last. 

"Each night of the full moon, another man died. All were 
strong, powerful men, and each one of them died without any 
sign of a struggle. Then, the moon changed her face and the 
murders ceased. The fear lessened. Until the next month, when 
men again started dying. I t  was then that I set out alone, with 
my hopes of finding you and enlisting your aid. These deaths 
are a product of sorcery. Only sorcery can stop them." 

Smith did not even appear to hear the girl's last words. His 
eyes were staring at something not there, his face clouded in 
recollection. 

Shaking the cobwebs from his mind, the man nodded his 
head in agreement. "I will fight this evil of which you speak. 
From what you have just told me, I think I recognize the 
cause. There is dark magic here. A master of evil is preying on 
the inhqbitants of your town. 

"I n the rare book, THE SEVEN PRI NCES OF HELL, pas
sing reference is made to a man known only as "The Master of 
Shadows." This Shadow Lord serves the same evil being who I 
once acknowledged as king. Of more importance is the fact 
that this man is deathless. He is a vampire, one who lives on 
the life forces of others. As long as he can drain the souls of 
strong men, the Shadow Master lives. I believe he is the one 
who is the source of your town's distress." 

Smith rose to his feet. His black eyes were blazing. "Come, 
we must be off. I n  a few days, there will be a full moon. By 
then, we must have arrived in Druid's Oak." The man's right 
hand fell to the hilt of his sword. "We shall see how this 
Shadow Lord I i kes the taste of cold steel! " 

The tavern where Peg Wayne had first heard of Morgan 
Smith had stood deserted for more than a year. The girl's 
father had died and she had gone to live with relatives on the 
other side of town. I t  was in the large front room of that 
building that the two made preparations for the oncoming evil. 

Smith and the girl had made their way into town under the 
cover of falling night. .The few streets were deserted. Druid's 
Oak lived in a grip of terror. No one was about, and Smith 
expressed his approval of the fact. 

"No tales of my presence to reach the Shadow Master," the 
man concluded as he moved tables and chairs to the back of 
the room. "The evil Which he commands will come looking for 
the easiest prey. I will be bait for our trap. " 

The room was a strange sight. All of the furniture was piled 
in the back. The entire front half of the tavern was bare of 
anything that might cast a shadow on the long ·windowless far 
wall. Smith took a lantern and covered one side so that it cast 
out light only one way. He placed the lamp away from the far 
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It was here that shadows had the power to 
aff ect mater ial  objects. I n  thi s c i rc l e, 
shadows were as real as men. It was here 
that shadows cou ld ki l l! 

wall so that it would cast long shadows on the bare wood. 
Smith gave Peg· some last minute instructions. "The one 

thing you must always check is the oil level in the lamp. I t  
must always be filled. The light must never go out. I f  it does, 
my life, and the lives of all in this town, will be forfeit. The 
only other thing you must do is stay behind the lamp. Do not 
let your shadow ever fall on the wall. Stay behind the lamp in 
the darkness. If you don't, not only men will have died from 
the slayer that soon wi I I  be here." 

Smith stretched out on the floor some distance from the. 
lamp. He held his sword so that the sheathed blade laid across· 
his chest, his two hands crossed over the weapon's hilt. Smith 
mumbled some words in what sounded like Latin. He closed 
his eyes. I n  seconds, he appeared to be asleep. 

The door of the deserted inn was open to the chill night air. 
Thin tendrils of fog drifted into the room like ghostly fingers. 
The wind whistled in the darkness. The night was damp and 
uncomfortable. There was a strange expectancy everywhere. 
The mist slowly settled on the floor, giving the entire room a 
sickly grayish coat. Peg shivered and huddled closer to the 
solitary lamp. 

Smith's breathing was growing shallow. The rise and fall of 
his chest became less and less noticeable. The girl stared 
apprehensively at the man. She remembered his command 
never to move into the shadows and thus remained motionless. 
Peg could not discern any movement by the man. To all 
appearances, Smith was dead. 

I t  was impossible for the girl to stifle a scream at what 
happened next. Smith's shadow was moving. The shadow of 
the lying man arose, sword in hand, and walked away from the 
lifeless body. A two dimensional figure kept in existence only 
by the light o·f the one lantern. The shadow moved to the back 
of the tavern. The body still remained, a strange sight, a 
material object without a shadow. 

I n  silence, the shadow man drew his sword and stood facing 
the open door of the room. The shadow was waiting for 
someone, or something. Peg turned and waited as well. I n  a 
few minutes, it came. A nightmare thing, the Shadow Beast! 

Out of the night, from out of the darkness, it was a shadow 
of absolute blackness. A huge monster which slid across the far 
wall towards the unmoving body of Morgan Smith. The beast 
seemed puzzled by the body's lack of a shadow. As the thing 
moved, Peg studied the midnight hunter. 

The monster was a giant cat. I n  many ways it resembled the 
lions and tigers which Peg had once seen in a travellin_g 
carnival. However, the beast had no mane. I t  stood some five 
feet tall at the shoulder. I ts front legs were much more 
developed than those in the rear, giving the beast a somewhat 
slanted appearance. The monster's tail swayed back and forth 
as it moved across the far wall. Peg swallowed hard when she 
noticed two huge fangs that extended downward from the 
creature's upper jaw. Though the girl did not realize it, here 
was the most terrible of all killers that had ever walked the 
earth. The shadow killer was a sabertooth tiger. 

The shadow of Morgan Smith stood awaiting the beast. The 
man's black sword was held out before him. The battle was 
not as uneven as it first seemed. The monster easily 
outweighed Smith and was probably many times stronger 
than the man. However, to get to the man, the beast had to get 
beyond the shadow sword. ,Normally, this WO!:Jid not be too 



difficult a task for a monster as swift as th is tiger. But 
in  a two di mensi onal world,  swiftness made li ttle difference. 
The sword was l ike a bar across the hunter 's path . 

The tiger ra ised its head . Shadow eyes seemed to glare right 
at Morgan Smith.  Soundlessly, the beast roared . It had spotted 
the shadow in the back of the tavern. The battle had begun. 
Shadow beast versus shadow man ! 

Shadow Magic 

For several seconds the shadow tiger stood motionless. I t  
was obvious to Peg that �he creature had never before 
encountered another shadow prepared to give it battle. 
Already, the gir l  was beginning to comprehend the terror 
wh ich walked by night. Th is shadow beast could affect other 
shadows. I t  was uncanny but true. The monster k illed the 
shadows of men ,  bringi ng about; in some un known way, thei r 
death. 

Sm ith 's shadow crouched, sword now held close to the 
belly, point ai med stra ight at the tiger. The scene was l i ke a 
cardboard cutout. Black shadows in  the d im lamplight. Then ,  
the tiger moved forward . 

Sti l l ness, then incred i ble  motion . The shadow beast was as 
fast as lightn ing. I t  took two i ncred i bly fast steps and then was 
in the a ir ,  i ts front paws out, claws extended. The monster's 
huge jaws were open , and they gaped l ike the gates of Hell. 

Fast as the monster was, Morgan Smith was just as quick.  
The same instant that the beast leapt forward, the man moved. 
No action was wasted. The man dropped down to the floor, 
h is body flat, head drawn under h is hands. The shadow beast 
tried to swerve in  mid-a ir ,  but there is no way to turn in  only 
two d i mensions. The creature went fly ing over Smith 's head. 

The creature was wh irl ing around even as i ts legs touched 
the ground,  but it was too late. Smith was al ready up, and h is 
sword WpS a black arc of death . The strange shadow blade sank 
deep into the dar k  body of the monster. The tiger waved a 
paw h igh i n  the a i r, desperately try ing to claV\! its tormentor. 
An unheard shriek from crushed jaws echoed in the shadow 
world. The monster san k  to the floor. I t  did not stir .  A dy ing 
shadow. 

Silently , Peg stared at the giant black shape. The th ing 
was dissolv ing. Slowly , the shadow was melting i n to 
noth ingness. I t  was li ke watch ing ice turn to water and trickle 
away. I n  but seconds, there was noth ing left of the last 
remnant of the world 's most terr ible k i ller. Only the dark 
shadow of Morgan Smith ,  aga in armed wi th his sword, 
remai ned on the far wal l .  

The shadow man walked over to where h is body lay, The 
black form stretched out in exactly the same· position as the 
motion less body. For a few seconds, noth ing happened. Then, 
Smith 's body shuddered. The man began to breath. Life had 
returned. Man and shadow were reun ited. 

A bit sha kily,  Morgan Smith rose to h is feet. He smiled at 
the anxious face of the girl. But,  when he spoke, h is tone was 
gri m. 

" I t  is as I thought. This sorcerer is  the most powerful  
magician I have ever faced. H is powers m ight be even too 
much for me to conquer. That monster was a creature un l i ke 
any I have ever seen , even in  the shadow world.  He must be 
incred ibly powerful, and unbe l ievably old ."  

Seeing the confused expression on  Peg's face, Smith 
continued. "The battle is j ust begun .  I have k illed the monster 
wh ich preyed on the men of th is town, but its master is still 
al ive. As long as the Shadow Lord lives, he can send out 
shadow after shadow on h is grisly errands. We must stri ke 
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now, before he realizes that anyth ing is wrong. " . 
Thei r  desti nat ion was the grove at the edge of tnwn wh ich· 

gave the vi llage its 'name. A ci rcle of oak trees, the area had a 
very bad reputat ion. S mith was qu ite confident that i t  was 
from there that the Shadow Master sent h is min ions. 

· ·sm ith left h is sword at the deserted inn.  H e  took no 
weapons. I nstead , he  had the gi rl carry the same lantern wh ich 
•he,.had used in the shadow fight. "Cold steel will do noth ing 
agai nst th is fiend. Keep the unsh ielded part of the lamp close 
to your body. Light may be our only weapon against h is 
shadows. ' '  

As they walked i n  the dar k ,  damp n ight, Smith spoke. N ot 
d irectly to the gi rl, but aloud so that she might know the 
menace they fought. The man reviewed wh'at I ittle he knew 
about their adversary, try ing to prepare for the u pcom i ng 
f ight. 

"There are two types of shadow magic. The Dru ids knew of 
them both , and they were masters of the art. Si nce then , much 
of the knowledge has been lost. The only bit  I have ever been 
able to learn was the releasing of my shadow from my 'body 
whi ch I used to defeat the shadow monster. 

" Using a lost spell , a magician can prepare a magical 
weapon. This weapon, usually a sword or spear, not only slays 
h is enemy but allows the sorcerer to capture the victi m 's 
shadow as wel l .  That shadow, an integral part of the dead 
man's soul, is forced to serve the wish.es of the Shadow Lord. 
Usually , these shadows have very l i ttle effect on material 
objects. On ly  in  a place of-power can they attack l ivi ng bei ngs. 
However, they can affect other shadows. And that is where the 
other type of shadow magic comes in .  

"A man wi thout h is shadow is a man m issing part of h is 
soul. Such a person is vu lnerable to the desi res of a powerful  
wizard. A sorcerer c�m dra in  the hel pless vict im's soul from his  
body. A man 's sou l is  the essence of h is life force. A being who 
I ives on the souls of others does not die. As long as the 
Shadow Master drin ks the sou ls of strong men, he is i m mortal. 

"Thus, we know th is man 's powers. He sends out the 
shadows of men and beasts he has slain in combat with h is 
magic weapon to k i l l  the shadows of people who cannot 
protect themselves from such efforts. Then , the Shadow 
Master drains the life force from these shadowless people. I t  is 
a dark and powerful magic. " 

The grove was pitch dark.  After they took a few steps 
towards the center, Peg noticed that there was an eerie glow 
in  the a i r. D i m  fi relight seemed to cling to the branches of the 
vast trees. Witchf ire gl istened on the grass. As they made thei r 
way through the grove, the glow grew stronger and stronger. 

The two finally emerged i n  the small clearing at the center 
of the grove. The moon shone down li ke the baleful eye of 
some evil -demon god. Th i rteen half buried boulders rad iated 
wh ite f i re i n  a ci rcle enclos ing a shrun ken red thorn tree. 
Scores of half seen black shapes fli tted to and fro in the 
clearing. At the base of the thorn , a man sat, a long wooden 
spear held i n  h is  hands. H is laughter, deep and sardon ic, 
f loated across the grass, mock i ng them. Here was the Master of 
Shadows. 

Shadow Death 

Without hesitation Smith stepped forward into the ci rcle of 
stone. He turned to beckon Peg forward . . .  and the g i rl was. 
no longer there. I nstead ,  another stood in her place. 

She was beauti ful. Young, shapely,  and·very beautifu l .  Her 
body was soft and supple, wi th heavy breasts and firm th ighs. 
Her sk in glowed golden in the soft light. She was nude and 



seemed to revel in  that fact. E lf i n ,  i mp ish eyes stared into 
Smith 's own . 

"Welcome,  stranger, to the land of shadows, " she laughed 
in  a voice l i ke the tin kl ing of fairy bel l s. 

Sm ith d id not return that gr in .  He looked around in  
annoyance. I t  was as  if he  was in  a pocket of  blackness. Only 
the gir l  was visible. ·A l l  else was dar kness. He stepped forward. 
The gir l 's sm i le widened. 

"Welcome, for al l are wel come here. Rest with me. I am 
yours to give you pleasure." 

Smith took another step forward. As she looked deep into 
the man 's eyes, the g ir l 's sm i le  faded. Smith stepped even 
closer. A flash of worry crossed the girl 's face. " I  bring you 
on ly love," she excla imed , try ing to move back away from the 
giant. 

"And I bring only death ," growled Smith as he grabbed the 
gir l 's arm. I t  was cold ,  terribly col d ,  the coldness of the grave. 
H is other huge hand gripped the naked gir l  by the neck. " I n  
th is grove of power, even shadows may l ive. But i f  they 
l ive, they also can die. I s  that not so?" 

Wi th a sh riek of pa i n ,  the gir l  was gone. I n  her p lace was 
Peggy Wayne. " Release me, " she cried, "Smith, let go!  It's a 
trick. Stop ! "  

Smith laughed , a cruel sound. "Ch i l d 's tricks Shadow , 
Master. Do you th i n k  I cannot judge real i ty?"  Smith 's 
grip tightened. The gir l  sh rieked aga in .  There was a du l l  snap 
and her head hung l i mp in Sm ith 's huge hand. Gr imly,  Smith 
shook the body: "E nough of these- games. Show yourself ,  
coward . �' 

The darkness wavered and was gone. There was noth ing i n  
Smith's hands. Peg Wayne stood close to the adventurer, 
l ook ing at h i m  with beseech ing eyes. 

"You suddenly seemed to disappear. I cou ldn 't see you or 
anyth ing else for that matter. So I just closed my eyes and 
prayed. " 

" Probably the smartest th ing you cou ld do," grunted 
Smi th .  He gave the gir l  a qu ick sum mary of what had j ust 
occurred. "Try ing to fool me with co ld and dead flesh " the , 
adventurer snorted. " I  expected better. Come, let us meet th is 
K ing of Shadow Magic. "  

Peg fol l owed the man , sh ivering in  fear. The gir l  knew 
that th is place was one of those 'places of power' wh ich Smith 
had mentioned. I t  was here that shadows had the power to 
affect material objects. I n  th is ci rcle, shadows were as rea l as 
men. I t  was here that shadows cou l d  ki l l !  

Black shapes swir led l i ke ghosts al l arou nd the advancing 
pai r. Cold hands rubbed across Peg's body. Ghostly voices 
wh ispered i n  the gir l 's ear .. Dark faces peered into her eyes. 
The shadows of many men were here. The shadows of many 
men ,  a l l  with a hunger with in  them. These shadows were j ust 
awaiting the word. They were hungry , h ungry for l ife. 

There were many di fferent types in that strange group. Tal l  
powerful men, wi th long droop ing moustaches and horned 
hel mets, armed with long swords and spears. Jhey wore no 
armor. Peg knew them to be the sea rovers, Vi kings, who 
had ra ided the coasts of England for a thousand years. 

Also armorless were lean savage men, wolf- l i ke in 
appearance. Clad only in furs, even thei r shadows had a 
ruthless, menacing a i r. Harsh sons of E ire, the on ly men ever 
to defeat the Northmen in  a p itched battle. 
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Proud and aloof from the wi ld  menacings of the others 
were the wel l  armored sons of R ome. Clad i n  their short togas 
and body armor, carry ing on ly the short swords wh ich had 
made Roman legions the greatest fight ing forces of the ancient 
wor ld,  a group of such shadows remai ned apart from the 
others. 

Nearly a hundred of the shadows were in  the grove. 
Warriors from a dozen places and ti mes, a l l  under the 
com mand of the Shadow Master. Picts, Germans, dapper 
Renaissance dand ies, all slaves to the Ki ng of Shades. 

The adven_turer and the gir l  stood before the red thorri . The 
Shadow K ing had risen as they approached and stood facing 
them. He smi led. H is weapon of power, a long sta bbing spear, 
was gripped tightly in both hands. H is face, g lowing in  the 
witch l ight, was a harsh , cruel one. Eyes burned red ; su nk deep 
in  h is  face. He was a short man ,  a fu l l  head sh orter ·than Smith ,  
but h is shou lders were as broad as the adventurer 's. H i s  arms 
were l ong and brawny. H is body was scarred in a dozen places. 
He wore on ly a leather loi n-c loth but d id n ot seem bothered 
by the cold.  He was a strange ly barbaric but lordly figure. H is 
laughter r-oared l i ke thunder in  the sma l l  clearing, 

"She amused you ,  did she not, Sm ith ?  Ah, I start led you. 
Yes, I know you, Morgan Smith .  My shadows make f ine spies. 
They hear a l l  and report to me. I have known of your presence 
from the fi rst minute you entered th is town. I sent my shadow 
beast to test your strength . I was not d isappointed. You are 
powerfu l .  And my shadow temptress proved to me that you 
are no fool .  Your shadow wi l l  make a f ine replacement for the 
k i l ler you bested." 

"You seem quite confident of your  powers, " retorted 
Smi th .  "Do you th ink I would have come to th is place if I had 
not been posi tive that you wou ld not be able to harm me? 
Remember, once I too served the Dark One. " 

"Yes, I had a l most forgotten that," mused the Shadow 
Lord. The man cried out a qu ick phrase in a strange tongue. 
Dozens of shadows swarmed around Smith. The man d id not 
even have a chance to struggl e; he was held in an unbrea kable 
grip by the shadows. The Shadow Lord laughed." Here I re ign 
supreme. But, since you warned me, I take no chances. " 

"The R omans defeated the Druids. Your magic is not as 
strong as you th i n k , B lack One. " 

"The Dru ids! " the other man mocked. "You fool .  I taught 
the Druids what l i ttle shadow magic they knew. I am the 
greatest master of shadow magic who has ever l ived ." 

Bragging,  the man continued. "When I was born, monsters 
l i ke the Long Toothed Slayer and the Ha i ry Tusked One ru led 
the earth . Men were l i ke ani mals, fearfu l  for their l ives. Only a 
few dared face the unkn own. Only a few dared pay the price. I 
have served the Dark One since the beg inCl ing of h istory. 

' 'The city of Ys once was my home. I l ived there, 
worsh ipped as a god, unt i l  the fools tried to overthrow me. I n  
my anger, I had my shadows descend upon the city destroy ing 
it. There were great powers in  those days, and in  that battle, 
Ys san k beneath the sea. But, I survived, and my power grew. 

"The Dru ids thought me :the Dark One incarnate. They paid 
me a price,  a price in  l ife, to learn the barest fringes of my 
shadow magic. They were fools, with thei r mumbo-jumbo of 
mean ingless rituals, but their sacrifices gave me strength. And 
the battles they di rected against the Picts and the R omans gave 
me a chance to capture more shadows. 

"You see shadows a l l  about you. Nearly a hundred here. 
There are more, thousands more. Even I can on ly control a. 
certain nu mber at one time, u nless I j ust let them roam wild ; 
as I d id in  Ys. " The man laughed. "They hate me, you know. 
They sti l l  can hate. But as l ong as I am master, they must 
serve. They serve me for al l etern i ty . "  



The muscles i n  Smi th's arms were taut. He was breathing 
deeply. To Peg's eyes, he seemed to be growing bigger. His 
eyes were burni ng bri ght with a black flame. 

The Shadow Lord conti nued to talk. It was evident that the 
man had never before had such a captive. He enjoyed listing 
his tri umphs. 

"The Picts worshipped me as a god! Their greatest ki ng, 
Bri an, of the clan Mac Morn, pai d  me my due in blood to help 
him in his battle with Rome. 

" I  have bargai ned with emperors in a score of lands. My 
influence has been felt-" 

" U p  the lantern! "  roared Morgan Smith in a voice that 
could not be disobeyed. 

Without stopping to think, Peg, who had gone unnoticed 
and thus had remained unbound, raised the lantern high over 
her head. Bri ght yellow light flooded the clearing. 

Normal li ght clashed with witchfire. F or the barest second, 
shadows flickered and weakened in the bright glare. Smith 
lunged forward. No shadow, material or not, could hold this 
man in his full fury. With a bellow, he swept down upon the 
shocked Shadow Master. 

The smaller man stumbled backward. It was too late. 
Smith's hands grasped the man's spear with a grip of steel. He 
wrenched the weapon from the Shadow Master's hands. 
Stu nned, the Shadow Lord darted under the shelter of the red 
thorn tree. 

Like a gi ant statue, Smith stood in the center of the 
cleari ng, the spear held high over his head. He laughed in  
triumph. Shadows whipped around him as i f  i n  some wi ld 
pagan dance. Witchfire flickered and flashed. 

But the Shadow Master had not accepted defeat. F i sts 
clenched together over his head, the man was chanting i n  the 
same unknown tongue he had used to command his mini ons. 
Now they no longer obeyed him. They were slaves of whoever 
held the spear used to capture them. But, Morgan Smith did 
not know the language to command their obedience. And, the 
Shadow Lord was summoning his Master. 

The chant grew i n  volume. I t  echoed through the grove. 
The witchfire on the tree branches burned like hellfire. The 
thirteen stones of power blazed with unholy li ght. Even the 
frenzied shadows suddenly stopped moving. Over the red 
thorn, a blackness devoid of all light, of all substance was 
formi ng. A darkness unli ke .. any shadow, blacker than 
blackness. The One-Who-Cannot- Be-Named, master of the 
Shadow Master, was coming to the aid of his servant. 

" Lucifer! " shouted Morgan Smith in terrible anger. " He 
thinks to summon the Dark One to hi s rescue. His magic lies in 
this  spear - this spear which i s  no more ! " 

With a roar, Smith brought the weapon down hard across 
one knee. Wi th a crack li ke li ghtning, the wooden shaft 
snapped in half. The Shadow Lord screamed like a frigh tened 
animal. The shadow of Lucifer was gone. The witchfire had 
dimmed and now was fading to nothi ngness. The man stood 
alone and fri ghtened beneath the red thorn. 

Qui ckly, Smith pulled the _girl from the ci rcle of thirteen 
stones. The shadows were movi ng. Slowly, they encircled the 
thorn tree. I n  a place of power, shadows could kill. The 
Shadow Master had ru led them with his magic weapon for 
untold centuries. He ruled no longer. The man had bragged 
how the shades hated him. Now, they were free of hi s rule. 
Now was the time for vengeance! 

"Tomorrow, "  Smith said, "the townspeople can di g up the 
stones. That will destroy the place of power forever. The 
shadows are harmless outside such a place. Soon, they will 
vanish to the nothingness denied to them for hundreds of 
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years. Wi th the death of the Shadow Lord, the menace is  
ended. " 

As i f  echoing Smith's words, a shriek of terri ble agony arose 
from inside the place of power. Peg shuddered, but Morgan 
Smith just shook his head without pity. 

' "They are fools. All fools. They think that they can always 
take and never pay. All thi ngs have a price. Lucifer i s  not 
denied his due. Evi l always destroys itself. Such evi l  is self
consuming. It was just a matter of time before the fates caught 
the Shadow Master in hi s own trap." 

Peg Wayne smiled. The fates, with a generous nod to the 
power of Morgan Smith. • 
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IN THE RLD 
The f igu res ran across the Big Board : . . .  CON E D  U P  

1 --CONN INSU R U P  3/4--CORE INC DOWN 2V2--COUNT 
CORP UP 1 1 Y4  . . .  

S i las Evercrombe san k back in  h is flex-seat with a woof of 
expended air and tension.  A corpulent, sweating man came 
rush ing up, wip ing his hands nervously across his form
fitt ing coverwear. 

"Si las !  I just saw the latest pri nt-out. Did that do i t?  Did that 
put you over?" 

Evercrom be sm i led weakly. " I  th ink so, B i l l .  If I 've been 
keeping track of it r ight, that shou ld  j ust about do it. Let's 
check it on the com ptrol ler and make sure."  

He swung over to the worn computer outlet and slowly 
punched in  the data, double checking the n u m bers. B i l l  
sh ifted h i s  weight from one foot to the other, i m patiently. The 
com puter b l inked , ratt led , and coug hed out a printed sheet. 

Evercrom be captu red the plastic f l imsy and stud ied it care
fu l ly, trying not to let h is  features broadcast his exu ltation. 
B i l l  stopped try ing to read u pside-down over the top of the 
printout and fi nal ly stood tapping h is feet expectantly, f inger 
wrest l ing with h imself to keep his hands sti l l .  

"Wel l ?  . . .  WELL ?" 
S i las let his gr in  reveal itself and expand across his face. 

Haru mphing and postu r ing h is ch in in the absence of a d ru m  
flou rish for the proclamation , h e  read , " N ET WORTH : Two 
b i l l ion,  th ree hundred s ixty-fou r  m i l l ion,  n i ne h u ndred fou r  
thousand ,  th irty-th ree dol lars and twenty-two cents." 

" By Getty, i t 's  true ! You 've outdone Clag horne by at least 5 
m i l l ion ! Wait t i l l  that old penny pusher hears about it !" 

"Now B i l l ,  Claghorne's not such a bad sort. Besides, I ' m  an 

older penny pusher than he is. " 
B i l l  wasn't l isten ing.  " I  can see h i m ,  peering at the Board 

l i ke it had started read ing out race results for the dog track ;  
screwing u p  h is  face l i ke the l ights are too bright and wonder
ing why it 's lying to h i m-" 

"Don't get exc ited . He may catch up before the day is  
over. " 

B i l l  looked start led for a second,  then let a derogatory 
smirk smear itself  over his face. "Aw, g 'wan. A Jack Wheeler 
l i ke you ? Tel l  me, Si las, how long have you been at th is?" 

"Oh . . .  prob ' ly about seventy years, I 'd  say . . .  " Evercrombe 
d rawled. 

"Seventy years. Shyst ! You ' re gonna have to drop a few hot 
t ips to your buddy sometime. Right now I have to spread a 
ru mor." 

Bi I I  bou need to h is feet and I iteral ly danced out of the office 
into the roar of the market f loor. The noise was a physical 

presence that swal lowed h i m  up l i ke a huge vat of thick 
syru p. Evercrombe cal led after h i m .  

"Wait ! I t  won't be off icial u nt i l  the end of the day !" But h is 
voice was carried away in  a wash of garbled wheel ing and 
deal ing .  Snatches of man iacal laughter drifted back to h i m  
l ike f lotsam,  interspersed with faint echoes of " . . .  o l d  penny 
pusher . . .  !" B i l l  must have been screaming at the top of his 
lungs for even that m uch to be d ist ingu ishable, but such was 
the atmosphere of intent insanity on the floor of the Stock 
Market that nobody took notice of him except for the few 
startled ,  preoccu p ied sou ls  that B i l l  wou ld  randomly g rab, 
mouth some joyous, indiscern ible babble to, and then dance 
away from l i ke a happy id iot. 



Evercrom be worked for the rest of the day i n  a cu rious state 
of m ixed apprehension and antic ipation ; wait ing for a last
m i n ute-desperation deal of Claghorne's to become appa
rent. It never came. By fou r  o'clock, the usual noise of the 
Market seemed muted ; most of the brokers knew by then and 
were wait ing for the last bel l .  At fou r-th i rty a t idal wave of 
applause rose from the floor and reached Evercrom be in h is  
office. He looked out  and saw the entire assemblage facing 
his office and banging the ir  hands together. He waved hap
pi ly and returned ins ide. 

At last S i las made the cal l to his wife that he had been 
hold i ng off u nt i l  this moment. "H i !"  he bubbled as she ap
peared on the vuphone. " It happened , just l ike I hoped , even 
better than I hoped. I d id  it ! I d id i t !"  

H is wife smi led fai ntly, s l ightly bemused. "Did what ?" 
He tried to calm h i mself, real iz ing he wasn't maki ng sense. 

"That half m i l l  ion shares I bought from the Countoff Corpora
tion ; they spl it ! Went over 1 1  points. Went over 1 1  poi nts !" 

His wife, st i l l  not qu ite fol lowi ng h i m ,  said cautiously, " Is 
that good ?" 

"Good ? !  It's great ! Fantastic ! It put me over the top ! My net 
worth is  h ig her than Claghorne's now !" 

"Wel l . . .  that 's very n i ce. I ' m  very happy for you. Uh, where 
are you now ?" 

' ' I ' m  here at the Market, of cou rse. Don't you u nderstand ?  I 
beat Claghorne. I am now the richest man i n  the world !" 

"Oh. Wel l ,  I always knew you ' d  be the most someth ing  
someday, S i las. Listen,  do you su ppose the 'r ichest man in  
the  world '  cou ld do a l ittle favor for h is  wife ?" 

Even h is wife's lack of enthusiasm cou ld  not quench Ever
crombe's h igh  spi rits. "Yes, of cou rse ! Anyth i ng !" 

"Wel l ,  I u nderstand that that antique table I 've been wanting 
came in, and I won der if you would  stop by and pick it up ."  

" Certai n ly !" 
" Fine.  Come home for supper. Bye. " 
"Goodbye !" 
Her i mage f l ickered and died. Evercrombe became aware 

that people were pou nding on the door. He activated the 
seza-me switch and the door sl id open to adm it three men 
and a welter of loud confusion. B i l l  pranced in, fol lowed by a 
snooper with a mobi le trans-news u n it strapped to his back, 
and final ly ,  Val Clag horne h imself, carrying the trophy. 

The snooper stepped forward and stuck out his hand. 
"Si las Evercrombe ? Glad to meet you . Hal lard Danel , New 
York News Central . Accord ing to the Market ref, you ' re the 
richest man in  the world .  Congrats, and al l that. Cou l d  we get 
a shot of Mr. Clag horne handing over the trophy to you.  Face 
each other and _put your hands on it. Fine. Now, bi_g smi les, 
Wonderfu l . "  

Claghorne relaxed to a t ired smi le. "Congratulations, Si las. 
You ' re the big cheese now." 

"Ha-ha ! Yeah, sou r  mi lk  to you too. I take it you figu re on 
passing me back next week ?" 

Claghorne shook his head . "Not at my age. I ' m  push i ng a 
hundred and feel ing  it. I ' m  going to get out of the Market. 
Twelve years on top is  long enough."  And he left. 

"Now, M r. Evercrom be, " said the snooper, "could we have 
a l ittle background ? L ike, how old are you ?" 

S i las felt a bit s i l ly  with the snoop audio stari ng h i m  in  the 
face over the newsman's left shoulder and the vidscope j ut
t ing out over the right. He fought h is tendency to lean to
wards the mike. 

"And what benefits accrue to the ' richest man in the 
world ' ?" 

" Besides the trophy, my name is entered on the Role of 
Mag nates and I have fi rst option on the Tycoon's Office here 
on the Street. ' '  

"Thank you ,  Mr. Evercrom be, and good luck !" 
Taking the wal kbelt away from the Street, Evercrombe soon 

came to the antique shop and found h imself talking with the 
g rizzled proprietor. 

"Yep, th is is a real f ine table, but there's not much d emand 
for it now. That's real wood, y'know," sai d  the man, tappi ng 
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the table top. " B ut it doesn't fit i n  with the modern decor, 
y 'know ?" 

"Yes. But my wi fe l i kes i t  and I ' l l  be happy to take 
it .  Fine." Pu l l ing out a goods-transferral form he asked, 
"Name?" 

"Si las Evercrombe. That's E-V-E-R-C-R-0-M-B-E. " 
. ' 'Status." 
On impu lse, he b lurted , " I  became the richest man i n  the 

world today !" 
"No kidd i n ?  Oh hey, y'mean on the Street? Yeah ? How 

about that. Wel l  l isten ,  congratu lations. Let me put th is down 
on my luxalot. " 

"No,  no. I cou ldn 't l et you do that." 
"Wel l  then, let me make ya a gift of something here. We got 

some n ice Chi nese bam boo stuff here ; they been un load i ng it 
l i ke crazy to make up for their statecon i m balance. Or how 
about an antique Coke bottle, 'bout two, three h u ndred years 
old maybe. No, h u h . "  

"We cou ldn 't real ly use it. I ' m  not sure where we would  fit it 
i n . Our house isn't  that b ig ."  

"Oh wel l .  1 owe you one.  Here, take you r  ident back and 
I here's your table. Hope you l ike it. Come back now, y' hear?" 

S i las waved and left for home on a crowded rapitrans. He 
had to stand on the way home. He came in  the back door to 
f ind Mz. D i lb i rch ,  their next door neighbor, talk ing to h is wife 
over tea. 

"This tea must set you back on you r  luxalot. Why don't you 
buy the govern ment issue ? I can't see how it tastes much 
different. " 

Evercrombe's wife smiled into her cup. wwell, we don't in
d u lg e  i n  m u c h  e lse and I g uess we' re j ust sort of o ld  
fash ioned .  Wel l ,  hel lo there, " she continued as she saw Ever
crombe com ing through the doorway. 

Mz. D i lb i rch g lanced u p  with a g reet ing,  then stopped and 
did a double-take. "What is  that ?" 

"That ? It's the ant ique table  Nora had me-" 
" No, no. Not that. That. " Ind icating h is  other parcel. 
"Oh.  This is the trophy I won at the Stock Market today. 

Pretty soon,  they ' l l  send me a p laque to put here. We can put 
it in the entryway, so people who visit can see it. It ' l l  say : 
'S ILAS EVERCROM BE, THE RICHEST MAN I N  THE WORLD'.  
And then it' l l  g ive the dates, depending on how long I stay 
there." 

" But what is i t ,  dear ?" asked his wife, frown i ng at it. 
"What is i t?  Why it's an enlarged , gold-plated rep l ica of the 

cu rrency plates for a U.S. dol lar bi l l !  I thought you 'd  recog
n ize it. " 

Mz. D i lb i rch sh rugged. " I  don't know m uch about foreign 
cred it b i l ls ."  

Evercrom be's wife stepped i n  qu ickly. "Wel l  I th ink i t 's  very 
n ice, darl ing .  It's . . .  impressive. " She smi led as she found the 
proper word.  "Although I 'm not s·ure we shou ld put it in the 
entryway. Leave it in your study for now and we' l l  find a place 
for it later. " 

Exit Si las Evercrombe, head shaki ng.  
Mz.  Di lb irch leaned confidential ly over her tea. "Tel l  me, 

hon , ' '  she w'h ispered , ' 'what do they do at the Stock Market ?' '  
"Wel l , "  the other woman poured herself another cup of 

tea, " I 'm not qu ite sure I u nderstand it myself, but it 's got 
something to do with stocks and bonds that change in  i m por
tance according to ' bears' and 'bu l ls , '  or something l i ke that, 
on a ' Big  Board . '  And then they fig u re how much it al l equals 
in dol lars and whoever has the most is the richest man."  

Mz.  D i lb i rch had been frowning harder and harder through 
the whole explanation u nt i l  i t  looked l i ke her forehead would  
crease down the m idd le. She was suspicious that someone 
was putti ng her on, but fi nal ly her cu riosity got the better of 
her and she demanded in exasperation, " But hon, what good 
is it?" 

Mz. Ri lman, Evercrombe's enduring wife, sighed and then 
smi led in good-natured acceptance of fate. "Wel l , "  she 
repl ied , " it 's n ice to have a hobby."  • 





H. H .  Holl is 

The computer readout on the cl ient waiting in  h i s  front 
office was u n bel ievable to Corky Craven. With eyes stuck out 
l i ke a crab's, the you ng lawyer stared at the g raphs, fig u res, 
and terse computerese. DISORI ENTED. That he cou l d  ac
cept. He f l i pped to M rs. Figler's questionnaire. Blah blah,  
blah blah,  blah blah blah,  Ah Ha! AG E :  23 ; MARRI E D ;  CHECK 
HOW LON G :  25. Twenty-five of marr iag e  for a twenty
three year old woman ? 

He fed the readout i nto a sh redder. " I 'd  better see her. 
There's a wiped tape somewhere i n  this setup . "  

Despite her matter-of-fact shape and size and h e r  obvious 
age of about fifty, the cl ient wore an air of disi nterest, almost 
of i nvisi b i l ity, as if she were i n  two places at once. Her sol id ,  
no-nonsense body, midd le-aged and middle-class, was here ; 
her attention was somewhere else. 

In the cl ient's chair  she relaxed , flaccid ,  accept ing,  half
smi l i ng ,  half-attentive. Shees h !  thought the l awyer. She 
came here for someth i ng.  What? 

M rs.  F ig ler's expression became beatifi c. Her face shone in 
some p rocess of transf igu ration ; her energy tu rned whol ly 
inward. 

Corky sat up stra ight. "Yo u ' re floating ! " he said , both i n
cred u lous and indu lgent. I 've seen it a l l  now, he thought. 
Somebody's mother, stoned in  the street. Did she wi l l  to 
come here,  or am I part of a d rug delusion? 

" I  am float ing,  M r. Craven,"  she said ,  i n  the faraway vo i ce 
of one who wants to tal k, but keeps her i nner eye elsewhere. 
"Yes, oh yes, that's the p roblem. I ,  ooooo h h h . "  Her vo ice 
d rai ned off i n  a mixtu re of pleasu re and perplexity. 

"Yes? How can I he lp you ? "  he said .  " Ms. Fig ler, are you 
there?" 

She strugg led back to the su rface, and smi led agai n ,  at 
h i m ,  at herself. "Yes, a l l  right,  hold o n ,  I ' l l  get hold of myself i n  
a mi nute. U n n n h h . "  And she vanished agai n into the seraph ic  
smi le.  

"M izz Figler," Corky said ,  ' ' I ' m  req u i red to cal l a physician 
to attend to a c l ient who is temporari ly incom petent. Is the 
d rug you ' re on p resently classified as a dangerous sub
stance? I can ask my cousi n to step over here from the 
Hermann Professional Bu i ld i ng ,  without sayi ng on the phone 
what I want h i m  for. If th is  is  i nadvertent, or if you have been 
the victi m of an attack or of a wrongfu l ly  prescri bed medi ca
tion, he won't report it unti l tomorrow, and we' l l  have twenty
fou r  hours to straighten it out. _ I don't th ink I dare just g ive you 
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a comeout, because l don 't know what you ' re floati ng on ,  and 
I ' m  afraid you can 't tel l  me. Can you tel l  .me?" 

" Don't cal l .  U rn .  Hold on.  Not d rug.  Problem. Ummm. l want 
to keep the th ing ."  

"You want to keep you r  h igh ? Of cou rse you do.  Everybody 
does. B ut we a l l  have to come down someti me, ma'am. 
Wou l d  you rather I got you to a crash pad ? The Harris County 
Drug Abuse Center operates an anonymous one i n  the 
downtown area. Are you a registered addict? The Narcotics 
Mai ntenance Authority has an office out on Cul len ,  about 
forty blocks from here. Tel l  me something . I ' l l  help you.  
Don't  worry. I ' m  not goi ng to blow the whistle ."  

She struggled. " . . .  not hm,  h mm ,  high . Th ing !  Here ! "  She 
g estu red weak l y  at the back of h e r  h ead . " C e ra m i c  
Mausoleum." The last ph rase came crisply, but with much 
effort. 

"Ceramic  Mausoleu m !  Sheesh , don't tel l  me you ' re paddl
ing around downtown Houston with a p lati n u m  pottery com
puter stuck in  you r  brai n !  Why, there are contractual sanc
tions agai nst the i r  putt ing you out on the street with that 
freaking connection i n  p lace. We' l l  sue 'em for a hatfu l .  Do 
you have any physi cal i nj u ries fro m bang ing into thi ngs? Did 
you d rive here ?  Don't  move! You should be i n  the crypt 
harness whi le  you have that mach ine in you r  head . I ' m  going 
to cal l my cousin .  I ' d  be afraid to touch it, but it's got to come 
out. How long have you been u nder its i nfl uence?" 

She waved her  hand weakly. " Don't  cal l .  No sweat. I ,  eru h ,  
took the LSI ch i p  when I left today. " 

"You stole it ! "  
S h e  struggled upright. ' ' I 've paid for it . "  
Corky d isl i ked touching women cl ients on thei r fi rst visit, 

but he had to establ ish some ki nd of subverbal contact with 
her. He came around the desk and took M rs. Figler 's hand. 
" Paid fo r it  has noth ing to do with the pri ce of n i rvana, my 
dear. That l ittle ceramic chip with the Large Scale I nteg rated 
ci rcu its i m bedded i n  it and wrapped around it and the l itt le 
si lver tai l  that runs down the recepto r si nus to you r  co rtical 
su rface is l i ke a doctor's x-ray. You pay for the service the 
doctor renders in read ing the plate. You don't own the plate, 
even thoug h ,  i n  a very real sense, you have paid for it. LSI 
ch ips  a re mo nstrous ly  more complex than x-rays, and 
dangerous i n  the bargai n .  It takes a ski l led operator to i nsert 
one, you ' re supposed to be confi ned whi le it's in place, and it 
may not be taken from the site of its repository. It produces a 



total hal l uci nation.  How are you manag i ng to break through 
it? How did you get out with it? How can you even walk with i t  
i n  place ?' '  

She grinned,  pu re ch i ld's del ig ht, and got out  a long,  s lurred 
speech . "Not easy, lawyer. I trained, uh ,  a year. Fi rst, you 
know, taught myself to knit in the crypt harness, whi le  I had 
the implant in p lace. I p ract iced s l ippi ng out of the restrai nts 
and, you know, wal k ing around,  er, the cu bicle.  Bought a 
fake ch i p  and wore it for a month. Today I left the fake at the 
cemetery. Wore the real one out. Rode the tu be ;  afraid to 
drive.  I ' m  going to keep my chip ."  

Corky squeezed her hand,  got back an answeri ng squeeze. 
"I wou ldn 't have bel ieved it. But if you cou ld  do it, it can't be 
wrong.  We' l l  find a way to p rotect you .  BUT MRS. FIGLE R, 
LISTE N !  That freaky brai n t ickler has got to come out whi le  
we do i t .  Nobody can stand that sti mu lation for long ; and I 
need you r  fu l l  cooperat ion.  That means you r  fu l l  attent ion." 

She squeezed h is  hand,  snuggled i nto the chai r, and 
seemed to go to sleep. The serap hic smi le  l it  up her face and 
then her whole body. Corky shook h is  head as he switched off 
the video channel of the. phone and cal led h is  cousin .  

Next day the i nterview was at the cl ient 's house. She had 
slept the clock around,  and was clad in a qu i lted housecoat ; 
but her hai r was done, and her social smi le  was competent, 
warm, and encourag i ng.  Craven's  head ached with a n ight of 
briefi ng.  He had kicked sparks out of a couple of computers .  
The best case is  always i n  the next memory deck. No i ntel l i
gence, h u man or mechanical ,  can p redict al l the ways that 
facts and log ic  wi l l  i nterbreed to p roduce law, their  vigorous 
hybrid offspring .  Even though the mach i nes he chose were 
p rogrammed for off focus scann ing ,  this case was far enough 
out of the reg u lar chan nels to bol l ix any computer program. 
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Could he succeed i n  containing the whole 
law suit  in the i rre l eva nt but i n exo rabl e  
drama of the Figler memory chip itself? 

"Wel l , "  h e  told her, "we have the usual choice of legal 
routes. We can beat 'em to the cou rthouse and sue fo r an 
i nj u nction or  we can keep a low prof i le  u nti l  they beg i n  
shooting at us, a n d  then fi re back. They might seek a w rit of 
seq uestration.  We mostly use that to get back trucks and 
heavy eq u ipment somebody has leased and won't return,  but 
it 's appropriate to recover any personal p roperty wrongfu l ly 
held by someone other than the rig htfu l  owner." 

"I paid for this thing," she patted the back of her hair i n  a 
housewifely gesture. " I  am the rig htfu l owner." 

" No,  you d id n't pay fo r it. You paid for its making and you 
pay for its use under you r contract with the mausoleu m ,  but 
you d idn 't  buy the chip itself. " 

"Then we'd better be fi rst in  cou rt, had n 't we?" 
" Right. It's a pleas u re to deal with a cl ient who has an 

i nsti nct for strategy. One th ing ,  though .  I h ate to suggest it to 
somebody whose bra in  has stood up to the assau lts you rs 
has; but I real ly need the best g rasp of the facts I can get, and 
the best way I can get it is by cortical i ngestion.  Are you game 
to let me trepan n off a few cel ls to make a memory cu ltu re?" 

" M r. Craven ,  i f  i t 's  necessary to give us an advantage in the 
trial , I ' m  game for anything .  What are you real ly tal k ing 
about?" 

"Wel l .  When the masoleu m lawyer and I open the trial 
fittings in  our wrists and mix into our blood the hal lucinogen 
the cou rt has ordered , f i rst one of us and then the other wi l l  
be p rojecti ng 'facts'-the 'facts' as we know them fro m  our  
cl ients-onto a d reamscreen which is  monitored by  a trial 
j udge. I get a better, a more accessib le,  more man ipu lable 
g rasp of our  facts, i f  I can take a few memory cel ls from you ,  
cu ltu re yo u r  recol l ecti ons,  and i ngest the whole t h i n g .  
Lawyers love archaic l an g uage, you know. We just cal l it 
trepan ning : it 's done with a t iny need le and a gentle suction 
that you ' l l  never even fee l .  May I ask, a re you weari ng the 
mausoleu m's  LSI now?" 

"Oh yes, of  course. It 's m y  LSI , and I mean to wear i t  as 
much as I can . Does it make any difference to the p rocess you 
want to perform ?" 

" I  don't know. If you sti l l  have the lead from the ch i p  
i mplanted in  you r  brai n ,  how come you ' re not float ing the 
way you were in my office yesterday?" 

She smi led the self assu rance of a woman who has con
quered al l  her social embarassments. " I 'm in  control of it 
today. The episode is  sti l l  goi ng on in my brai n ,  but it's as if it 
were in  another room with the door sh ut. I can open the door 
if I want to. I 'm conscious of it, but I ' m  not domi nated by it ." 

" I  don't know if I ought not to get two samples from you ,  
one with the i mplant in  p lace a n d  one without. I ' d  l i ke to know 
as much as I can. Is the epi sode on you r  chip too, ah , i nti
mate ? or too precious? to be d i luted by shari ng it with me? I 
wouldn ' t  real ly d i l ute it any, you know, o r  even be i n  posses
sion of it i n  the same way that you are.  The fact that it's sexual 
won't shock me." 

She laughed .  "You won't  be shocked. Su rprised, you wi l l  
be. Are you married ?" 

" Not yet." 
"Wel l ,  my h usband and I had both been married once 

before. People who have d issolved thei r marri ages aren't 
very good candidates for marriage, statist ica l ly speaki ng ; but 
if  you learned something fro m  a bustup,  you r second mar
riage may be as steady as a rock." 

"Yes, I 've seen that effect ." 
"So we weren 't starry eyed. And we had plenty of money. " 
U h  huh ,  he thought, that's what the computer showed. I 

won't have to apply to jud icaid for your fee. 
"We d idn 't have the cere mony recorded, or  our  wedd ing 



night. We kept the reco rd ing  coupl es i n  place for a w hole 
year, and then chose a dozen episodes to re-experience and 
make a f i nal select ion ."  

"Shal l  I g uess what you chose ?" 
"Do you think you can ? "  
Co rky smi led . "Yo u  chose a q uarrel . "  
M rs.  F ig ler's eyes widened, then sparkled with apprecia

t ion.  "Yo u ' re very perceptive for a man who's never been 
married . How'd you know? 

" From d ivorc ing a lot of my friends. A stable marriage is 
one in which the partners have learned to q uarrel effectively. 
The cou ple that screams together d reams together, rig ht?" 

"Yes, wel l ,  u m m m."  She crossed her an kles, so that her 
feet, which had been flat on the floor, rested now on their  
lateral edges. The l issome cu rves of her feet below the mal
leo l i  bespoke a fi rm , res i l ient m uscle to ne. "Al l rig ht, Corky, 
you can take you r  t issue cu lture."  

M rs. F ig ler's housecoat had not s l i pped open. No more of 
her legs was revealed than a moment before. Her hands were 
sti l l  demurely, loosely, clasped i n  her lap ;  yet Craven became 
i ntensely aware of her sexual ity. 

"Okay,"  he said .  " I ' l l  have M rs. G rapnel,  the legal tech I 
usual ly wo rk with, come by today and hype out the cel ls 
necessary fo r the cu lture.  And, p lease, I wou l d  l i ke one 
speci men with and one without. " He smi led p rofessional ly, 
gathered h is  feet to rise. 

Beneath the housecoat, Mrs.  F ig ler's  knees came a few 
cent imeters closer together, and the soles of her embroi
dered s l ippers were once agai n flat on the f loor. The clasp of 
her hands t ightened , al most i mpercepti bly. "Oh ? Yo u don't 
put i n  the . . .  need le,  is  i t?  you rself?" Her smi le was a l itt le 
strai ned ; the p u pi ls of her eyes were ai med a l ittle away from 
his .  

Corky rose to go.  " No.  Experience has taug ht us that we 
get a better Sch muei-B cu lture when the ce l ls are taken out of 
the sku l l  by a ski l led tech nician." 

Her hand was warm and d ry, i ts g ri p  without pressure, as 
she bade h i m  goodbye at the door. There was no h i nt of the 
passion which nearly d rowned h i m  when he i ngested the 
cu ltu res g rown fro m  a few of her cortical cel ls. The dead M r. 
Fig ler had been beautifu l ly matched to h is  wife i n  terms of 
marital i nfig hti ng,  and the battle they had chosen after a year 
of marriage to have i m mortal ized i n  the ti ny, complex c i r
cu itry of the cerami c  memory bank, to serve the survivor as a 
neuronic memorial of the fi rst partner to die,  was a sym
phonic demonstration of exercisi ng the m uscles of a mar
riage by dynamic tension.  From the earl iest statement of the 
themes, You Know Very Wel l  What Nose-Picking I 'm Tal ki ng 
About; Leave My Mother O ut of This ;  and I Was Warned by Al l 
My Friends;  through the bravu ra second movement, I Got 
Along Before And I Can Get Along Aga i n ;  i nto the slow, 
brooding  th i rd passage, mostly u nvoiced , punctuated by 
slamm i ng doors, sobs, and a sort of bal let performed by 
g u lp ing Adam' s  Apples; through the rephrasi ng of the open
ing  themes in a scherzo, You Scratch You r  Nose Anyt ime You 

H. H. Hollis is  the nom de plume of a lawyer whose practice is 
l i mited to the law of the sea. He has, i n  the past, rep resented trade 
un ions and civ i l  rights organizations. Hol l is has served on the boards 
of various volu ntary social agencies in Houston and is now special ly 
i nvolved with agencies dea l i ng with the treatment and rehabi l i tation 
of d rug abusers.  

H .  H .  H o l l is' academi c  background includes a Bachelor's Degree 
in Economics f ro m  Southern Methodist U n i versity, where he served 
on various editorial staffs, and a law deg ree from the Un iversity of 
Texas, where he publ ished i n  the Law Review and served as a re
search assistant. 

Hol l is is one meter fifty-six centi meters tal l ,  bl ue-eyed,  blond-g ray 
haired, married, c h i ldless, and a fou rth generation WASP Texan who 
was once g rossly overweight and is now relatively slender. His wife is 
smal l ,  brunette, brown-eyed, articulate, opinionated, Jewish and a 
New Yo rker. Harlan E l l ison has unequivocal ly declared that she is 
the more i mportant member of the partnersh ip.  Both are ful ly q ual
ified eccentrics. 

1 9  

Want ; My Mother Is A Termagant; and I Don't G ive A Damn 
What Those Id iots Th i n k ;  to the deep whi rlpool of the raptur
ously sexual last movement, the F ig lers '  q ua rrel was a clas
sic.  

For days after he fi rst ate the memory of the f ight, Corky 
Craven was i nvolu ntari ly re-experienci ng bits of it, bursti ng 

. into laughter at a shaft of  wit wel l  placed i n  some· i n-law, or 
· sucking i n  h is  breath at some broadsword stroke that cleft a 
personal habit from top to bottom .  There is  no sco reboard i n  
a work of art;  but if there was a "wi n ne r" ,  other than the 
marriage itself, it was M rs. Fig ler. 

The lawyer felt physical ly d rawn i nto the q uarre l ,  and 
sought to change the emphasis of the outcome, but he never 
succeeded. The su rrogate sex experience gave h i m  a spuri
ous inti macy with a M rs. Figler who was now, in a way, as 
dead as M r. Fig ler. Certai nly, Amanda Fig ler, widow, the 
cl ient with whom he was conferri ng fro m  day to day, was 
a visibly different person from the violent, stubborn young 
woman he knew in h is  head . Only an occasional tou ch of her 
hand as she left the office,  or  the vis ib le f low of one m uscle 
g roup over another when she reached across the desk to 
hand h i m  some docu ment, un ited the two women i n  the flesh. 
These d isparate stereopticon i mages fi red up the recordi ng 
i nside the lawyer's sku l l  from ti me to ti me. 

Once when he yel led at her in the office, he had to expla in  
that her tone of  vo ice i n  saying ,  " No, I won't ,"  had tu rned on a 
replay of the opening passage of the arg u ment. He cou ld see 
that it amused her to real ize that the attorney-c l ient relation
ship was also, i n  some sense, another relat ionsh ip ,  and that 
her voice and p resence gave her power to move h i m  i n  ways 
that he had to resist. He knew the Fig ler case was usi ng up a 
disproportionate amount of h is  ti me, but such was the power 
of  the recorded memory, even at one remove, that he cou l d  
do l itt le about it. 

The ceramicized episode, however, was but part of the 
factual complex the lawye r had eaten up i n  the corti cal sou p  
of h is  c l ient's l i fe experiences. She had survived the explo
sion of a space yacht, when the Figlers had been blown out i n  
a su rvival pod with a sun sai l  that wou ld only half erect. The 
two of them had been compel led to su it up watch and watch,  
so that one spacesuited mass was always outside tri m m i ng 
and balancing the cru m pled half-sai l  to the solar wind .  

Eat ing less than half rations, they had exhausted the pod 's 
food supply, and were run n i ng out of thei r own recycled 
water when they were p icked up by a space g uard cutter. M rs. 
F ig ler, though gau nt, had joi ned her h usband in tryi ng to 
persuade the G reenjackets to se l l  them the cutter's spare 
l ifeboat so they cou ld fi n ish the jou rney on thei r own.  

Now she was embarked on another  peri lous journey. E ither 
she made some new law, or she gave up the electron ic  u rn 
contai n i ng M r. F ig ler to Ceramic Gardens of Memory, Inc. ,  
and resig ned herself to vis it ing the mnemo n i c  parlor fou r  
ti mes a year for the s ingle permitted hour of weari ng the 
ceramic ch ip that c i rcu it ized what Corky now thought of as 
FIG LER'S QUARREL. It took al most an hour for the reco rd i ng 
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to p lay itself out. If M rs.  F ig ler  was ti red,  overbu rdened with 
anxiety, or  at the wrong poi nt of her l u nar cycle, the q uarrel 
would be slowed by her cortical static.  It would not fu l ly  
rel ieve itself with in  the hour ;  and she might have to wait th ree 
months to get out of the sch erzo and i nto the c l i max. 

Any com prom ise would  create d i ff icu lties for Gardens of 
Memory. A su bstantial service i n dustry revolved around the 
aseptic insertion of the si lver tai l from the chip i nto the cor
tex, supervision of the p laybacks, and rem oval of the artifact 
under ster i le cond itions with due care for the cl ient's physi
cal and psych ic  wel l -be ing.  Nevertheless, the ease with 
wh ich M rs. Figler had foxed Gardens of Memory, I nc. ,  ind i 
cated that there was considerable  l axity i n  exercis ing "due 
care for the cl ient's p hysical and psychic wel l-bei ng ."  I f  the 
memory tech on d uty had been alert to h is respons ib i l ities, 
the Widow Fig ler  would  never have been able to substitute 
the fake c h i p  and wal k  out with the three di mensional , five 
sensual , neurone actual p layback ru n n i ng i n  her cortical 
wrin kles. 

T h at m ay be t h e  bent  l i n kage that tears t h e  w h o l e  
machine to pieces, Corky said to h i mself. I f  Gardens of Mem
ory isn't doing what it contracts to do to protect the cl ient, 
and if  no harm is com i ng to the cl ient, then it doesn't  need 
doing anyhow, and the ag reement ought to be enforceable 
only for money b ut not for any specif ic performance by M rs. 
F ig ler. 

I nterrogatories, the l awyer thought. My computer queries 
their  computer u nder the Mach ine Truth Bond to f ind out 
what their d ri l l  actual ly is on chip removal and how often it 's 
shorted in  practice. And if their  com puter has been kept from 
the knowledge, the prog ram of interrogatories in my compu
ter expands to requ i re d rug question ing of al l  the memory 
techs. We' l l  soon sweat out who's fol lowi ng the dr i l l  and who 
isn't ; and then we fol low through with question ing  the c l ients 
who were short prog ram med when they came out of the 
mnemon ic  cube. 

" I ' m  loa d e d  for bea r, Corky. Th e law ' s  
against you, the facts are agai nst you, you r 
client's a th ief and a cheat." 

That ' l l  i nc l ine Gardens of Memory to settle, Corky m u m
bled inside h is  head . They don't want to have to explain the 
facts of econom ic l ife to a lot of laymen who don't have the 
educational background to appreciate that a l l  that tender 
loving care i n  the ads is just advertisi ng.  

Gr inn ing at the thought of the strateg ic  nerve center he 
was go ing to punch,  Corky went to  work prog ram m i ng the 
widen ing circle of interrogatories h is computer would put to 
the mechan ical bookkeeper at Ceramic Gardens of Memory, 
I nc.  

If  the i nformation he wanted was in  the mechaccou nter, 
Gardens wou ldn 't even know Craven had gotten it. The Fu l l  
F low Information Act of 1 980 had made fu l l  d isclosure of 
facts between record keeping machi nes a legal requ i rement 
of l ife in the U n ited States. On ly if it became necessary to 
query human employees wou ld  the defendant be alerted . 

Two hours later, Corky stared i n  d isg ust at the com puter 
readout. "TEM PORARY R ESTRAI N I NG ORDER,"  it read . 
"APPEAR AT 1 600 H I N  H EARI NG CUBICLE 3-1 04 TO SHOW 
CAUSE WHY AMANDA FIG LER,  WIDOW, AND ALL ENTITI ES 
R EPRES ENTING H ER SHOULD NOT BE TEM PORARI LY EN
JOINED FROM Q U ESTIONING EITHER ORGANIC OR INOR
GAN IC M E MO RY STORES RE CERA M I C  GARD E N S  O F  
M E MORY, INC."  
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I s lam med the door on my own hand,  Corky said to h i mself, 
but it sti l l  h u rts. I should have known they'd have a tel ltale 
p rog ram med i nto the access lanes of the i r  dam ned compu
ter. So. N ow the corpse g roaned , may as wel l open the coff in 
al l  the way. To get i nto Gardens' mechaccou nter, he had 
needed to a l lege only that a controversy existed between the 
widow and the corporation.  N ow he qu ickly fed into the legal 
com puters the p lead ing he had orig i nal ly prepared , asking 
for a declaratory j udgment that the ceram ic chip was M rs. 
F ig ler's property and for an i njunction to bar Gardens from 
a_ny attem pt to obtain possession or to control  its use. He put 
in alternative amendments seeking damages both for the 
u nnecessary-strai n  imposed on Amanda Fig ler by restr icting 
her to fou r  hours a year of neuron ic  reu n ion with her hus
band ; and,  if it should be d etermi ned that her wear ing the 
ch i p  out of the crypt was harmfu l to her, for the neg l igence of 
the memory tech in al lowi ng her to escape with it. As a last 
amendatory thought, he al leged that, accord ing . to the ads 
and regu lations of the defendant, the g ravity of the risk i n  
al lowing a c l ient t o  wear a ch ip  o u t  o f  the crypt and into the 
teem ing l i fe of Houston was so g reat as to n u l l ify the doc
tri nes of contri butory neg l igence and assu mption of r isk and 
prevent their use as a defense by Gardens. 

It was 1 400. Craven i njected an artery with .03 m i l l ig rams of 
feelsmart and took h imself out of c i rcuit until time to go to 
Harris Cou nty's ancient g ran ite cou rthouse for the show 
cause heari ng,  which he expected to be perfunctory and 
mechan ical .  

Oscar Hem pweed , acting for Gardens of Memory, had 
amended h is p lead ing by the t ime of the heari ng to state a fu l l  
scale action to recover the ch ip from M rs. Fig ler. As i t  turned 
out, the sixth floor monitor cut off the hearing cubic le i n puts 
after th i rty seconds of three d imensional i nteg ration of the 
plead ings. There was no satisfaction to either Craven or 
Hem pweed in  gazing at the l ucite prisms in which the judge's 
assessment of the p lead ings was i m bedded. The pattern of 
com peting al legations, Figler's in t iny orange g lobules, Gar
dens of Memory's i n  m i n uscu le  g reen stars, showed an u n
gainly i nterweavi ng of two skewed hel ices without any deci
sive knot for either. The mechani cal decision was total ly  
useless, both parties being  s i m ply enjoi ned from any act 
which wou l d  denigrate title on the part of the other. 

The two l awyers l oo ked at each other  and laug hed . 
"Whack," said Corky. "Jack, "  cried Oscar. "And u ngefrak !" 
they shouted in u n ison. The obscen ity c leared the ai r bet
ween the two advocates. 

" We'd be better off with a s imple  calcu lat i ng mach ine, " 
said Oscar. 

" We m ight as wel l  be in late Medievaf Brita in ,  tryi ng an 
action for trover and replevi n . "  

"Right !  Couldn't b e  in  more of a formal straitjacket. O h  
you qu ick, non-techn i cal ,  fact-oriented just ice,  where are 
you now ? I ncidental ly ,  Corky, d id  you know that the B ritish 
have reintrodu ced optional trial by physical com bat ?" 

"Hu h ?" 
"S 'fact. " 
" You mean they bypass the d rugdreams ? Sheesh ,  they've 

thrown away two generations of advances i n  legal th ink ing ."  
" I  don't know. 'Trial as  a d ream of Truth' isn't real ly  much 

better, is  it, Cork ? I mean,  you d idn ' t  g et you r  reputation as a 
hard nosed trial lawyer by . bei ng more truthfu l  than other 
lawyers ; b ut by be ing more ski l lfu l than most at p utting  you r  
version of the truth o n  the d reamscreen . "  

" That's the game, man ! It's h uman, it's a ski l l ,  it 's some
th ing a judge can relate to real l ife, it 's not just some kind of 
mechanical chew-u p  and sp it-out justice. " 

"So why do we need to try this one ? You r  woman's got ou r 
c h i p. Give it back and we' l l  forget the whole th ing.  There's 
j ustice. " 

"Aw, come on,  Ozzie. There wouldn ' t  be any ch ip  if it 
weren 't for the Figlers' memories circu itized on the thing." 

Hempweed smi led and sh ut his brief case, the l i ttle pocket 
pharmaceutical kit which is  every trial l awyer's basic tool .  As 



he started to rise, Craven experienced a h unch so powerfu l it 
cou ld not be denied. Try it now ! h is unconscious m i nd 
screamed. The impulse was almost audi ble. Deliberately, he 
dam ped any reactions that m ight show on h is  face or in the 
ti lt of his ears. 

Craven th rew h is  �rief case on the counsel table, waving at 
its syringes and ph ials of hal l ucinogens. " Pick a poison,  
Hem p, " he said , casual ly reaching for the fitti ng i n  h is  wrist 
that wou l d  connect h i m  to the blood m ixer with h is  opponent, 
d rivi ng the d rug throug h  both their bra ins s imultaneously. 
With h is knee, he activated the hemispherical d reamscreen 
inside which the facts of their  c l ients' cases would  be pro
jected through the lawyers' f i lter of trai ned reflexes. 

Hempweed sat down aga in ,  b ut made no move to take h is  
own case of  drugs back out of  h is pocket. "You must be half 
h igh  al ready. Do you th ink  you know al l you need to know to 
try this case ? Or are you just b luffing ? I ' m  loaded for bear, 
Corky. The l aw's against you ,  the facts are against you ,  you r  
c l ient's a th ief and a cheat." 

"What the hel l ,  let's get i t  over with.  I got stuff to work on 
that 's interest ing,  not th is  contract ju nk. What's you r  p lea
sure ?  Converted cannabi s ?  Rectified lyserg i c  acid ?" 

Hempweed was unsmi l ing ,  alert, obviously convi nced of 
his own mastery. Come on!  Corky yelled inside h is skul l .  Stick 
in the need le. Let's go. If I can just get you to hal luc inate with 
me whi le  you feel that safe, I may be able to pu l l  it off. To the 
d reamscreen he m u rm u red, "Get us a judge." Ducking h is  
head, he saw a g lowing skeleton gavel appear ins ide the 
screen. Good ! For  once, the sixth floor wasn't asleep. 

Hempweed screwed the b lood m ixer to his own wrist fitt ing 
with the smi l i ng  a ir  of a chess master sett ing a queen in a 
power square. "Which d rug ?" 

"Anyth ing ,  anyth ing you choose. Not demerol ,  okay ?" 
" Demerol it is !"  and Hempweed tapped the buttons to the 

sixth floor computer. Desperately, Corky stabbed at his con
sole as if to cou nteract his opponent. S ince he had ,  in  fact, 
struck the same keys, the rap came back with electronic 
speed, "Demerol sti p u l ated."  

"Stipu lated? Wait a goddamned minute," Hem pweed be
gan. "You faked me out on that, Corky . . .  " I n  that instant, 
Craven i njected the p u ls ing vei n in h is  el bow. Heartbeats 
later, the drug was pour ing i nto both the i r  b loodstreams and 
Corky was in f u l l  p roject ion .  N o  l an g u i d  court i n g  with 
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neu ronic strokes today,  no del icate feel ing  u p  h is opponent's 
amygdala. At a deep leve l ,  where KNOWLEDGE l ay rooted in  
Corky's personal ity, he KN EW Hem pweed was rig ht i n  terms 
of conventional contract law. If Craven let that be the battle
g round, he was lost before he started . No, this trial had to be 
transferred to some raw, pr im itive g round,  the farther from 
fu l l ,  consciousness, the better. 

· . If only one of the advocates had opted for demero l ,  then the 
dosage would  have been moderate, even i f  the s iXth floor had 
cho·sen it ; but when both lawyers punched it i n ,  the standby 
computer had ordered almost enough to blank out the fore
brain.  No ai ry bridges of logic wou ld surmount this dream. It 
was locked into the pr im itive tracks of the animal brai n .  

C rave n d id  not cong rat u l ate h i m self .  A l l  he  had ac
compl ished was to choose a favorable terrain .  Now ! He mar
shal led h is neuron ic  troops i n  fu l l  strength. Whi le Hem pweed 
was st i l l  f loundering in a daze of synthetic morphi ne, b itten 
with chagr in ,  Corky sought to launch a d ream on which he 
cou l d  float home u ndefeated even when he lost conscious 
contro l .  

With his heart pounding,  g reat gouts of blood singing in  h is 
ears and d istend ing h is  pu lses, Corky cut i n  the open ing bars 
of FIGLER'S QUARREL. Ever so del icately, he i nsi n uated 
h imself into an analog of h is  cl ient's role. Cou l d  he succeed 
in contai n i ng the whole law s u it in the i rrelevant but inexora
ble drama of the Figler memory chip itself? 

�uddenly his psyche stung,  and Corky's heartbeat slowed 
with pleas u re. In the d reamscreen a male polar bear, massive 
as a wi nter god, struck h is mate, tu rned h i s  back and wal ked 
away into the snow. Craven's head rang with the blow even as 
h is  savage emotions propel led the female bear u pright from 
the d rift where she had been tossed. Her teeth san k in  the b ig 
male 's h i ndquarters , and Craven felt h is jaw muscles crack
ing  with the power of the bite. A r ich, bl oody, bear fatted ,  
bestial joy suffused h i m .  

The urs ine mask felt r ig ht. I t  would  paral lel t h e  sym phonic 
structu re of FIG LER'S QUARREL, but on a muscu lar and 
nervous level beneath words. Hempweed, now f irmly snared 
in the polar bear s imu lacru m of Fig ler, spider webbed i n  
demerol,  would  never be able to remem ber, let alone art icu
late, the soph isticated contractual concepts on which his 
case depended . Craven ro l led over from another fu l l  pawed 
blow, and chuckled into the snow. Reach ing up for a moment 
i nto his memory of the actual quarre l ,  Corky tasted the next 
words i n  M rs. Fig ler's crisp voice : " God damn it ! You d idn ' t  
marry my mother . . .  " He sm iled, knowi ng he had played that 
arg ument over so many ti mes the end ing was inevitable,  
g rooved in  h is memory as if he had l ived it and loved it in his 
own self. 

Co rky l o o ked over t h e  m a l e  bear 's  sh o u l d e r  at the  
dreamscreen ,  wait ing for the cou rt's golden i m pri nt, " l nju nc
tion g ranted ; "  b ut only cold polar stars appeared . He sud
denly knew he wasn 't going to l i ke the end of this d ream . Fur 
and snow n otwithstand i n g ,  when FI G LE R ' S  QUAR R E L  
played itself through,  h e  wasn't  going to b e  able to forget that 
it was Hempweed with whom he was cou pl i ng.  Oh wel l ,  he 
thought, deep in  the caress of the demerol ,  don't  knock it 'ti l 
you 've tried it. 

Two weeks later, he was bidd i ng goodbye to M rs. F ig ler in  
h is  office. " No, " he said ,  "they don ' t  want to appeal , and we 
shou l d n 't appeal . There's just enough risk of the trial resu lt's 
skewing the appel late cou rt and overtu rn i ng the whole con
tractual base of the ceramic mausoleum i ndustry that C .M.  
I nc.  is afraid to  take it. Of  cou rse I 'd  l i ke to get my name in  the 
books on a s ign ificant case, but you d idn 't come to me to 
agg rand ize my professional reputation.  You wanted to win ,  
and you 've won ;  or  at least you haven't  lost. I can't just ify the 
appel late fees and expenses when the u lt imate result  m ight 
be u nfavorable. You d idn 't get what you wanted , maybe, but 
you got what you needed ."  

"Wel l ,  . . .  what does it mean , exactly, the order we've 
entered ? How can you say we've won, just because we haven 't 
lost?" Both hands held a sq uare, hard handbag fi rmly on her 
lap. 

Continued on page 57 



P a l l i e ;  o l d  s noog ums ; s i m i l e s  j u st wo n ' t  
hook u p .  Metaphors fal l  l i ght years short. 

Hli4VY Dave 

Bisch off 

ETAL 
You mean to te l l  me you weren't there? D idn't  make It, 

shoog ie? Yea, yo ; I know 'twas sold out, but there were the 
scal ps, p i l l !  Where ya th ink  I gai ned my beauties? Fifty creds I 
sucked out for 'em .  Worth every work u n it. 

What was it l i ke? Pal l i e ;  old snoog u ms;  s imi les just won't  
h itch up .  Metaphors fal l l i g ht years short. 'Twas what 'twas, 
and that was it. No josh , boyie friend. Would  I josh yo u ,  now? 

Oke;  apols accepted. Wi l l  try. Wi l l  try hard. 
Ya know where 'twas, dontcha? Yeayea. The new complex 

Center. Only place for it yoknow. Al l parklot levs jammed , 
man.  Hel ipads pac ked . J ust bout anyone who's anyone 
scened it and scened it h uge, c igar roaches l it and steam ing.  
Paper duds and capes stream ing.  Co lors l i ke a ra in bow on 
m i nd mess. They had o in kers pork ing round and about, but  
they m ight as wel l  have forgotten i t ,  the good or bad i t  d id .  We 
were just too too massy for contro l .  I even hear they had a 
crowder up in the loft, so's there was no rio. Also heard same 
crowder blew fuse or two when they tried to stoke it up .  Hah o ;  
t o  laughalot. 'Twas our  n ight of might,  pal l i e !  

Me?  I was duded to  the eyeteeth.  You rsmostrue was sport
ing flares chartrues that flared so m uch,  they flamed. B lew i n  
with a twenty footer l ight-dabbed cape fly ing o n  G-tabs, p ip
ing away at my min ihou k l ike a loco motive spinn ing wheels. 
Had Baby on my heels t imed out on chronos powder, babbl
ing wordpernanosec bout Martians i nvading .  To ld her on ly 
Martians found were d ustbugs. She just kept on spouting her 
mouth.  

We s l id  into that cavern hal l ,  and the s ight of the site shot 
o u r  heads to shreds ! Peoples, pal l i e ;  peoples coat ing the 
bottom and sides of the aud l i ke locusts after Mormon wheat. 
And al l groovs-ou r  peoples, buzzie !  

Picture i t ,  shoog ie:  snap on your head 's  cube tube and I ' l l  
zap the electrons yo u r  way. 

It 's the biggest aud in the world. Holds hundred thou easy, 
without busti ng g uts. Lig hts on cei l i ng l i ke the facets in a 
bee's eye.  Strobes, crobes, g lobes and phobes. A dozen 
spotl ig hts fencing,  l i ke Dougie Fai rban ks as Zorro.  Even had 
sparkers f l ing ing bout l i ke f irefl ies on summer n ight. The 
infras and u ltras got to yo u r  oc nerve even if ya closed eyes. A 
tr ippy treat for the eyeorbs, alone. 

Those l ights h it us f irst. Baby and I shuffled to our seats l i ke 
pai r  of resurrected Egypt m u m m ies. You seen the old fl ic
kers, r ight? I wonder if maybe I was smoking up Tan is  leaves 
stead of Acapulc .  G i rl pal stopped stam mering bout Mart ians 
and started yapping out dumbtalk. Brain circu its overloaded 

I put her down in her seat and strapped her in ,  connecting 
only half of  the feel i ng attachers. Zu nked out,  she was. Only 
could take so much. 

Oh, yeah, yeah ; put whole kabizzer on self. Even mas
terp lug i n  tum mybutton jack. Gotta have medoc's oke to do 
that, yaknow. 

Couple wisers front of us. Old ies come just ta l isten to the 
m usic.  No attachers. Sad . Kept on punn ing round t i l l  I got 
al most sick. 

"Wire we here?"  says one. 
"Hope it 's not TOO shocking,"  says other. 

And onwards. I pushed a few knobs and fidgeted few more 
d ials, and just phased the pu nfu nners r ight out of my self
verse. Two much .  

Then I whipped out me binocs and took long study of  stage 
in center of al l  the k ink-o-chaos. Yoknow, that dazed dais is 
just one big amp? With lotsa l ittle ones stacked up along back 
of it, l i ke Great Wal l  of Maoland. Al l  the synthas and moogs 
and other instruments were al ready set up. Couple of road ies 
were st i l l  putt ing i n  feely attachers to the house switches. 

The tu dee cams were warm ing up, flashing smoky imagi cs 
on dozen or so different screens. Kinda l ike old parent days 
when teevee was just a s ing le rad io-eye staring out i nto 
l ive-rooms. Had cam men pan n ing and zoom ing for up closes 
of various peoples gett ing hooked and droned up for show. 

I started to warm myse lf up too , zenn ing a chant or two and 
fuzzi ng up to n ice pitch, thank you .  

When al l peoples were f i led in ,  seated , attached and soar
ing ,  IT started.  The show showed ! 

Sidemen rose u p  on stage through trap doors. You know 
'em.  Peg leg Mareson on drums. Honky Tacker bass. M i ke 
Shog on lead . Pl us whole army fo r various mood moogs and 
electrohorns, not to mention l ig hts, feel ies and psychers. We 
al l  cheered and poured down good vibes on them. They al l  
had same un iform . Black t ightshorts. G i lt st i l tboots. Velvet 
sashes. White gauze sh i rts, bal looning over arms. Rings on 
hands, ears, noses. Hair long one side short other. 

Tal k  bout pro, man ! They d idn ' t  e 'en have to tune up .  The 
show was on. They started spi n n i ng down a layer i nstro. J ust 
music.  Th ree f lashes of fi�ry smoke, and there were three 
backup ch ick ies. They almost popped my eyes, shoog ie, they 
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did.  Flasher outfits, pal l ie. Flasher! One sec multi-color dres
ses. Satin shoes; p ink  r ibbons. Next sec, j ust strings!  Next 
sec, ZAP! Naked ! Next sec , a l l  leather. And al l  together, in  
beat. In  ryth ! l was gett ing hotted u p  j ust through the eye
spheres al ready. Cou ldn't  wait t i l l  they ju iced the fee l ies ! !  

Peoples started gett ing exc ited . They whooped u p  lotsa 
noise an' cheers,  cos they knew who was com ing.  Was shout
ing myself, was I .  

Then a pop-jock formed i n  on the holo, b ig as  a bu i ld ing 
above us a l l .  Lucyfer; beezbub;  01 '  Nickel ! ! !  Sound wooshed 
in mouths l i ke vac c leaners. An' bove m usic,  which was 
al ready l o u d ,  M r. Pop-Jock thro b bed out i n  p rofo u n d  
basso-profundo:  "Groovfrens, g i rl pal l ies and s ibies. Herr 
Senor Sir M ister Psychrock-ZASPER NEBULA! ! ! ! ! " 

Suddenly, total si lence. Total. The holo pop-jock faded out 
and so d id  m usic.  Shoogie, none of us e'en breathed. Then, 
a l l  at once, M i ke Shog l icks down high str ing l ike polsi ren.  
Pegleg h its a gong. And the band puts throug h a chord ya 
wouldn 't bel ieve that blasted al l  involved rig ht out of their 
heads. Then down to a d rony thingie t ingle,  bu i ld ing up on 
the moogs and psychs. I cou ld  feel it waving in  through 
buttonjack. 

Someone screamed, "There he is !"  And Yea, there he was 
i ndeed. Float ing down from cei l ing  on a cloud that flashed 
with l ightning and rumbled out thunder. He had on th is gold 
g l i ttering robe that was so bright 'twas hard to look out. L ike 
u n iverse going nova. 

He snaps fingers,  and CLICK-there's a mike in h is  hand. 
He starts s inging.  

Dunno where I am 
Dunno where I been 
J ust d rift ing in for a song or few 
An' feel you r  ears with s in ! 

The cloud stops bout five meters bove stage, and Nebbie 
swan d ives off, does a trip-reverse fl i p, and is just bout to slam 
feet onto hard hard p lastic when retro roes strapped on his 
legs boom an ' f lash. When smoke clears, he's down and into 
'Al l My Futu re's in the Past' .  Al l  this he does b l inki ng nary an 
eyelash.  Struts bout stage l i ke K i ng Rooster, does he ,  
scream ing out  the words e'en o 'er  the t idal wave .of sou nd 
sound his band is push i ng o ut. 

Got no t ime, got no t ime. 
Past is  fast ; it 's a crime. 
Livi n '  l ife in zero gee. 
Sel l i n '  hours for a fee. 
Al l  my future's i n  the past. 
Al l my presents just won't last 
Gotta l ive now, gotta g ive the 

beat 
Here, where past and futu re 

meet. 

And on so. 
You know the words, r ight shoog ie? Every groov knows 

'em . 
Wel l ie, fel l  a !  Twas wondrous i ndeed way the teen bops eyes 

beamed. Cardiacs avalanched.  Medocs carrying them out 
by scores for a quick revive. And the show'd not hardly begun.  
Nebbie was just warm ing up,  th inkin '  bout going into fi rst 
gear. 

Let me do a freeze on ya. You seen pies and holos of the 
f l i ppie, correct? Do no justice ; they just do not. Nein nyet nay !  
NoNoNo ! Nebula oozes IT o u t  of a l l  orifices from mouth to 
pores. And ya can't see h is real face! Every sec or so, or when 
he feels l i ke it, he r ips off mask he's wearin '  and there is yet 
another one grinnin ' ,  frownin' ,  sneerin' ,  clownin.  Al l  trips in 
themselves. 

Freeze frame through.  
On with s how. 
Fin ishes fi rst song.  And aud ience is breath ing so hard 

you'd think they'd been runn ing. We clap the chap. He bows. 
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"Thankoo, thankoo, Ladd ies and gentlewomen. Luv it, l uv 
it. Now for presto chango !" 

And backup ch ickies string out long curtai n c ircle bout 
h i m .  

Band h its i nto next number. S low one ; sad-waves start 
coming through wires. Chickies fl i p  off curtain ,  and there is 
Nebbie in an old Limysu it with red bowtie and frownface that 
twitches into sigh ing smi les on choruses. Flashes start going 
up an' down m inespi ne. L ike there was something osobeauti
ful osowonderfu l I wanted, and I can barely see it, let alone 
grab it. Looked at Baby. She was sobbing.  Li kewise rest. Me 
too. 

"So m uch for toucher jerk-tear," smi les HE. "Now kick u p  
heels, and steady o n  switches, 'cos we gonna psych you on 
the Cosmos Bike and rock you to where there's no clock!"  

Shoog ie ,  the rest i s  h i story.  Mine m i n d warped i nto 
hyperspace. Don't remember whole lot. J ust some songs, 
and th in  kin' I wasn 't me. I was everybody. I was the au d .  I was 
the band an'  a l l  the i nstruments. Pal l ie ;  I was the un iverse ! 

An' most of al l ,  I was Zasper Nebula. 
Yeahyeah !  New psych feature. First time used in world. 
Puts you r ight beh ind the psych-star's eyes ; 'tween h is  

ears. 
Shoogie, a l l  those fol ksies out there of a sud were cheer

ing ,  c lapping,  breathing,  l iv ing for M E  M E  M E !  I was the 
psych-rock k ing of the world.  I went up and down and al l 
round flying diving singing and watching it from the audi
ence, a l l  at once. 

I checked later on my t im ie. Concert lasted two hours. 
Could have been two sees, two years, two m i l len ia, far as it 

concerned me. 
Words cannot express with success. 
Was d i m ly aware of Zasper/Me fi n ish ing up with last song, 

and house l ig hts brightening,  and me feel ing l i ke I just got 
washed i n  and out by a h igh pressu re waterhose. Strange 
feel ing .  Sort of an enig matic enema of the sou l .  

We were al l  zunked out, m indwi ped . The whole room. 
But dazed only a moment were we. Zasper was sti l l  there, 

bowing and postur ing in  rhyth to rain  an' thunder of ovation.  
Standing ? Nay-a floating ovation , more l ike. 

Then,  don't know how, but group,  no, big gang of teen bops 
charged through all oi nkers round stage and zeroed in to
ward Zasper. 

He k inda sm i led,  an' z i pped up forcefield rou nd self. 
" People friends," he screams into m i ke, "Final mask of 

Zasper Nebula! !" An ' he rips off face, an ' stead of another 
one, a l l  there is l eft is electronic c ircu itry ! !  He's a robot, 
pal l ie !  He pu l ls out his f ingers one by one and throws them to 
the bops. Chucks off feet, hands, arms and l i kewise h u rls 
them to froth ing ,  fainting l i lg i rls.  An ' then forcefield snaps 
off. Crowd surges i n .  An' BOOM ! j ust before they get to h i m ,  
h is  head spouts off h i s  torso, a l itt le round rocket, a n d  shoots 
off for the ce i l ing and the darkness. 

"Don't forget, kidd ies. Buy my spools. Ta ta !"  echoes his 
vo ice as it zooms u p  an ' up. 

An' that was the show end. 
Managed to jog self out of dizzy, an ' disconnected self an ' 

Baby, who was a wreck. Al l  straggly hair  and wide space eyes. 
Got up an' pu l led her beh ind me l i ke she was a ragdol l .  

Now friendomine ;  a l l  these are but words and tal k-tal k. At 
that moment of my l inear l ife, I had no words to cal l my own. 
But a flopping, tongue-lol l ing teenbop, of all peoples, sum
med it all up within m ine earshot on the way to our transpo : 
"Twas a l l  so . . .  asexual !"  An' a I i i  f l it of a g i rlch i ld ,  she with 
those heavy heavy words. 

An' that's it, pal l ie. Too bad ya cou ldn 't come up with the 
creds to scene it. As yo u may surmise, twas something.  

What? Yeah ! Glad ya noticed. Both of 'em are prosths. Next 
month the arms get bronzed. Year or two, maybe torso too. An ' if 
I save up some creds pul l ing some undertime, I ' l l  make it total ly 
cyber. The ultimate ! A sibie, shoog ie ! It's the thing, ya know. 

It's . . .  it 's so asexual ! !  • 
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The King in Yellow has been referred to as 
the most i mportant work in supernatu ral fic
tion betwee n  Poe and modern ti mes. 

CHAMBERS 
AND 

lRE KING 

R obert Will iam Chambers ( 1 865- 1 933) was an American 
novelist and illustrator who was noted in  h is ti me for the large 
number of h istorical novels and romances he produced. The 
one work for wh ich he is mai nly remembered today , however, 
is a collection of short stories written at the beg inn ing of h is 
career:  THE K I N G  I N  Y E L LOW. 

He studied art in Paris for seven years, and retu rned to the 
Un i ted States in 1 893 to begin a career' as an illustrator for 
such magaz i nes as Ll FE and VOG U E. The following year he 
put out a book enti tled I N  TH E QUARTE R ,  in wh ich he at
tempted to write about h is l ife as an artist in Paris. However, 
it was in 1 895, when h is second book was published , that the 
turn ing point  in h is  career was reached. 

Th is second book , TH E K I N G I N  Y E L LOW, won h i m  so 
much critical accla im,  that he decided to turn h is career from 
drawi ng to writi ng. I t  contai ned , in addit ion to several more 
Parisian sketches remin iscent of I N  TH E QUARTE R ,  and a 
collection of prose poems, the five fantasy stories on wh ich 
most of h is fame now rests. Fou r of these revolved about 
the common theme of a ficti t ious evil play en titled "The 
K i ng in Yell ow" that had devastating effects upon its readers, 
and it is with these stories that we wi l l  be most concerned. 

Soon after THE K I N G  I N  Y E L LOW, he put out a few more 
fantasy collections i nc luding THE MA K E R  O F  MOONS 
TH E MYSTE R Y  O F  CHOI CE,  and I N  SEARCH OF THE U N
KNOWN , but he was never aga in  to equal the height of super
natu ral horror that he had h i t  with T H E  K I N G  I N  Y E L LOW. 
H is work qu ickly became commercially oriented, and he 
turned to the production of mundane novels, wh ich although 
popular at the ti me, have long since been forgotten. 

TH E K I NG I N  Y E L LOW has been referred to as the most 
important work i n  supernatural f icti on between Poe and mod
ern ti mes, and at least one contemporary book review com
pared the work to that of Poe. I t  has been repr inted many 
ti mes, in whole and in part, including the Books F or L ibraries 
ed_i tion in 1 969 and the Dov�r ed it ion in 1 970, and the ind i
vid.�al stories have enjoyed endless repri nts in  magaz i nes and 
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anthol ogies. 
One of the u n ique aspects of the book ,  and probably a ma

jor reason for i ts popular ity and influence is the cen tral idea of 
having a nu mber of seemingly unrelated stories t ied together 
by a common myth ica l  background,  an idea wh ich H .P. 
Lovecraft was l ater to develop independentl y ,  and much more 
fu l ly. I n  none of the stories are we given a clear idea of what 
th is myth ical backdrop actual ly  is, yet this g ives the i magina
tion a free reign , and provides another major reason for the 
book's popularity. As the book review colu m n  of the June, 
1 897 issue of GOOEY'S MAGAZ I N E  put i t :  " . . .  This group 
of stories, varied in idea, yet bound together by one subt i le  
th read : the balefu l inf l uence upon the l ife of everyone that 
reads that mysterious vol u me, 'The K ing in Yel low.' The spe l l  
of th is wonderfu l book i s  wisely left unexplained a n d  vague. 
I t  floats shapelessly and steal th i ly into the story . . .  l i ke the 
eff luvia of a fatal marsh . "  

E .  F .  Blei ler,  i n  h is i ntroducti on to the Dover ed it ion,  refers 
to th is obscurity as "a del iberate barrier to comprehension" 
comparable to "The Mysterious Card" by Cleveland Moffett. 
Th is may be a bit  exaggerated; we are made aware of the gen
eral intent of the myth ica l  elements, a l though certai n ly the 
mean ings of the specific elements from the ficti tious p lay are 
del i berately kept vague. 

The four fantasy stories that revolve about th is obscure 
background are The Repairer of Reputations, The Mask, In 
the Court of the Dragon, and The Yellow Sign. The fifth 
fantasy story in the book,  The Demoiselle d'Ys, is qu i te power
fu l in  i ts own right ,  but is themati cal ly unre lated to the other 
four and wi l l  not be dea lt  with here. 

The central element of the mythos is "The K ing in Yel low" , 
itself ,  a fictit ious p lay in  two acts in wh ich deprav ity is raised 
to the level of art. The idea was apparently taken from TH E 
Y E L LOW BOO K,  a risque and daring period ica l  of the late 
1 800's. I n  a 1 928 anthology of material from TH E Y E L LOW 
BOO K, the introduction descri bes the periodica l  in very si m i
lar terms to those used by Chambers in  describ ing h is " K inQ 
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i n  Yel l ow. " Both are poisonous and si nfu l .  An u nfavorable 
book review of the t ime bearing the t itle  "More Yel l owness", 
also stressed the comparison of Chambers's book with the scan
dalous period ical , ca l l i ng Chambers "a marty r to degeneracy. "  
As Marion Z i mmer Brad ley pointed out i n  her article The 
(bastard) Children of Hastur i n  N YCTA LOPS No. 6, the word 
"yel lowness" had during the late 1 890's the con notati on of 
wickedness, decadence, and sp ir i tual danger. She a lso stressed 
the comparison of Chambers's TH E K I N G I N  Y E L LOW with 
TH E Y E L LOW BOO K, noting that they were both cred i ted 
with the abi l i ty to corrupt. 

Si nce the fou r stories take place i n  the futu re,  as. we shal l 
see,  perhaps Chambers was extrapolati ng what wou ld  become 
of the "Yel low Book" concept if it were to reach its absurd 
extreme with the passage of ti me. 

The fi rst story , The Repairer of Reputations, is i ntroduced 
by a poem entit led Cassilda's Song. This poem , supposedly 
from Act 1 ,  Scene 2 of The King in Yellow, sets th e mood for 
the en t ire group of stories by i ntroducing us to the mysteri
ous c ity of Carcosa , where b lack stars hang, and twi n  suns rise 
and set. These and other rel ated references form the fabric of 
the myth ical backdrop that permeates the stories. 

I n  The Repairer of Reputations we are i ntroduced to the 
somewhat utopian atmosphere of the U n ited States 25 years i n  
the future ( The book was publ ished i n  1 895; the story is set i n  
1 920) .  Al l major pol i t ica l  problems have been solved , b igotry 
and intolerance have been e l i m i nated , and, su icide having been 
lega l ized , the government has erected the fi rst G overnment 
t.ethal Chamber. This chamber,  a symbol of purif icat ion , 
stands i n  contrast to "The K ing in  Yel low" wh ich has "spread 
l i ke an infectious disease from city to city ,  from con ti nent to 
conti nent". 

The p lot centers around a madman named Castaigne, who, 
worki ng under a deformed l unatic named Wi lde,  h opes to be
come k ing of the U n i ted States. Castaigne, who narrates the 
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story , tel ls us at the beg inn ing that he has read "The K i ng i n  
Yel low" duri ng the convalescent per iod fol l owing a fa l l  from 
his  horse. I t  is not made clear whether h is ensu ing madness is 
due to the inju ries to his head or to h is read ing of the p lay ,  but 
i t  is the p lay that has motivated both h i m  and W i lde in thei r  
l ust for power. 

The poem Cassilda 's Song i ntroduced us to some of the 
myth ical trapp ings associated with the p lay. I n  The Repairer 
of Reputations we f ind these elements, p lus severa l new onesi 
integral ly  related to the mad l ust for power that aff l icts the 
two central characters. Thus Castaigne is patholog ical ly  fasci
nated by a manuscript of Wi lde's enti tled "The I mperial  Dy
nasty of America" opening wi th the words: "When from 
Carcosa, the Hyades, Hastu r, and Aldebaran",  and end ing by 
naming h i m  the new k ing ( The sign if icance of these and other 
al l usions to the play wi l l  be deal t  with later) . 

I n  h is  mad frame of real ity , Castai gne bel ieves that i n  order 
to become k i ng, he must prevent h is cousin Lou is f rom marry
ing Constance Hawberk , Lou is's fiancee. To accompl ish th is, 
Casta igne and Wi l de send an assassin ,  another man haunted by 
the insid ious p lay , to murder Constance. I t  is th is that proves 
Castaigne's u ndoing, as foreshadowed by the assassin 's sel f  
destruction i n  the G overn ment Letha l  Chamber. 

Yet there are strong h ints that there is more to the nefari
ous schemes of Wi lde and Castaigne than mere madness. Wi lde 
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seems to know about a secret past of Constance and her father. 
He also pred icts, correct ly ,  where a certai n  piece of armor. 
missing for years, can be fou nd. Obv iously , he does possess. 
certai n  knowledge that surpasses our plane of ex istence. As 
the epigram in  F rench at the begi n n i ng of the story warns us: 
"Do not deride fools; the i r  fol l ies wi l l  l ast l onger than ours. " 

Th is  possi b i l i ty ,  that there may real ly be someth i ng beh ind 
the ir  ravi ngs, lends a certai n  edge of horror to the i r  activi ties. 
Throughout the story , a del i berate ambigu i ty is  set up regard
ing the real i ty of the narrator's del usions. I n  one scene, Wi lde 
sends a Mr. Stey lette from h is  door, who,  he exp la ins, is the 
Arnold Stey lette, owner and edi tor-in-ch ief of a we l l-known 
newspaper. Wi lde adds as the man leaves, " I  pay h i m  very 
bad ly ,  but he th i n ks i t  is a go.od barga in ."  Does W i l de actual ly 
have a powerfu l newspaper edi tor ·under h is contro l ?  The only 
tangible evidence we have been given is the knock at Wi lde's 
door, and the voice c la iming to be "Mr. Stey lette." Yet some
how our disbel ief is partia l ly suspended. Wi lde was tel l i ng the 
truth about the armor. 

I n  a fol lowing scene, Wi lde goes on to say that he is  i n  com
munication with ten thousand men; and that wi th i n  forty-eight 
hou rs he can have the state and cou ntry rise en masse ex
cept ing places that have not received the Yel l ow S ign. The 
fancifu l dream of a madman. Or is it? Where in the smooth 
transit ion of events d id real ity leave off and sheer madness 
beg in?  There l ies the true horror of the p iece. 

Aga in ,  later in the story , Castaigne is intruded upon by h is  
cousi n Lou is as he is  try ing on what he descri bes as  a gold d ia
dem studded with diamonds. wh ich he has removed from a 
steel safe i n  h is room equ ipped with a ti me l ock. This  is what 
he wi l l  wear when he is " K i ng," by h is "right in Hastur" of 
America. Yet h is cousi n refers to the crown as bei ng brass, and 
to the safe as a "biscu i t  box."  Perhaps the crown is brass, ex
cept in -the del uded mind of Casta igne, but there is the def in i te 
possi bi l i ty that Lou is mere ly assu mes it to be brass because 
that is the more l i ke ly possi b i l i ty .  And is h is biscu i t  box com
ment to be taken l i teral ly ,  or as sarcasm? 

I n  add i tion to th is form of psychol ogical horror, there are 
a few elements of real physical horror. The description of 
Wi lde, with h is flat, poi nted head, h is arti f icial  ears, and h is 
fi ngerless left hand is qu ite gruesome. Even more horrify i ng 
are the scenes in  wh ich he has been cl awed to a bl oody mess 
by the cat he perpetua l ly  teases, and i n  wh ich he f inal ly has h is 
th roat torn open by the creature. Chambers often seems to 
associate cats with death , as can be seen i n  The Street of the 
Four Winds, also from TH E K I NG I N  Y E L LOW, and i n  The 
Man at the Next Table from TH E MA K E R  O F  M OO NS. 

F rom greed and l ust for power in The Repairer of Reputa
tions, Chambers leads us to fa ls ity and sel f-decei t  i n  The Mask ' 

the second story of the series. I n  The Mask, we have a l ove sto-
ry about artists in wh ich the myth ical " K ing i n  Yel l ow" ele
men ts fa l l  into the background,  wh i le a def in i te fan tasy-science 
fiction element enters the forefront i n  the form of a l iq u id that 
tu rns l iving th i ngs to stone. Yet, it is obvious that th is  story is 
tak ing place in the same mel ieu as the fi rst one. The statue of 
"The Fates" upon wh ich Boris Yva in  is work ing throughout, 
is the same statue that is seen standing before the G overnment 
Lethal Chamber in The Repairer of Reputations. 

The story itse l f  cen ters about the triangu lar l ove affai r  be
tween Boris, the gi rl Genevieve, and the protagon ist. Alec. 
Genevieve has professed her l ove for Boris, and Alec has with
drawn h i mself  unt i l ,  at the turn ing point,  he d iscovers she 
rea l ly  l oves h i m. 

The horror of th is piece is much more subtle than the pre
vious story 's, and works a long two para l le l  tracks. The f i rst 
track is bu i l t  around Boris's chemical sol ut ion , and the horror 



Through the cou rse of the story, we see two 
fra m e s  of  rea l ity s u p e ri m po s e d  o n  o n e  
another;  the rea lm of "The Ki ng I n  Yel low" 
lu rking beneath the apparent reality of the 
Pa risian streets. 

gradual ly mounts as Boris progressively petr if ies a l i ly ,  a gold
fish , then a rabbit; the final outcome being the accidenta l  
petrificati on of Genevieve. The second track is horror of a 
more spi ritual nature, as Alec gradual ly comes to real ize the 
deceptions of Genevieve and h i mself. 

''The K ing i n  Yel l ow", wh i ch Alec happens to ch ance upon 
at the turn i ng point,  seems to reflect symbol i ca l ly his own 
condit ion as he fal ls  i l l .  The quotat ion at the beg i n n i ng of the 
story , ( i ncidenta l ly  the only quotat ion from. the p lay besides 
Cass/lda 's Song) i l l ustrates this symbol ic  connection.  I n  the 
quotation, Cassi lda and Cam i l la are terrified to fi nd that a 
stranger whom they have asked to u nmask is wearing n one. 
This seems to be reflected later,  at the story 's tu rning point, 
when Alec rea l izes that he has been weari ng a mask of sel f-de
ception to h ide h i s  l ove of Genevieve from h i mse lf, as wel l  as 
from her and Boris, and that th is self-deception has become 
an inseparable part of h i m. When Alec's friend Jack Scott asks 
the doctor "What a i ls  Alec to wear a face l i ke that?" as Alec 
succu mbs to del i r ium,  we know it is  because of the two years 
of h id ing the truth from h i mself  and h is friends. When Alec 
overhears the q uest ion,  he i mmediately th i n ks of the Pal l id 
Mask from "The K ing i n  Yel l ow. " Assu m i ng th is. to be the 
mask referred to in the opening quotation , it wou l d  seem that 
Alec has real ized he is a personification of the stranger whose 
apparent mask is a part of h i m. 

Again ,  i n  th is story , we find the same type of ambigu i ty 
that was a keynote i n  The Repairer of Reputations. When 
Boris cal ls Alec to see the goldfish turned to stone in the 
magical f lu id ,  there is "a feverish exci tement in h is voice. " I n  
the next sentence, Alec states, "a d u l l  weight of fever lay on 
my l i mbs . . . " I t  is shortly thereafter that he chan�es upon 
and reads "The King in  Yel low. " Then , after Genev1eve, who 
actua l ly  is  del i ri ous wi th fever, reveals her l ove for A!e.c i n  
front of Boris, Alec h i mself  fal ls  i l l  wi th fever and del l n u m. 
I t  is u nclear what has caused h is i l l ness. Was h is mention of 
the "du l l  weigh t  of fever" on h is  l i mbs to be taken l i tera l ly ,  
or  was i t  a carryover of  the "feverish exci tement" in  the pre
vious sentence? I f  the second is true, are we to assu me that i t  
was the readi ng of the p lay that i nduced h is  fever? As we 
shal l see, the play does seem to have th is effect i n  the fol low
ing stories. Or did he merely catch the fever from Genevieve, · 

who also seems to have been stricken inexpl icably. Here, too, 
Genevieve's i l l ness seems to be a sy mbo l i c  externa l ization of 
her own h idden feel i ngs. I t  was apparently triggered by a 
spra ined an kle she sustai ned after Alec had start led her, as she 
was cry i ng a lone. 

However, the ambigu i ty here does not add so much to the 
effect of the piece as the subtle blend of beauty and horror 
surrounding Boris's sol ution. The description of the beautifu l 
play of colors surrounding the transformati on of l i l ies and 
goldfish into thei r  exquisitely scu lptured and beau tifu l ly t int
ed marble counterparts, perfectly counterpoi nts the d isgust 
Alec feels at the thought of tu rn ing l iv ing creatures to stone. 
But beauty overtakes the h orror at the end when the effects 
wear off, and Alec and Genevieve, masks removed, are free to 
begin anew. 

I n  In the Court of the Dragon we f ina l ly  lose the ambigu i ty 
of the previous tales, and come i nto a d i rect confrontation 
with the rea l m  of "The K i ng in Yel l ow. " The story is short, 
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d i rect, and ach•eves considerable effect as  the protagon ist is  
pursued through the ci ty by the pale-faced, black-garbed or
gan ist, only to awaken at the last i nstant before capture to 
confront the " K ing i n  Yel l ow," h i mself. 

· 

F or the fi rst ti me, i n  th is story , we see the actual  effect of 
"The K ing i n  Yel l ow" on the reader, with ou t  the vagueness of 
before. We are told  by the narrator at the outset that he is i n  

: the church for heal ing after having "th ree n ights of physical 
su-ffering and menta l  trouble" from read ing "The K i ng i n  
Yel l ow." 

Through the cou rse of the story , we see two frames of 
real i ty superi mposed on one another; the rea l m  of "The K i ng 
in Yel l ow" l urking beneath the apparent real i ty of the Parisian 
streets. As the protagon ist sits in the church at the begin n i ng,  
he th i n ks he sees the organ ist leave twice. Th is dual i ty is re
asserted at the end of the chase as he awakens and th i n ks, " I  
had slept th rough the sermon . . . Had I slept through the 
sermon?" and aga in  with , " I  had escaped h i m  . . . Had, I es
caped h i m?" 

This dual  ism makes the story ambiguous, but on a h igher 
!evel than we have seen so far. Whi le  in The Repairer of Repu
tations we were mere ly u ncertai n  as to the rea l i ty of the pro
tagon ist's schemes in a concrete setti ng, here we are u ncertai n  
as to the concreteness of the story as a whole, presented, as i t  
·Is ,  _ _  as an irtern.a l_ fantasy. _ ' 'The K i ng i n  Yel l ow" has become 
real ;  but on ly in an unrea l , or at least uncerta in  setting. The 
h ints of concrete rea l i ty ,  the i nd Hference of the congregation 
to the organ ist's p lay ing,  and the race th rough the streets of 
Paris are l ater negated as they are revealed to be possib ly a 
dream sequence. 

I n  The Mask we saw h ints of the natu re of "The K i ng i n  
Yel l ow." I n  Alec's del i r ium of imagery from the p lay ,  the 
on ly sane thought that persisted was· h is own internal l ie, per
sisting through the madden i ng u l ti mate truth of the p lay. In 
the Court of the Dragon now a l l ows the natu re of the p lay to 
emerge much more fu l ly .  H . P. Lovecraft in h is essay , Super
natural Horror in Literature, refers to "primord ia l  Carcosa . . .  
some n ightmare memory of wh ich seeks to l urk l atent and om
inous at the back of al l men's minds", and cal ls it an "eldr itch 
land of pri mal memory." In the Court of the Dragon bears out 
th is interpretation beautifu l ly. The protagonist ,  after awaken
ing in the church , rea l i zes he has al ways known wh o his pur
suer rea l ly  was. The pri mal memory has been awakened. He 
states ( twice, sign if icantly) " Death and the awfu l abode of 
lost sou ls, wh i ther my weakness l ong ago had sen t  h i m ,  had 
changed h i m  for every other eye but m i ne." I t  is sign if icant 
i t  was h is weakness that had ban ished his strange pursuer. At 
the cl ose the protagon ist has gai ned the strength to rea l i ze the 
nature of these l atent memories and to comprehend the u l ti
mate Truth. It is on ly then that the church wal ls d issolve 
away to reveal the b lack stars and the towers of Carcosa in  one 
of the dazz l i ng pieces of i magery that were Cham bers's forte. 
Yet th is is only the prel ude to the f inal  i mage as he s inks i nto 
tne 1ncreasmg waves of rad iance and hears the " K ing in Yel l ow" 
wh isper, " I t  is a fearfu l th i ng to fal l i nto the hands of the l iv
ing G od ! "  

Thus we see that th is p lay ,  the u l t i mate i n  "ye l lowness" 
is the key to u n l ock some unth i n kably evi l  truth that we have 
l ong sought to suppress with decency and mora l i ty.  

The Yellow Sign i s  the f ina l  story in  the series, and is gener-
al l y  conceded to be the most powerfu l .  Certa in ly ,  i t  has been 
the most frequently anthol ogized, probably due to i ts f inal  
combinati on of supernatu ral and spi ri tua l  horror with actua l  
physical horror. We have aga in  retu rned to the real setti ng of 
The Repairer of Reputations and The Mask, as the p rotagon ist, 
Mr. Scott, tel ls  us .when he says of "The K i ng in Yel low" : " I f  I 
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ever had had any cunos1ty to read it ,  the awfu l tragedy of 
you ng Castaigne, whom I knew, prevented me . . .  " Yet the 
real i ty of the real m of "The King in Yel l ow" , made apparent 
in  the dream-l i ke setting of In the Court of the Dragon, as
sumes tangible concreteness i n  the setting shared by the fi rst 
two stories. There is no denying the common dreams shared 
by Scott and h is model , Tessie. But the corpse-l i ke watch man , 
and h is fight wi th the newsboy , removes any dou bt that super
natu ral events are actua l ly  occurring. A man whose finger 
comes off from h is soft mushy fist during a fight, is defin i te ly 
not a being of the natu ral world. Yet i t  is not unti l · the story's 
c l i max that these events begin to tie in with the p lay. Scott 
and Tessie real ize that the dreams are centered around a b lack 
onyx tal isman , engraved with what they discover to be the 
Yel l ow Sign , when a copy of the play mysteriously tu rns up in  
h is studio. I t  is then that they real ize the watch man has 

·come for h is ta l isman , but too late , for the ir  doom has been 
sealed as prophesied in the dreams. 

The fantasy elements of the story closely para l le l  the real is
tic elemen ts. The f i rst warn ings of the supernatu ral are Tessie's 
dreams of Scott being driven in a hearse by the watch man. I t  
is a d i rect resu l t  of these dreams that Tessie and Scott become 
romantica l ly  involved with each other. This cu l m inates in  
Tessie giving Scott the onyx clasp in la id with the Yel l ow Sign 
as a token of her affection , thus seal ing their  fate. I n  their  
whole relationsh ip there is a h int  of si n ;  of "ye l l owness. " 
Scott feels h i msel f  unworthy of Tessie and is  distraught that 
he has k issed her. As a resu l t  of th is "si n "  she is  no l onger 
able to pose nude for h i m; they have tasted the forb idden fru it. 
This anticipates her read ing the forbidden fru it of "The K ing 
in  Yel low" , resu l ting  in  h is  reading of i t  a lso,  and thei r  f inal 
departure from this l ife. But as the verse at the beg inn ing of 
the story says: " Let the red dawn su rmise/ What we sha l l  do/ 
When this b lue starl ight dies/ And a l l  is th rough . "  With every 
death is the promise of rebirth. This verse does not appear in  
some reprinted versions. 

The mysterious Yel low Sign,  about wh ich the story re
volves, is rea l ly  the on ly tangible sy mbol of the p lay's content 
that we are given. I n  The Repairer of Reputations, the only 
other story that mentions i t ,  we are given a few clues to i ts 
sign ificance. At one point ,  Wi lde tel ls Castaigne that the por
tions of the cou ntry that do not fol low when the a l leged take
over occu rs, "might better never have been inhabited ," for he 
wou ld  not send them the Yel low Sign. Thus we see that the 
Yel l ow Sign is intended as a tangi ble symbol of the other real i
ty of the p lay ,  used here to indicate a l legiance to the " K ing 
in Yel l ow" and h is rea l m. 

I n  The Yellow Sign we see the effect of th is u nasked for 
sign of a l legiance on two u nsuspecti ng people. They are grad
ual ly  drawn i nto someth ing they are at fi rst unaware of, and 
later do not understand , u nti l they have read the p lay.  I t  is 
only then that the f ina l  revelation occurs. After they have read 
it ,  Scott tel l s  us:  " I  k new that she knew and read my thoughts 
as I read hers, for we had u nderstood the mystery of the 
Hyades and the Phantom of Truth was la id ."  This  last remark 
cou ld be interpreted as say ing that the th i n  vei l  of what we 
consider to be truth has been torn away. 

Later, after the watch man has come for h is ta l isman and 
Scott lays dy ing, he goes on to say : "I cou ld  tel l  more, but I 
cannot see what help i t  wou ld  be to the world . . .  They of the 
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outside world may send thei r  creatu res into wrec ked homes 
and death-sm itten fi resides . . . but with me their  sp ies must 
hal t at the confessiona l ."  Clearl y ,  again we are made aware of a 
much greater truth beyond that wh ich we know. H is reference 
to "those of the outside world" is an i mportant cl ue here. 
The i mpl ication is that the great Truth he has u nwittingly d is
covered is i nternal .  This ri ngs true i n  a l l  four  of the stories. 
Castaigne and Wi lde were dea l i ng with what appeared to be 
their  own mad fantasies; Alec's real ization of h is self-decep
tion was of cou rse internal ,  as was the protagon ist's pl ight in  
In the Court of the Dragon. And now here ,  in  The Yellow 
Sign, we are_ told ,  desp ite the physica l  presence of the dead 
watch man, that aga in  the u l ti mate revelation bel ongs in a sub
jective real i ty. I ndeed , there is no physical reason for their 
deaths. 

I t  is wel l  known that Chambers got much of the myth ical 
backdrop for h is imagi nary p lay from Ambrose B ierce. Two 
of B ierce's minor sh ort stories provided Chambers with materi
al : Haita the Shepherd and An Inhabitant of Carcosa. 

Haita the Shepherd is a parable about a young shepherd 
boy and h is fleeti ng moments with a beautifu l and e lusive g irl 
named Happiness. I n  i t  we see h i m  pray ing to the god of the 
shepherds; a god named Hastu r. This is the f i rst appearance of 
a name that was to survive, i n  a variety of forms, to present 
day fantasy. 

An Inhabitant of Carcosa is a short tale about someone 
resurrected as a spi ri t  upon the ru i ns of Carcosa, the ancient 
city that had been h is home in l ife. The story is introduced by 
a short quotation descri bing various types of death , ascribed 
to someone named Hal i .  (Another Bierce tale ,  The Death of 
Halpin Frayser, also beqins with a quote from th is myth ical 
personage) .  The story contains a reference to Aldebaran and 
the Hyades, and the sp ir it  to whom the tale i tself  is ascribed 
is named Hose ib  Alar R obard in  (from wh ich Chambers appar
ently borrowed the Alar) .  

Al though i t  has been said that Chambers bu i l t  h is " K i ng in  
Yel low" myth ol ogy upon the background provided by Bierce, 
th is is not rea l ly  the case. True, he borrowed names from 
Bierce's ta le,  but the use he made of them in no way corre
sponds to the orig inal .  Carcosa was no l onger an ancient city 
of the M iddle East, but a strange fabu l ous p lace u nder a dou
ble sun ,  whose towers can be seen risi ng beh i nd the moon , and 
where bl ack stars hang in the heavens. Hal i  no l onger referred 
to an author of mystical quotati ons about death , but rather 
to a lake whose waves are of cloud rather than water. 

I n  An Inhabitant of Carcosa, toward the end of the story , 
the narrator exclai ms: " Look ing upward , I saw through a sud
den rift in the clouds Aldebaran and the Hyades ! "  He has just 
discovered that a lthough it appears day l ight to h i m ,  it is actual
ly n igh t, for the stars are visi ble. Compare th is with a l i ne from 
The Mask as Alec descri bes h is fevered del i ri u m. "Aldebaran , 
The Hyades, Alar, Hastur, gl ided th rough the cloud rifts wh ich 
fl uttered and f lapped as they passed l i ke sca l l oped tatters of 
The K ing in Yel low." The si m i larity is obvious, yet equal ly  
obvious is the change in mean ing, i mport and purpose that 
Chambers had brought about. 

Special mention shou ld  be made of Chambers's use of the 
name Hastur to cl arify i ts later incorporation into the Cthu lhu 
mythos. Al though B ierce used it  as the name of a ben ign shep
herd god, Chambers merely spr ink led the name through h is 
stories without ever bothering to expla in what i t  referred to. 
There are a few vague clues i n  The Repairer of Reputations. 
Castaigne says at one point,  " . . .  the people shou l d  know the 
son of Hastur" , and later he raves, " I  was King, K ing by my 
right in Hastu r. " One other grammatica l ly  ambiguous sentence 
mentions, " . . . the establ ish ment of the Dynasty in  Carcosa, 



the lakes wh ich connected Hastu r, Aldebaran and the mystery 
of the Hyades. . .  Aside from these th ree vague references, the 
name Hastu r, l i ke the name Alar ,  only appears in groups of 
other names, some referring to places and some referr ing to 
people. Apparently ,  Chambers l i ked the sound of the name, 
and merely th rew it  in where he thought it sounded good; he 
d idn't have any particu lar mean ing in m ind. To i l l ustrate th is; 
the vol u me's f ifth fantasy story , The Demoiselle d'Ys, al
though unconnected to the fou r K ing in Yel low stories, has a 
human character named Hastur. I n  h is later works, THE 
MA K E R  O F  MOONS and TH E M YSTE R Y  O F  C H O I C E ,  he 
also tends to p lay around with names and mean ingless words, 
carry i ng them from one story to another. 

To the names he took from Bierce , he added a large mea
sure of h is own.  I n  add it ion to the Yel low S ign , and the K ing 
in  Yel l ow, h i mself ,  there are the Pal l id Mask,  the Phantom of 
Truth , Cassi lda and Cam i l la ,  Yhti l l ,  Demhe, Uoht,  Naota lba,  
Aldones, an·d so on. Some of these apparently have some im
port, as we have seen , wh i le others seem to be mean i ngless. 

Cassi lda and Cam i l l a ,  as wel l  as the K i ng h i mself ,  are charac-
ters from the f ict it ious p lay ,  wh i le Uoht,  Thale, Naotalba,  and 
Aldones may or may not be. Demhe seems to refer to a lake 
l i ke Hal i. The Pal l id Mask acts as a symbol of fa l sity i n  The 
Mask, wh i le in  The Repairer of Reputations i t  seems to repre
�nt the truth of the p lay ( "  . . .  the state , the whole land 
were ready to rise and tremble before the Pal l id Mask" ) .  
The Phantom of Tru th seems to be a member of the Dynasty 
in  The Repairer of Reputations ( " . . .  the ram if icat ions of the 
I mperial fami ly ,  to Uoht and Thale, from Naota lba and Phan� 
tom of Truth , to Aldones . . .  " ) ,  wh i le in The Yellow Sign 
the mean i ng is  qu i te obscu re ( "  . . .  we had understood the 
mystery of the Hyades and the Phantom of Tru th was la id. " ) .  

I t  seems l i ke ly that Chambers d i d  not have any coherent 
myth ical structu re in mind,  and no concrete concept of what 
constituted the p lay ,  aside from the genera l ities tou ched upon. 
L i ke an impression istic pai nt ing it l ooks f ine from a d istance, 
but fa l ls apart under close scruti ny. 

Marion Z immer Brad ley makes some interesting observa
tions about the possible origins of the " K ing i n  Yel l ow" myth
ology in her article " . . .  And Strange Sounding Names· ·  i n  
THE CONAN SWO R D BOO K ( M i rage Press) .  She poi nts out 
that Chambers was i nfl uenced by a new school of i mpressi on
istic wri t ing common at that t i me in France and Spa in ,  and 
that most of the stories in TH E Kl NG I N  Y E L LOW can be 
translated sty l istica l l y  i n to Span ish wi thout sh i ft ing a word, 
wh i le  the idioms are French . She theorizes, then ,  that Cham· 
bers, i ntentional ly or otherwise,  used names in the stories relat
ing to the "ghosts of the Pyrenees, the endless war between 
Moorish pagan and stern ly tenacious Spai n ."  Thus, Mrs. Brad
ley concludes that Casi lda (sic) is a common name among 
Span ish women,  Hastur is a probable corruption of Asturias 
(the only Span ish province that never surrende red to the 
Moors) , Carcosa is a corruption of Carcasonne (an ancient 
F rench ci ty formerly cal led Carcaso) ,  and Hal i is Arabic 
(Moorish i nfl uence in  Spain )  for the constel lat ion of Tau rus 
(wh ich conta ins Aldebaran and the Hyades) .  

Of cou rse , what Mrs. Bradley fai l s  to note in th is article is  
that with the excepti on of 'Casi lda' , al l of the aforementioned 
names were taken from B ierce. However, B ierce was a con-
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tem porary of Cham bers, and may have been subject to Span
ish i nf luences h i mself. 

After TH E K I N G  I N  Y E L LOW, Chambers h i mself  never 
d id anyth i ng further to devel op the mythology. There are 
.on ly a few smal l h ints in h is later work of i ts ex istence. I n  
TJ:ie Silent Land, a borderl ine fantasy story tol lowing the t it le 
story in  TH E MA KE R O F  MOONS, there are two passing ref-

. erences to "a k ing i n  Carcosa" presented as snatches of a ta le 
one of the characters is te l l i ng another. I n  TH E S LAY E R  OF 
SOU LS, a spy th r i l ler wri tten in 1 920 (the year in wh ich The 
Repairer of Reputations opens) we are agai n  confronted with 
disembod ied sou ls ind istingu ishable from flesh and bl ood peo
ple,  as i n  In the Court of the Dragon. To ma ke the point more 
obvious, Chambers i ntroduced into the dia logue of the novel 
the l i ne " I t  is a fearfu l th ing to fa l l  into the hands of the l iv ing 
God." This was· the last l i ne of In the Court of the Dragon. 
There is a lso some background borrowed from The Maker of 
Moons, wh ich E . F .  Blei ler considers to have been a pre l i m inary 
version of i t. 

The real longevity of the K i ng in  Yel low myth ology was 
due to i ts incorporati on by other fantasy wri ters, l ong after 
Chambers h i mself  had dropped the idea. H .P. Lovecraft was 
the fi rst of these. I t  is often thought, in fact, that he got h is  
idea for the N EC R ONOM I CON from "The K ing in  Yel l ow" , 
however, noth ing cou ld be fu rther from the truth . The fact 
is, Lovecraft's f i rst mention of the N EC RONOM I CON was i n  
The Hound written in  1 922. H e  didn't know that TH E K I N G  
I N  Y E L LOW existed unti l  he was f in ish ing  u p  h is Supernatural 
Horror in Literature in 1 927. Moreover, as we have seen ,  
Chambers's f ict it ious p lay of blasphemous beau ty h ardly bears 
any resemblance '  to Lovecraft's mou l deri ng old tome of un
speakable horrors and forbidden rites. But what Lovecraft d id  
do was revive interest i n  Chambers's work. In  The Whisperer 
in Darkness ( 1 930) , he i ncorporated some of Chambers's myth
ical names. I t  is the only story in wh ich he d id. Li ke Cham
bers, he never attached any part icu lar mean ing to the words 
he borrowed, but merely i ncl uded them i n  a hodge-podge of 
other Cthul hu Mythos names. Thus in th� story the protagon
ist tel ls  us that he fou nd h i msel f  faced with names and terms 
he "had heard elsewhere in the most h ideous of connecti ons
. . .  Nyarlathotep, Azathoth ,  Hastur, Y ian,  Leng, the Lake of 
Hal i ,  Beth moora ,  the Yel low S ign . . .  " Later in the story we 
are told  in a letter tq the protagon ist from h is friend who has 
someh ow become a l l ied with a race of al ien bei ngs from Yug
goth , " . . .  they ( the bei ngs from Yuggoth ) have never know
i ngly harmed men . . . There is  a whole secret cu l t  of evi l  men 
(a man of you r mystical erudit ion wi l l  understand me when 1 
l i n k  them with Hastur and the Yel low Sign)  devoted to the 
purpose of track ing them down and injuri ng them on beha lf  
of monstrous powers from other d i mensions." I t  is  obvious 
from the context of the story that the beings from Yuggoth 
are sin ister creatures i n  league with the rest of Lovecra.ft's 
Cthu lo id pantheon. S ince the second quotation tu rns out to 
be from one of them, it is u nclear whether they are tel l i ng the 
truth about bei ng at odds with the cu l ts of evi l men l in ked 
with Hastur and the Yel low Sign. 

It was apparently th is tangential  reference to Hastur, how
ever, that insp i red August Derleth , Lovecraft's associate,  to 
incorporate i t  i nto the Mythos as a rel ative ly ben ign G reat 
Old One constantly at battle wi th the rest of Lovecraft's evi l  
pantheon. I n  1 932, Derleth , in  col laboration with Mark 
Shorer, wrote The Lair of the Star Spawn. I t  is in th is tale that 
Hastu r makes i ts f i rst appearance as a definable en t ity in the 
Mythos. We are told that " H astu r the Unspeakable" is an evi l  
being  i n  league with Cth u l h u ,  et. a/. When these beings were 
ban ished by the E l der Gods, Cthu lhu was i mprisoned in  the 
sun ken city of R ' lyeh , and Hastu r was "ex i led to Hal i in the 



Hyades. " I n  1 939, Derleth fu rther expanded the idea i n  The 
Return of Hostur. Here we f ind that Hastu r is the ha l f-brother 
of Cthu lhu .  The story tel ls us, "Hastu r was h u rled i n to outer 
space into that place where the block stars hong, wh ich is indi
cated as Al debaran of the Hyades, wh ich is the place men
tioned by Chambers, even as he repeats the Carcosa of B ierce." 
Derleth a lso th rows i n  a few passing references to A ldones and 
Thale a long the way ,  undou btedly to he lp t ie together the two 
mythol ogies. 

Derleth was not the on ly one to take a l i k ing  to the name 
Hastu r. Mari on Z immer Brad ley ,  herself  a Chambers fan , cre
ated her own concept of Hastu r, u naware of what Derleth had 
been doi ng. I n  1 96 1 , TH E SWO R D  OF A LCO N ES ,  the fi rst of 
her Darkover novels appeared , having  as i ts hero a young man 
by the name of R egis Hastu r. H is fam i ly ,  the H asturs, were 
"members of a ru l i ng caste of te lepath ic fami l ies . . .  eth ical 
serious, (and)  vi rtuous," as M rs. Brad ley puts i t  herself  in her 
N YCTA LOPS No. 6 article. 

I n  THE SPAWN O F  CTH U LH U ,  ( Bal lanti ne Books 1 97 1 ) ,  
L in  Carter dredged up another example of Chambers's inf lu
ence, from a 1 938 issue of WE I R D TA LES. I t  is a short poern 
by Vi ncent Starret, enti t led Cordelia 's Song (from The King 
in Yellow). I t  is not a bad poem,  and has an eer 1e atmos
phere abou t it ,  but aside from the t it le there seems to oe no 
connection to TH E K I N G  I N  Y E L LOW. In  the sa me vol u me, 
however, Carter h i msel f  has wri tten a sonnet sequence emu lat
ing Lovecraft's Fungi from Yuggoth, enti t led Litany to Hostur. 
Carter is qu i te adept at im itating the sty le  of others, and i n  
th is sonnet sequence has ach ieved a subtly bri l l iant  blend of 
the ideas and i mages of Chambers, Lovecraft and Derleth , i n  
a n  atmosphere of unwor ld ly  horror. . 

The infl uence of TH E K I N G  I N  Y E L LOW l ives on. I n  
1 967 , Robert S i lverberg opened h is  science fiction novel 
TH O R NS with the quotation from the beg inn ing of The Mask. 
The 'u lt i mate in  tributes to Chambers, however,  must be con
ceded to James Bl ish. H is short story More Ligh t in Anne 
McCaffrey 's anthology � LC H E M Y  AN D ACAD E M E  ( Double
day & Co. 1 970) is a framework i n  wh ich he presents us with 

the enti re p lay "The K ing  in  Yel low" as supposed ly wri tten 
by Chambers h i mself. Al leged ly ,  Chambers wrote up the p lay 
he had h i nted at i n  h is  stories and sent  a copy to Lovecraft, 
who in tu rn sent  a copy to a young fan named B i l l  Athe l i ng 
( B l ish 's pseudony m ) .  The gist of the story is that  for some 
mysterious reason , no one can read the entire p lay through. 

The Bl ish version of the p lay is qu i te clever, and manages 
to incl ude qu ite a bit from Chambers's orig inal  stories, a l though 
it  does fa l l  short on a few i mportant points. What we are pre
sented with is a story of a pai r  of stagnating cities i n  the midst 
of an interminable siege. They are the cities of Hastu r and 
Alar, and l ie on the ban ks of the l akes Ha l i  and Deh�e (sic) 
respectively. With the exception of Carcosa , they are the on ly 
ci ties i n  Gondwanaland (This is the name of the theoretical  
land mass that broke apart to form our present continents) . 
Carcosa is a strange ghostly ci ty that seems to f loat by the 
far shore of Hal i ;  i t  is  the home of the K ing  in  Ye l l ow. I nto 
Hastu r comes a strange f igure in a pal l i d  mask and wearing the 
Yel low Sign; he is Yhti l l ,  the Phantom of Truth . He entices 
Cass i lda queen of Hastu r, to end the siege by hav ing the en
t ire k i ngdom attend a masque, a l l wearing pal l id masks to h ide 
themsel ves from the K i ng. The K ing  reta l iates by dis integrat-

ing Yhti l l  and permanently f ix ing  the masks upon the faces of 
the peop le. The last l i nes ech o Chambers in  The Mask: "Not 
upon us, oh K i ng,  not upon us" , wh ich Alec remembers 
Cass i lda cry i ng ,  i n  h is  del i r ium.  

Al though he i ncl udes many such references and al l usions 
th rough ou t the body of the p lay ,  B l ish seems to have over
l ooked the most obvious ones. Cossilcjo 's Song and the open
i ng quotation from The Mask are both c ited by Chambers as 
being from Act 1 Scene 2 of the p lay ,  but B l ish i ncl udes both 
in Act 2 of h is version. And he tota l ly disregards the l i ne i n  
The Repairer of Reputations that tel ls  u s  of "Cam i l la 's agon
ized scream and the awfu l words echoing th rough the d i m  
streets of Carcosa . . .  the last l i nes i n  the fi rst act . . .  " N o  
such th ing happens a t  the end of Bl ish 's f i rst act, or  anywhere 
else,  for Chambers has made it  p la in  in  this l i ne that the ac
tion of the play is i n  Carcosa , n ot Hastu r. 

However, it is al l i n  good fun.  Bl ish has even managed to 
mcl ude the Wh i tman quote at the beg inn ing  of The Maker of 
Moons in the d ia logue. And,  of cou rse, when the K ing h i m
self appears, he advises the people of Hastur :  " I t  is a fearful  
th ing to fa l l  i n to the hands of the Liv ing G od ! "  

We now have had a close l oo k  at TH E K I N G I N  Y E L LOW 
itself ,  looked at its orig i ns, and traced its varied infl uences to 
the present day. No dou bt even if  Chambers h i mse lf  is some
day forgotten , Hastu r  wi l l  sti l l  be arou nd in one form or an-. 
other to haunt the a es of fantas . • 
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Elbert Lindsey 

I was standing in  one end of a l ong, dark ha l lway. At the 
other end was a square outl ine of l ight. I fe l t  d rawn to it, yet 
strangely afraid of it at the same ti me. I wal ked down the ha l l  
s lowly. 

Just a few feet away, I cou ld tel l  i t  was the outl ine of a 
door. I t  had a sma l l  metal handle. I reached out to touch it. 
That was when the sound started. A strange wai l ing,  sounding 
a lmost hu man. As my hand neared the door, the sound grew 
l ouder, more insistent. I fe l t  as though someone were try ing to 
warn me, and h is words were jus.t at the edge of intel l ig ibi l ity .  
The cl oser my hand came to the door, the more clear the voice 
became. I was j ust on the verge of touch ing the door, and just 
on the verge of understanding what the sound was when . . .  

"When you woke up," M i l l ie suppl ied. 
" R ight," I answered. "And I 've had the same dream for the 

past five n igh ts." 
" E xactly the same? What do you suppose it means? " she 

asked. 
" I  don't know. Maybe I shou ld  see a psych iatrist." 
" He'd just tel l  you that you hate you r  mother," she sa id,  

derisively. 
"And he'd be right." 
" Have you ever before had the same dream more than 

once? " 
"No,  and I don't mind say ing,  th is has me a b i t  upset, not 

to mention t i red. "  
" I  doubt i t  w i l l l ast much l onger. These th ings have a 

way of clearing themselves up." 
" I  hope so. "  We stood and donned our coats. I paid the 

bi l l  and we left. I l ooked at my watch . 
"Are you going to make it  on t ime? " M i l l ie asked. 
" I ' l l  manage," I said.  
" You never told me what i t  is you 're go ing to." 
"Winthrop i nv ited me to a professor's lectu re. Scotson is 

giving a tal k on chronology and Winthrop said i t  was in  my 
area." 33 

"Wel l ,  I hope it's i n teresting. Than ks for the d inner," M i l l i  
said,  as we arrived at her apartment. 

"Thanks for l isten ing to my trou bles," I answered. " I  hope 
you're right about the dream going away. "  I k issed her good
n igh t at the doorstep. 

After she closed the door, I checked my watch aga in .  I t  was 
seven forty-five and I was due at the physics lab at eight. 

I hu rried across campus and arrived, breath less, a few mo
ments l ate. I entered the l arge room and wal ked down the ais le 
to a seat cl ose to the front. Professor Scotson was sti l l  i n  h is 
opening remarks. 

" . . .  stud ies, as I 'm sure many of you know. But  for those 
twenty years I 've never al tered my basic posi tion . And now 
I ' m ready to prove that I was right. " 

I was fam i l iar with most of Scotson's work.  He had main
tained that ti me travel was possible, a l though Revk i m's Solu
t ion had l ater indicated otherwise. Though Scotson h adn't 
publ ished in  the l ast twenty years or so, it was com mon knowl
edge that he was constantly at work try ing to val idate his theo
retica l  posi tion. 

" Rather than present a boring paper," Scotson conti nued, 
"which many of you wi l l  refuse to bel ieve anyway , I have pre
pared a sma l l  demonstration wh ich I am sure you w i l l  f ind ex
tremely interesti ng. " There was a low murmuring in the half
fi l led room. " Unfortunately," Scotson said,  "the m aterials re
qu i red for the demonstration were too large to bring with me, 
so I 'm afraid we' l l  have to adjou rn to my laboratory. I bel ieve 
there wi l l  be enough room to accomodate us a l l . "  

Scotson stepped off the dias and made h is  way up one of 
the aisles. " I f  you wi l l  al l fol l ow me," he cal led, as he led the 
way out of the room. The smal l group rose and proceeded up
stai rs to Scotson's lab. 

I fe l l  i n  alongside Dr. Wi nthrop, who taught one of my grad
uate seminars and was chai rman of the department. 

" Hel lo,  M r. Wi l l iams," he said.  "G lad to see you cou ld  
make it. " 

" He l lo ,  Dr. Wi nthrop. " 



"The other two students I i nv ited apparently decided th is 
ta l k  wasn 't worth thei r  t ime." 

H is tone made me glad I had decided to come. 
"What k ind of demonstrati on does Professor Scotson have 

planned? " 
Winthrop shook h is head. " He's had the whole department 

guessing al l week. He hasn 't tol d anyone." 
" Didn't you say i t  was i n  my area? " 
Winthrop shook h i s  head aga in .  "Most of Scotson 's previ

ous work was in  your area." 
" I t  must be someth i ng pretty big,  if  he's been work ing on 

i t  for twenty years." 
Winthrop laughed. " I  doubt i f  he's on ly worked on one 

project i n  a l l  that ti me. And speak ing  of that ,"  he cont inued, 
"how is  you r  research com i ng?" 

"Not as wel l  as I 'd  l i ke . The rol l-off values are a bit l ow. I 
th i n k  the L TM zone: is too narrow. " 

" How wi l l  you correct that? " Wi nthrop asked. 
" I  thought I 'd increase the aperture about th ree. " 
"You might want to consider a buck le  replacement," he 

suggested. 
" Replace the buckle? " 
"A narrower buckle gives a h igher Hertz va lue. That wi l l  

i ncrease you r �oi l-off va l ue . " 
We had reached the fourth f loor and Scotson ushered us in

to h is laboratory. I nside, in  an area cleared of tables and equ i p
ment,  a huge contraption s itt ing on four wooden supports a l 
most touched the h igh cei l i ng. 

The th i ng was basical ly rectangu lar, but at the top, in the 
center, was a large gap where a cush ioned seat had been bol ted 
in .  A smal l panel consist ing of a few buttons and several d ia ls 
and gauges hung i n  front of the cha i r. A meta l ladder welded 
to the front of the mach ine made i t  possi ble to cl i mb- up i nto 
the seat. 

Scotson stood in front of the mach i ne ,  ho ld ing a sheaf of 
papers. "These are cop ies of my latest work," he sa i d ,  handing 
them out. "After the demonstration I hope they wi I I  answer 
most of your questions. " Then he cl imbed the ladder and 
swung h i mself  into the chai r  atop the mach ine. 

"Those of you who know me and my work ," he began,  sur-
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vey ing us from h is th rone, " may have al ready guessed that 
th is i s  a t i me mach ine. " 

He paused. We were s i lent. 
"You don 't know how I have dreamed of th is  moment. 

For years I 've worked in th is lab, f i rst study i ng Brenn's equa
tions, exami n i ng h is assu mpti ons and grapp l i ng with h i s  theory. 
Then I toi led over Revk i m's Sol ut ion ,  mak ing new assu mp
ti ons, replacing h is val ues, constructing a whole new frame
work of ti me. 

"Then , after six years of research and pai nstak ing ca lcu la
tions, I worked to val idate my theory. F i rst , I performed ex
peri ments to strengthen my grasp of the physical corre lations 
to the theoretical base I had developed. 

"Then , when I thought I had a f i rm base to work from , I 
went on to design and construct a prototype of my t ime ma
ch i ne. I t  was much smal ler than th is  and used far less power. 
I sent i t  forward i nto t i me,  f i rst for a few moments ,  then for a 
half hou r. But that wasn't enough and so for the l ast three 
years I worked on a larger version. I had to experience i t  my
sel f. I had to feel what i t  was l i ke to actual ly travel th rough 
ti me. Can you i magi ne? Can anyone i magi ne what it is l i ke? 

" I ' l l  be the f i rst to know, the fi rst man in h istory to experi
ence moving through ti me. My name sha l l  be recorded with 
E inste in  and Brenn. I t  wi l l  overshadow Revk i m ! "  He stopped 
abruptly,  and smi led. 

" I 'm sorry , gentlemen. I trust you wi i l  forgive my gett i ng 
carried away l i ke that. As I sai d ,  I have wa i ted a long t ime. " 

Scotson pressed some buttons on the smal l control panel i n  
front of h i m. The mach i ne slowly hu mmed t o  l i fe. 

"Now for the proof. I p lan to transfer myself  th rough ti me 
to a point  two days in the future ,  that wou ld be Thursday 
n ight. I ' I I  remai n  twen ty to th i rty m i nutes, l ong enough to 
purchase a few papers to docu men t my vis it.  Are there any 
quest ions at th is  point?" 

Professor Johnson stepped forward. "I  have a quest ion. 
How did you change Revk i m's Solut ion? " 

"Yes," someone agreed. "What d id  you do to the matrix? " 
"You 've actua l ly  had a prototype travel th rough t i me ! "  

someone else sa id. 
"Why are you goi ng to be gone a half hou r? Why can't  you 

return a sp l i t-second after you left? " 
" How much power-" 

" Please, gentlemen ! "  Scotson i nterru pted. "Al l  of you r  
questions are answered in  my report. Except you rs, Sti l man. 
I won't return a spl i t-second after I left because the adjust
ments for control l i ng progress through t i me are awkward to 
make. If I leave the setti ngs al one I ' I I  be able to retu rn back 
th rough the same amount of t i me that I or ig ina l ly  travel led for
ward th rough. That means that if I stay i n  the fu tu re a half  
hou r, I wi l l  return to a ha lf  hour from the t i me I left. 

"Now, wi l l  you please step away from the mach i ne? " Scot
son asked. " l= ive feet is q u i te adequate. There is a l i ttle torque 
f ie ld overlay."  He wai ted unt i l the peop le cl osest to the ma
ch i ne had stepped back several paces. "After I 've left please 
don 't  touch the supports bel ow the mach i ne. I trust I wi l l  see 
you i n  half  an hou r. "  He th rew a smal l red swi tch on the pan
e l .  The mach i ne emitted a sh ri l l  sound for a second and then i t  
seemed to fade slowly ,  becoming translucent and hazy. Sud
den ly ,  i t  was gone. 

There was a stunned s i lence. 
"He rea l ly  d id i t ! "  Johnson said .  
" I  don't bel i eve i t. "  
" I t's amaz ing. " 
I tu rned to Wi nthrop. He was l ook ing at the report he held 

in h is hand. He f l ipped it  open and began sk i mm i ng. 
Several people went forward to the spot where the mach ine 
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had stood and wal ked arou nd i t  in  d isbel ief. The lower por
tion of the wooden supports was a l l that remained. 

Another professor came over to Winthrop. "What do you 
make of i t , Ed? " 

" I ' m not sure. He's changed Revk i m's ca lcu lat ions. " 
"So I noticed ," the other man agreed. " I t  l ooks l i ke some 

terms have been completely left ou t. " 
" Look here ! "  exclai med Winthrop, poi nt ing to a paragraph 

i n  Scotson 's paper. 
I craned my neck to see wh ich page they were on. 
" He assu med t i me is made up of discrete u n i ts occu rri ng i n  

a f ive d i mensional construct whereas Revk i m  assu med that 
ti me was a cont inuous wave i n  fou r d i mensi ons," Wi nthrop 
expla ined. 

"Yes," the other man agreed. He f l ipped to the next page. 
"Apparently several terms cancel .  I t  makes the whole equation 
si mpler. " 

"Occam's razor at work,  do you suppose? " 
"Wel l ,  nature seems to agree wi th Scotson ," the other man 

commented, waving toward the space once occup ied by the 
mach i ne. 

Winthrop fl ipped a couple more pages of Scotson's report. 
"When you change Revk i m's cal cu lat ions and p lug  the val ues 
in ,  the matr ix comes out to un i ty i nstead of zero. " 

"Why,  that changes the whole calcu lation ! "  
" Hey ! "  someone excla i med. " I t's been about twenty-five 

minutes. " 
" He shou ld be back any ti me. " 
"God !  There' l l  be no l ivi ng with h i m  now. He' l l  be so 

damn famous i t  won't  be fu nny. " 
Another man l aughed. "Don't worry , Tom ! You won't  

have to put up with h im. They're sure to move h i m  out of that 
hole you cal l  an off ice ! "  Several professors chuck led. 

Everyone was si lent after that as we waited. The tension 
grew as the minutes passed and Scotson did not return. Some
one coughed. 

" I t 's been forty-five m i nu tes," Joh nson annou nced. 
" Do you suppose someth i ng went wrong? " 
" Let's give h i m  fi fteen more m i nutes," Winthrop suggested. 
At the end of that t i me, Scotson had sti l l  not arrived. 
"Alright, gentlemen ," Winthrop began , " I  th i n k  i t's t i me 

to assu me that someth i ng has gone awry with Scotson 's ex
peri ment. Let me suggest a course of act ion. 

"We' l l  notify campus secu rity. They can post a guard to 
keep people out and to watch for Scotson 's retu rn. Then I 
suggest we move to the Chronol ogy Department's l ou nge and 
try to f igure out what went wrong with Scotson's experi ment. " 

35 

, ,  , ,  

" I ' m sti l l  try i ng to figure out what went r igh t ! " someone 
interjected. Several people l aughed and the tensi on eased. 

Winthrop tu rned to me. "Wi l l  you notify Security? " he 
asked. 

"What do I say? They ' l l  th i n k  i t's a pran k. " 
" H mmm. Al right. I ' l l  handle that. You j ust keep your 

mouth shut. Anyone f i nds out about th is and I ' l l  know who 
is to b lame," he added , with a gr in .  

"Sure. " 
"Alr ight. Then I ' I I  see you tomorrow. " 
"Wel l-" I had wanted to go to the l ounge with them and 

fol low the discussion , but perhaps I wou ld just be a nu isance, 
"-okay ," I sa id .  

I left the bu i ld ing and wal ked out i nto the cold  even i ng. I t  
fel t  good to inhale the crisp autu mn air ,  after bei ng i n  the stuf
fy laboratory. 

I thought over the events that had spanned the last hour 
and a ha lf. I had just wi tnessed the i ncred i ble and my m i nd 
refused to grasp a l l  of i t. I wal ked home wi th my though ts 
wh i rl i ng. How cou ld Scotson travel through ti me? Why hadn't 
he returned? If he hadn't gone i nto the future,  where had he 
gone? 

S lowly, a few th ings seemed to come together. I began to 
see what m ight have gone wrong with the exper i ment. By the 
ti me I reached home I was certai n I knew why Scotson had 
fai led. I took my copy of h is report to my desk and tried to 
fol low h is theory in order to conf i rm my idea. Bu t h is formu
lati ons were too complex , h is prose too dry ,  and I grew ti red. 
I soon gave up and cl i m bed i nto bed , where I fe l l  i nto a f itful  
sl umber. 

I was stand i ng in one end of a l ong, dark hal lway. At the 
other end was a square out l i ne of l ight. I fe l t  drawn to i t , yet 
strangely afra id at the same ti me. I wal ked down the hal l 
slowly. 

Just a few feet from it, I cou l d  tel l  i t  was the outl i ne of 
a door. I reached out to touch i t. That was when the strange 
wai l i ng sound started. As my hand got cl oser to the door, the 
sound grew l ouder, as th ough someone was try i ng to warn me. 
The sound was just at the edge of i ntel l ig ib i l i ty .  As my hand 
approached the door, the voice seemed clearer. I stopped and 
l istened intently ,  stra i n i ng. But the more I stra ined, the less 
clear the voice became. 

My hand reached toward the door. I touched the cold  
metal hand le. The voice grew louder, clearer, overwhel m i ng. 

"Stop ! I won 't let you . . .  " 



Every muscle was tense. My forehead was beaded with 
sweat. Gently ,  ever so gently,  I tugged on the meta l handle. 

" I  won't  let you."  
The door swung eas i ly open . . .  
"Stop ! "  

The next morn ing,  I dragged myself  out of bed, try i ng to 
push the dream wh i ch had kept me tossing al l n ight i nto the 
back of my mi nd. 

1 dressed and had a qu ick breakfast , then wal ked over to 
Winthrop's off ice. I wanted to f ind out what had been de
cided and ,  of course, to present the theory I had developed 
the even ing before. 

He was busy and I had to wai t  a half  hour. But  as soon as 
he found out that I was wait ing,  he made t i me for me to see 
h i m. 

"Have a seat," he offered. " You d idn't  d iscuss what hap
pened with anyone, d id you? " 

I shook my head. 
"Wel l ,  our discussion last n i ght  l asted several hours, but 

none of us cou l d  come up with anyth i ng. That's not surprising, 
of course. We don't rea l ly  u nderstand what Scotson 's mach i ne 
does or even the theory Scotson devel oped. 

"As I th i n k  someone mentioned last n ight, we don't know 
what he d id r ight,  much less what went wrong. " 

I cleared my throat. " 1 ,  u h ,  had a thought last n ight." I t  
occurred to me that I was proba_bly _ma k i ng a fool of mysel f. 
How cou l d  I possibly come up with the r ight answer when the 
top professors i n  the Chronology Department had fai led?  I fe l t  
m y  resolve s lowly sl i pp ing away. 

" Yes? " Wi nthrop prompted. 
"Wel l ,  isn't i t  possible that Scotson forgot to ta ke i nto a� 

count the movement of the Earth through space? S ince the 
Earth is not on ly sp i nn ing on i ts ax is,  but revolv ing around the 
Sun,  and the Sun at the same ti me is headi ng toward , er, some 
star-wel l ,  anyway, by tomorrow the Earth wi l l  be m i l l i ons of 
mi les away." 

Winthrop nodded. "That's a good poi nt. I say that because 
that's the f i rst th i ng we thought of. Somehow, and none of us 
understands how, the mach i ne automati ca l ly  ta kes care of 
that. " 

"The mach i ne takes care of i t? " 
" I 'm sorry. I 'm not maki ng myself  clear today. I d idn 't 

get much sleep last n ight," Winth rop apologized. 
"The mach i ne is a l ready moving with the same veloc ity as 

the Earth , "  he explained. "The equation i nd icates that th is 
vel oci ty is  somehow maintai ned when it  travels th rough t i me. 
That is  to say , the mach i ne wi l l  end up at a place equ ivalent to 
where i t  wou ld  have ended up if it had si mply sat where it was 
for two days i nstead of mov ing forward i n  ti me." 

"That doesn 't  make sense," I objected. 
"Mathematical ly,  it works out beautifu l ly. I f  you th i n k  

about i t  for a moment, you ' l l  see i t's not so hard t o  accept. 
The mach i ne is si mply acce lerated a long the temporal ax is pro
portionately to the d istance, i f  you wi l l ,  i t  is  travel l i ng th rough 
ti me. I n  fact, we suspect that th is wi l l  provide an upper l i m it  
to how far one can travel backward and forward i n  ti me. " 

"How so? " I hadn't  qu i te fol lowed that. 
"The mach i ne's veloci ty can be i ncreased only up to the 

speed of l ight. At least, that's the theory . "  

I nodded, though I sti l l  d idn't  grasp ent ire ly what Winthrop 
. was say i ng. 

" I f  you rea l ly  want someth ing to th i n k  about," Winthrop 
offered, "try th is. 

"Someone,  I th i n k  Dr. Pearson,  suggested that perhaps 
Scotson has sort of 'crashed i n to' h i msel f. H is mach i ne is  
si tt ing in h is l aboratory Thursday even i ng. A hazy form co
alesces around it. Then there's God knows what-a huge exp lo
sion perhaps-as h is mach i ne from the past tries to occupy the 
same space at the same ti me as the mach i ne in the future. " 

" Do you th i n k  that's what happened? "  
"Wel l ,  there's a major problem with i t. As a matter of fact, 

i t's a good example of the ti me trave l ler's nemesis, the para
dox."  

1 t
.
hought for a moment; then i t  dawned on me. "Of  course. 

I f  Scotson left the past with h is mach i ne and d idn't  return , be
cause of the explosion, then h is mach i ne wou ldn 't be sitt ing 
there when he arrived, so there wou ld  be no explosi on. And 
since there is no exp losion,  then there is no reason not to re
turn-" 

" Exactly ," said Wi nthrop, ho ld ing up h is hand to stop the 
torrent. "So we're right back where we started." 

" But 1 thought-that is,  Scotson hasn 't  retu rned. Doesn 't  
that mean that his mach i ne is  a fai l u re somewhere al ong the 
l ine? " 

Winthrop thought a moment. "Since you were i n  on th is  
from the begi nn ing," he  sai d  f i nal ly ,  " I  don't th i n k  anyone 
wi l l  m ind if I tel l  you th is. "  

"What?" M y  curiosi ty was burn i ng. What had they rea l ly  
decided? 

"Wel l ,  i t's not a whole lot ,"  Winthrop said ,  sensing my 
eagerness. " I n  fact, i t's the only th i ng we cou l d  come up with.  
We're going to meet tomorrow n i ght. I f  he ever made it ,  
we' l l  be there wait i ng for h i m. I f  you'd l i ke to jo in  us, I don't 
th i n k  anyone wi l l  object." 

"Tomorrow? What ti me?" 
"We' l l  be meeti ng here, at my office, about 7 :45, then wal k  

over to Scotson's lab." 
" I ' l l  be here. Than ks." 
"Sure." 
"Why do you th i n k  Scotian went through that wh ole devel

opment process on h is own?" 
" I  suspect there were several reasons for that ,"  Winthrop 

offered , after a moment of consideration . ·  "Scotson had qu i te 
a name i n  Chronology before Revki m  publ ished h is solut ion 
to Brenn's equations. Perhaps, he wanted to regai n  that fame 
by developing the ti me mach i ne." 

" But wouldn 't publ ish i ng that paper that he handed out 
have accompl ished that?" 

"When he lost h is fame, he lost a l ot of h is confidence. I 
th i n k ,  basical ly ,  he was afra id  he m ight be proven wrong. After 
al l ,  he made several untested assu mpti ons i n  the cou rse of h is  
cal culations: that t ime consists of d iscrete u n i ts i n  a five-di
mensional construct, that co�t inuum resistance would  remai n  
negl igi ble a t  large vel ocity wi th large mass, and several other 
m inor ones." 

" D id you know h i m  pretty wel l ? "  
"We had a l ot o f  professional contact before h e  l ost h is 

fame. Then he retreated i nto h is work a l most enti rely." Win
throp paused for a moment. Then ,  looking at the papers on 
h is desk , he said ,  " I ' m afra id  you've caught me at a busy time." 

I nodded. " I ' l l  see you tomorrow, then. ' '  
I I  R ight." 
I headed over to my l aboratory to do some work of my 

own. Brood ing about Scotson's experi ment made i t  d ifficult  
to concentrate, but I had to do a l i tt le catch i ng up ,  since my 
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When I thought I 'd accomplished enough to call it a day, I 
found that it was very late. I went home tired, but didn't sleep 
well. I had the dream agai n. 

The next afternoon I walked over to Millie's apartment. 
She let me in and offered me some coffee. 

" No, thanks." 
"Well, I 'm going to have some," she said, putting water on 

to boil. "Was Scotson's speech very interesting?" 
I started. "Scotson's talk was just the usual stuff. Nothing 

spectacular. " I knew she'd kill me when she found out differ
e ntly. 

"You didn't tell Wi nthrop that, did you?" 
"Of course not. I told him I felt it was an extremely in-

spi ri ng educational experience. " 
" I 'm sure," she laughed. 
" How about your dreams?" she asked. "Still having them?" 
"That's what I wanted to tell you about. The dream 

changed." 
"Oh? How do you mean?" 
"There's more to i t  now. " 
She sat down on the couch next to me, a cup of coffee i n  

her hand. "Tell me about it. " 
I related the dream as well as I could remember i t. As I fin

ished, she sai d, "And you wake up before the door gets all the 
way open?" 

"Thi s voice keeps yelli ng 'Stop,' the whole time," I sai d. 
"That's what's real ly eerie. " 

" Maybe you really should see a psychologist. He might be 
able to help you understand what's causing this." 

"You think so?" 
" I t  couldn't hurt, could i t?" She looked at me. " I  mean, 

it's not a question of you being insane or anythi ng. " 
"I guess I could drop by the medical buildi ng. " 
"I 'll come with you if  you like. " 
"Thanks, but I don't see any point really. " 
" Moral support. " 
"You've already supplied that. " I kissed her. "I feel better, 

just talking about i t  and coming to a decision." 
''I 'm glad to hear it. " 
We let i t  drop and turned to other subjects. Then I did 

have a cup of coffee. Finally, I had to leave for an afternoon 
class. 

I went through the rest of the afternoon mechanically, i m
patient for the evening meeting with Winthrop. 

When 7 : 30 fi nally arrived and we were all assembled, we 
proceeded to Scotson's laboratory in the physi cs building 
across the street. Winthrop figured Scotson would arrive 
around 8 : 1 5. 

We all waited expectantly, silently, as though a sound 
would disrupt the time continuum, making it impossible for 
Scotson to arrive. 

Fi nally, a hazy form appeared. 
" Look! " 
" He made i t! "  
I ts outli ne became stronger. Abruptly, the machi ne soli di

fied and became real. 
Scotson was seated on top of it. "What . . .  what hap

pened?" He seemed disori ented. I realized that he couldn't 
tell whether he had travelled through ti me or not. The room 
probably looked pretty much the same now as when he had 
left, several "seconds" before. 

" I t worked, Professor Scotson," I told him. "I t's Thurs
day." 

A broad smile covered his face. "I knew it would work," 
he said. " I  knew i t  would." A tenseness seemed to leave him, 
as he swi tched his machi ne off. 

He chuckled. " I t  never occurred to me that you'd all be 
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waiting for me. I t's so obvi ous. " 
Winthrop stepped forward "I  offer congratulations from 

the Chronology Department, Professor Scotson." 
"Thank you, " Scotson beamed. 
" However," Winthrop continued, " I 'm afraid your experi

ment wasn't a total success. " 
. "Wha-! What do you mean, not a total success?" 
· "You never came back last Tuesday. You left, but you 

never returned. " 
Scotson looked at Winthrop strangely, as though trying to 

grasp what the other was sayi ng. "Never returned?" he re
peated. 

" I 'm sure there is a simple explanation," Winthrop conti n
ued. "Why don't you climb down-" 

" NO! " Scotson's voice ra�ed. "You're not going to cheat 
me out of my vi ctory. Twenty years! Twenty long years I 
worked for thi s  moment. My machine works! I t  works! " 

Winthrop was surprised by Scotson's reaction, but he tried 
to calm him. " Of course your machine works. We all saw that. 
You have successfully travelled forward. It's simply that you 
didn't return. " 

"Of course I di dn't return. I haven't left yet. " ·
" I 'm speaking of Tuesday evening. You never returned 

Tuesday evening. That i s  in the past. You never returned. " 



" But my mach ine works." Scotson struggled with the idea 
Winthrop was presen ting. He hadn't retu rned. H is machine 
had fai l ed.  He had fai led. 

I could al most see Scotson's mind turn ing,  twisting , strug
gl ing to escape the grip of Wi nthrop's words. Perh aps it twist
ed too far. 

"You're jeal ous," Scotson accused. " Yes, that's it ,  you're 
jeal ous of my mach ine. You feel fool ish because a l l  th is t ime 
you thought Revkim was right. And now I 've proved h i m  
wrong. But you want to stop me. You want everyone to laugh 
at me again.  I t  won't work ! Not this ti me." 

"Dr. Scotson , be reasonable," Winthrop tried again.  "No 
one wants to cover th is up.  We know what you've done. 
We-" 

" Yes, you know. I was a fool to show you my mach ine. I 
shou ld never have trusted you. Wel l ,  I ' m going back ,  and you 
can' t  stop me." 

Winthrop tried another tack. " You misunderstood me, 
Professor Scotson. We si mply don't want you to take any 
chances. We know what a great man you are ,  and what mar
velous work you've done. We wouldn't wan t  you to get hurt 
unnecessari ly." 

" Do you th i n k  I need a p ipsqueak l i ke you to tel l  me my 
talents?" Scotson roared. " I  know how great I am. Do you 
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th i n k  anyone else had the talent to conceive my theory, much 
less apply i t? Who? Not Revk i m ! "  He spat the name. "He's 
noth ing but a theoretician who doesn 't know a Sebring coi l 
from his ass. And yet everyone looked up to h i m  al l those 
years." 

Then a new gleam came into Scotson's eye. He laughed ,  
fu l l  and hearti ly. "Al l those years," h e  repeated. " But I 've 
got the power now. Yes. I can change al l that. " He looked 
down at h is mach ine,  gloating. Then he glared at Winth rop 
and the others. "Suppose Revki m never solved h is precious 
equation. What if I presented my theory i nstead and had a 
working model to back i t  up?" He laughed aga in ,  and pushed 
the buttons that brough t the mach ine hu mming to l ife. 

I rea l ized that they wou ld  never succeed in  tal k i ng Scotson 
out of try ing to retu rn , and so I decided to try an idea of my 
own. Wh r le  Scotson's attention was d i rected toward the pro
fessors try ing to dissuade h i m ,  I wal ked cautiously around to 
the back of the mach ine. 

I studied the rear of Scotson's mach i ne. Then I found what 
' I was seeking,  a square panel set in the back of the mach i ne, 
with a smal l metal handle. There was someth ing odd . . .  

At the front of the mach ine,  Winthrop had given up try ing 
to reason with Scotson. "Get h i m ! "  Winthrop sh outed, as he 
tried to scramble up the ladder. Scotson k icked at h i m  with 
h is foot. 

"We've got to stop h i m  before the th ing warms up," Win
throp yel led. Several of the men rushed to the mach ine. 

" I  knew it. You're al l jea lous!  I won't let you stop me." 
Scotson's foot connected with Winthrop's jaw; a glancing 
blow wh ich sent Winthrop sprawl i ng to the floor. 

" I  won't let you ,"  Scotson cackled. "I won't let you." 
My hand was just reach ing out to touch the panel.  I heard 

Scotson yel l ing in protest. Then I knew. The panel. The 
voice. The dream. 

"Get away. Stop ! I won't let you." 
I stood transfixed. My hand moved of i ts own accord. 

grasped the cold metal handle and • . .  

"Stop ! "  
The door swung gently open. I nside were cables and wi res 

making hundreds of e lectrical connections. 
"Get away ! "  I heard Winth rop's voice as though from far 

away. "The torque field overlay ! He's goi ng to th row the 
switch ! "  

I reached into the panel box and yan ked dozens of wires 
l oose, as Scotson pressed the last button. 

I stepped back ,  frightened, as sparks shot from the wires. 
The l ights fl ickered out and for a moment the sparks provided 
the only i l l u mination. Then there was a smal l  expl osion inside 
the mach ine, and I heard Scotson scream.  H is body gave off 
an eerie yel low glow wh ich f i l led the room. He screamed again 
as h is cl othes d issolved and fel l  away from h i m. Scotson stood, 
screaming, h is body glowing even brighter. Suddenly ,  he was 
gone and the yel low l ight with h i m. 
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There was another muffled expl osion from the mach ine, 
and smoke began to fi l l  the room. A f ire started , spreadi ng 
quickly in  the l ab. Seconds l ater, the bu i l di ng's f ire a larm 
sounded. For a moment no one moved. Then S i mpson and 
another professor ran into the hal l ,  retu rn ing m omentari ly 
with fi re extingu ishers. Several others retrieved exti ngu ishers 
from other f loors and joined them in fighting the b laze. But it  
was h opeless. The f lames slowly drove us from the l aboratory. 
Scotson's mach ine was l ost. 

F i remen fi nal ly arrived and we evacuated the bu i ld ing. We 
watched as they worked to control the blaze. 1 · wal ked over 
to Winthrop. 

" I  d idn't mean for anyth ing to happen, Dr. Winthrop. I 
wanted to stop h i m. He m ight have caused a l ot of trouble 
if he had gone back. I j ust meant to stop h i m."  

"There d idn't seem to be much e lse we cou ld  do,  Mr. 
Wi l l iams," he said gravely. "You did the right  th i ng." 

"Than ks." That made me feel a l ittle better. "What-what 
do you suppose happened- !  mean to Professor Scotson? "  

" I  don't know," Winthrop answered, touch ing h is sore jaw 
tenderly. " Perhaps, thousands of years fwm now, when ti me 
travel is u nderstood, someone wi l l  f ind h i m ,  ageless, fi l led with 
rage, c la iming he's been cheated out of immorta l i ty ."  

I d idn't answer, not sure if  Winthrop was serious. We 
watched the f iremen ti l l  the b laze was a l most extingu ished, 
then I headed home to get some rest. 

I thought of the i ronic role my dream had p layed. My sub
conscious knew what was going to happen and tried to warn 
me. But that very warn ing had al most prevented me from 
stopping Scotson. 

At my apartment, I undressed qu ickly and wen t  straight to 
bed, g lad i t  was a l l  over. 

I was standing in one end of a l ong, dark hal l way. At the 
other end was a square outl ine of l ight. I t  was a door. I 
reached out to touch the cold  metal handle. The strange 
sound started. I t  formed words. 

"You wi l l  share my fate, Wi l l iams ! "  
I stopped, staring at the door, not comprehending. There 

was someth ing I was supposed to do. 
"You wi l l  soon be with me. You can 't escape. " 
My forehead was beaded with sweat. My fingers closed 

around the handle and p u l led. The door swung open and I 
saw-

Scotson's face ! 

When I woke I was sti l l  trembl ing. I sat up and reached for 
the l ight switch. Somehow, I fel t  better with it on. 

1 got out of bed and sat at my desk, leaning on my type
wri ter. Scotson was gone G od-knows-where and h is  machine 
had been destroyed in  the fi re. It was over. Why the dream? 
What did it  mean? 

1 sti l l  don't  know as I sit here typing this, afraid to sleep. 
I keep th i n king of that voice in the dream,  threaten ing me, 
taunting me. 

But now I hear h is voice wh i le  I am awake. I t  comes to me 
even Wh i le I type. God ! r 'm scared. 

"You wi l l  share my fate, Wi l l iams! You wi l l  soon be with 
me," it threatens. 

1 feel l i ke I 'm l osing contro l .  The strain has been too much. 
Just got to keep typing. Get my mind off i t. G od ,  I can hear 
h i m  now. He's coming for me. H is voice is gett ing l ouder. 

H is voi 
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B4 1LD : FORGET I T  

This interview was recorded a t  MidWestCon in Cincinnati on June 
27th, 1976. The Starwind staff situated _Joe _H{jjldeman on the patio 
behind the con suite and talked with him for about three hours. 
During this time several people pulled up chairs and joined our 
group. Some of their remarks are included along with the "official" 
Starwind questions. The talk is reproduced more or less verbatim, 
with a minimum amount of editing. Unfortunately, there was not 
enough space to include the entire discussion. 

I'd like to acknowledge Georgia Mase's help in transcribing a large 
part of the interview and in typing the final copy. 

And of course, special thanks to Joe Haldeman. 

-Elbert Lindsey, Jr. 

STARWI N D :  Wel l ,  I thought I ' d  start out with the usual " how
d id-you-get-your-start ' '  question.  
HALDEMAN : Oh,  a " how-d id-1-get-my-start" question. Wel l ,  I 
always wrote, you know. I started writ ing about when I started 
read i ng.  But I mostly wrote poetry when I was j ust writi ng for 
fu n .  Writ ing short stories wasn't  any fu n ;  I never f in ished 
them . I 'd g et a neat idea and I 'd start writ ing a story and then, 
when it got hard , I stopped . L ike I had, oh, a couple  of dozen 
beg i n n i ngs. 
What real ly did it for me, I had three extra hours of electives, 
my sen ior year in co l lege. I was a physics major, and I d idn ' t  
want to  take any more math ,  d idn ' t  want to take any more 
physics ; I wanted to take someth i ng that was easy. So I asked 
my advisor whether I cou ld  take a cou rse in creative writ ing ,  
and he looked at me kind of  sideways and said ,  "Go ahead, 
it 's you r  l i fe."  So I took it and I wrote th ree stories d u ri n g  that 
semester and so ld two of them.  And decided it was better 
than worki ng for a l ivi ng .  

But  actual ly, i t  wasn't that sim ple.  I wrote them in  '67 and 
then was drafted as soon as I got my Bachelor 's deg ree. They 
hau led me off, and then two years later, I had n 't gotten out of 
the Army, but I ' d  gotten back from overseas. I was al lowed a 
station near where I l ived so I could com m ute to the Army, 
wh ich is much n icer than being in the Army. And I fou nd these 
stories. I had never sent them out or anyth ing-No, no, par-
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" I 've been extremely lucky and I don't kid 
myself. I ' m  not science fiction's answer to 
Truman Capote or anyth ing l ike th at. " 

don me. 1 did send them out to ANALOG and Cam pbe l l  re-
. jected them so I j ust d idn 't send them out to anyplace else. 
T h e n  I sent t h e m  to GALAXY a n d  J ako bsso n b o u g h t  
one-actual ly, Fred Poh l  bought it .  That was when Fred 
was leavi ng and Jakobsson was the one who wrote the 
checks. But it was a real revelat ion,  that you cou ld get paid 
for that. But ever si nce then . . .  you know, I was tel l ing a guy 
th is morn ing ,  I on ly have one story in  seven years that I 
haven't  sold ,  so I th ink-1 don't know, I never practiced con
sciously, but obviously,  I wrote about a half a m i l l ion words 
before I settled down to serious writi ng.  Natu re and nurture 
you know -1 guess some people are born with a talent for it 
and so they pract ice whether they set out to do so or not. 
S: Was there any part icu lar reason you picked SF? 
H:  Oh ,  i t 's  the same reason as most people.  I t  was what I 
always read . So that's what I wrote when I sat down to write. 
In fact, the one short story I haven't sold is not science f iction.  
S :  How do you develop a story ?  How do you get an idea for a 
story ? 
H :  I don 't know. The ideas are f loat ing around.  I normal ly  
don ' t  consc iously s i t  down and say I ' m  go ing to write a story 
about what it feels l i ke to be a rusty robot. I start out with 
people. I try to make somebody who is interest ing to me. And 
that person generates the story. When I 'm just writ ing ad lib, 
that's what happens. As it stands rig ht now, the on ly short 
work I do, I do on assign ment. L ike Ben Bova wi l l  cal l u p  and 
say, ' ' I 'd  l i ke a 5,000 word story about the scientific method, 
pro or con . "  And so I w i l l  do those thi ngs,  j ust kind of as a 
chal lenge or as a favor. There's no money i n  short story 
w rit ing so I don 't write short stories. except i n  strange c ir
cu mstances. That's kind of appal l ing .  I l i ke to write short 
stories, but it takes me a long t ime to do a short story and you 
top out at seven cents a word . The book I ' m  writ ing now, I ' m  
gett ing 33 cents a word for it, so there's j ust n o  contest. 
S :  I can see that. When you write, do you just fo l low the 
character along and see what happens? 
H: Yeah.  R ight now, with havi ng written,  what, e ight or n i ne 
books and 50 short stories, I trust my characters. They ' l l  f ind 
a story for me. 



S :  Do you do a lot of rewrit ing?  
H :  I don ' t  rewrite at al l .  No ,  I rewrite on  the  typewriter, essen
t ial ly ;  that is, I ' l l  say the sentence over and over and when it 
sounds rig ht, I type it down. 

I ' m  a very slow writer. I f ig u red out last year my average 
was abo ut e ight h u n d red words a day. That's about two 
and a half pages. Two pages is a decent day, I don't  com
pla in .  If  I g et fou r  pag es, I ' m  real ly ecstat ic .  And som e  
d ays, y o u  know, wel l ,  l i ke you ' re writing a story a n d  you 
come to a place where most of it is d ialog or  action and I 
can pound out ten pages-real ly, that makes my week. 
R ight now I ' m  work ing a double shift because I 've got 5 
books to write. Normal ly, I write from about 3 i n  the morn
i ng to about 1 0 ; so now what I ' m  doi ng,  I ' m  writi ng from 
about 5 i n  the morn i ng to noon and then I take off a cou ple 
of hours and th�n I go back to it i n  the afternoon. I 've g ot 
a lot of deadl ines to m eet. 
S :  Are you havi ng any prob lems " d rying up" when you do 
that ?  
H ;  N o .  I do the serious writ ing i n  the morn i ng a n d  I s ig ned u p  
for two Star Trek books, and I d o  those i n  the afternoon. 
That's putti ng on a d ifferent hat. It's a d ifferent kind of writ
i ng .  
S :  You r  novel ,  THE FOREVER WAR, was publ ished i n  several 
seg ments or ig i nal ly. D id you write it i n  several segments or 
d id  you write it as a novel which you broke u p ?  
H :  Wel l ,  I d i d n ' t  start out t o  write a novel .  As a matter o f  fact, I 
know exactly the m i n ute and the second when I started the 
book. I was at Keith Lau mer's house down in  Florida. And he 
and my wife had gone g rocery shopping,  which is a project 
because he l ives out in the m iddle of nowhere, you kn ow
they d rove into town. And I had my typewriter set up on h is  
d i n i ng room table and I remembered a l i ne, a stu pid l i ne. 
When I was in  basic tra in ing we' d  been out on n ight combat 
maneuvers in the dead of wi nter and we were frozen to the 
bone and everyth ing,  and they herded us �nto th is shed. It was 
j ust as cold as the o utside, and we' re sitti ng there at midnight  
and th is  c lown comes u p  on the stage and says, "Tonig ht, I ' m  
going to show you e ight s i lent ways to k i l l  a man . "  And 
everybody goes, "Aw, shit!  It's going to take a long time for 
h im to teach us those eight si lent ways." In fact, most of them 
were rather noisy and most of them d idn 't  work. But that l i ne 
stuck i n  my head, so I j ust sat down and typed out that l i ne 
and I started writi ng the story from that l i ne.  And by the t ime 
I ' d  written 2 or 3 pages, I knew it was going to be a book.  B ut 
not bei ng a big name, I knew that

_
if I just w�ote the �ook: I 

cou ldn 't get it serial ized . So I dec1ded to wnte an ep1sod 1c 
novel ,  that is,  one that b roke down easi ly i nto novelettes, so I 
cou l d  se l l  the nove lettes i n dependently. And as a matter of 
fact, I ' d  written J/4 of the book before I got a buyer. I went to 1 9  
publ ishers who rejected it befo re St. Marti n 's  bought it. 
There's a lesson here for all of us, you know, it 's one of the 
best-se l l i ng science fiction books of the past several years, 
and yet nobody wou ld  pick it up .  
S :  Wel l ,  it 's harder to get books publ ished ,  I suppose. 
H :  Wel l ,  you know, it shou ldn ' t  be that hard .  But there were 
792 science fiction titles last year. And most of them were 
turkeys. M ost of them were u n readable. And it frustrates me. 
You know, every now and then I teach writi ng,  either at Clar
ion or  at a u n iversity or something l i ke that, and I have stu
dents who write wel l and who are doing better stuff than I see 
publ ished. There's a huge luck factor. Now, you h it the ed itor 
at the r ight time, he's feel ing  good , he says, "Wel l ,  th is  is  
readable," and he buys it. I 've been extremely lucky and I 
don't kid myself. I ' m  not scien ce fiction's answer to Truman 
Capote or anyth i n g  l i ke that. But, I 've been very lucky. You 
know, you j ust have to se l l  a few sto ries and yo u get a track 

· record ; people know you r  name, ed itors know your name. And 
when a man uscript comes in with you r  name on it, they say, 
"Wel l ,  this is  gonna be compete nt. " And they have a mi nd
set; they ' re disposed to buy it befo re they read a word. 
Whereas you come in from left fi eld,  from Oshkosh ,  and they 
say, "Wel l ,  who's th is  tu rkey ?" 41 

S: You 've just won the Nebu la, and you r  novel is  u p  for the 
H ugo. Do you th ink  either one of these awards is more pre-
st ig ious than the other? . 
H :  My own opin ion . . .  if I were to buy a book on the basis of 
awards, the H ugo means a lot more to me j ust by track record . 
If you put a stack of al l the Hugo award winners here, and a 
stack of al l the Nebula award win ners here, there are a lot 
more good books in  the H ugo stack. The Nebula is affected 
by al l  sorts of th ings that, to me, have noth ing to do with 
whether a book is  good. If the book is audacious, ambit ious 
i n  a l iterary sense, it has a good chance at the Nebula, even if 
it's un readable. Which is  proper. You know, I don't . . .  I ' m  not 
k icking it, because the Nebula is a bunch of writers g ivi ng a 
prize to somebody who's a good writer. But that doesn't  
mean it 's  a good book in  terms of enjoyment. When I read 

"We' re sitt ing there at midnig ht a n d  this 
clown comes up on the stage and says, 'To
night, I 'm going to show you eight si lent 
ways to kil l  a m a n. '  " 

science f iction,  I read it strictly for enjoyment, it 's l ight  l itera
tu re. And when something is more than that, that 's  g reat, but 
it doesn 't have to be any more than that. I don't know. I was 
su rprised that I won the Nebula, because I was u p  against 
DHALG REN.  Wel l ,  DHALG REN was one hel l  of an am bit ious 
book. You know, I got bored read i ng it .  But I did read it, and it  
sticks with me the way not too many science fiction books do. 
I mean , a hel l  of a project. And I appreciate what he did, and I 
would  have voted for it if I hadn 't  been on the bal lot. 
S :  One of you r  other novels, WAR YEAR, is about a 1 9  year o ld 
i n  Viet Nam. Is that autobiographical i n  any sense? 
H :  In a very strict sense it is. The places he goes and the thi ngs 
he does a l l  happened to me or  to people i n  my platoon .  And 
the places, the seq uence of action is m ixed-up for d ramatic 
un i ty, so it 's not a h istori cal record of that year in the Central 
H igh lands. But, except for the sequence, it 's absolutely true. I 
was trying to write a th ing that was i n  between a novel and 
journal ism, and I th ink I fai led i n  that sense. Final ly, I had to 
make u p  the end i ng.  Because noth ing had happened that 
was neat enough to cl ose the book u p. So I had to make u p  
that. It was someth ing that I ' d  heard about happen ing ,  but I 
k ind of doubt that it actual ly d id  happen. Soldiers l ie a lot. 

I got the contract because of Ben Bova, who had written 
a bunch of books for young ad u lts, with Holt, R i nehart & 
Winston .  I was at M i lford fn 1 970 and tal king  to Ben one 
morning,  I to ld  him that I had this idea for a book about Viet 
Nam. And he said ,  "Wel l ,  why don't you w rite it as a yo ung 
adult book?" You know, a book fo r tee nagers,  because 
teenagers should know, j ust as k ind of cou nter-propaganda 
to al l  this flag-waving bu l lsh it, the " let the Mari nes make you 
a man ," and everyth ing .  A lot of people bel ieve that. And so 
you want to h it k ids who are 1 4, 1 5  and . . .  and detoxify them 
early. I thought that was a reaso nable th ing to do, so I wrote 
up a chapter and an outl i ne and Ben sent a letter to Holt, 
R i nehart and Winston and said when this th ing comes in you 
ought to look at it, because this g uy's a real ly g reat writer  and 
a buddy and al l  that. And they bought it. And they asked me to 
do it for what they cal led the Pacesetter Series. They wanted 
. . .  i t 's  a beautifu l idea. They wanted books on adult themes 
that were written i n  a si mple style with s imple vocabulary so 
they co uld reach i n ner-city people,  adu lts who are learn ing 
how to read in  adu lt  edu cation classes. So I gave them th is. 
So it 's fu l l  of " mother-fucker" and " b u l lsh it" and a l l  that, and 
yet it 's a very si mple,  easy-to-read book. The Pacesetter 
Series fel l  thoug h ,  and they p ri nted it j ust as a nove l .  In fact, 
half of the ones they pr inted are u nder a j uven i le g roup ing ,  
and a l l  the reviewers got the fi rst p ri nt ing,  so they al l have 
th is, yo u know, "Ages Twelve and Up,"  and that's an easy 
handle fo r a reviewer to get. " I  don't want my kids to read this 
bu l lshit ." So it got odd reviews, but it got very good reviews. 
The New York Ti mes gave it a fu l l  page, wh i ch is  odd fo r a fi rst 
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novel ,  and wei rd for a juven i le novel. It never went over;  
absol utely never made a pen ny. 
S: It 's hard to find copies of it. I tried to get one from the 
l ibrary so I cou ld  read it . . .  
H :  Yeah. I guess they printed 5000 copies and sold 4200 of 
them , and I bought the remain ing 800. I 've got 'em sitt ing 
around,  l i ke furniture i n  my l iv ing room ; these boxes of books 
are going to fol low me for the rest of my l ife. But I wou ldn't  let 
them sel l it to Marlborough Books or  someth ing .  So I 've been 
sel l ing  them . I put an ad in LOCUS. I g u ess we've sold about a 
hundred copies of it. 
S: How m uch is  it ? 
H :  I ' m  sel l i ng them for the cover price, $4.50, even thoug h 
they cost m e  a good deal less, but, you know, I 've got 
to be real istic about making my i nvestment back. It's kind of a 
pai n ,  real ly, because I ' m  not a book-sel ler, and my wife is  
taking  care of i t .  You know, the letters come in  and she mai ls  
them off and everyth ing.  And I 've had . .  . I  don't mean to be 
making a p lug for my sidel i ne.  " Used Books." " Nebula Wi n
ner and H uckster." 
S:  Would  you l i ke to tal k a ljtt le bit about the O'Nei l l  p lan and 
the L-5 Society ? 
H :  Yes, u h  . . .  
S :  You mentioned it in  "Tricentenn ial ." [ANALOG , J u ly,  1 976] 
H :  I d id  but . . .  you know, that's odd ,  because I wrote the story 
from the cover. Ben cal led me, said , ' ' I 've got th is g reat cover 
painting from Rick Sternbach ; would you l i ke to write a story 
about it ?" and I said ,  "Sure, " and, you notice, if you hold it 

"I entertain myself at the typewriter .  . . This 
ether in  the air is tel l ing me a story, and I go 
to the typewriter to find out what happened 
today." 

u pside down , there's the North American nebula. Now, that 's  
w hat the story was about. Rick sent me a xerox of this p icture. 
And I took out my cal i pers and measured it, and, oh, Jesus ! 
It's supposed to be tak ing p lace a hundred years from now, 
and to have the North American Nebula look l i ke that it 's 
gotta be almost 3000 l ig ht years away. So, that k ind of gener
ated the story. And then , he put a hole in  the spacesh ip, so I 
had to have the spacesh i p  h it by someth ing .  But the . . .  it was 
fun ny because I d id n't know that Norm's  art icle on L-5 was in  
that issue, too. But I j ust joined the L-5 Society, and I had 
been th ink ing a lot about it, and so I put them on L-5 in the 
story - just an odd coinc idence. As a matter of fact, you 
know this . . .  were you at Marcon ? 
S :  Yes. 
H :  The speech I gave there, the L-5 Society is using . . .  They 
have a speaker's package that they send out to people who 
want to talk. And I sent them the text of that speech ,  and they 
xeroxed it and that's  their  n ucleus now. 
S: Do you think the O'Nei l l  plan has a chance of succeedi n g ?  
H :  I doubt it. It's worthwhi le  . . .  It's worthwhi le  i n  a social 
sense. If they don't put one g ram of material in orbit, which I 
th ink is q u ite l i kely, it at least g ives you a position to look at 
the problems we have in  a g lobal sense. And it's a game plan 
that could conceivably work. And just to get people th inki ng 
- it's very worthwhi le  for that. 

Now, I ' m  writ ing a book about it and sort of taking the 
position that, wel l ,  it could work - let's c lose our  eyes and 
pretend that we cou l d  put together two hundred and f ifty 
b i l l ion dol lars and do th is, then what would  happen. But I 've 
got to be a l ittle  bit cyn ical.  The book has to be honest. I don't 
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see any way in hel l  that you can get an American pol it ician to 
i nst igate leg islation that won't come to fru ition for a q uarter 
of a century. They just don't th ink  that way. Anyth ing that 
doesn't bear on their  gett ing re-elected is pie- in-the-sky to 
them . And it's sad , but it 's a fact of l i fe. I th ink  if L-5 does come 
to pass it' l l  probably be Europe or Russia that does it, or the 
Arab Repu bl ic ,  because they can th ink  in  those terms. I have 
this scenario to kind of twitch people's paranoia. I ran has 
enough money to put the sate l l i te u p, to put up solar power 
generat ing satel l ites, and it wou l d  al low them to keep a 
ham mer-lock on the energy industry. There's on ly a f in ite 
amount of petroleum ,  and when that's gone, they're not going 
to be rich any more. So, if  they want to stay r ich,  they should 
only put up the generating stations in  orbit and then they 
would have a strang le-hold on the world 's  economy i n  per
petu ity, because the sun is not going to go out. And I should 
only tel l  them, you know . . .  
S :  In  your story ' 'Tricentenn ial" there's an animosity between 
the people on L-5 and the Earth.  Do you th ink that would be a 
natu ral development? 
H: I think it  would  be. Okay, you start out, you 've got this big 
space colony u p  i n  orbit and,  at fi rst at least, they real ly 
depend on the Earth .  The earth has to send them hyd rogen to 
make water so that they can dr ink. The earth has to send them 
carbon j ust so that they can g row food. And eventual ly, the 
th ing is, eventual ly you have carbonaceous chond rites that 
you can m i ne in  the asteroid belt and you can get hydrogen 
perhaps from the solar wind.  If you . have a high enough 
energy i ntensive tech nology, eventual ly, this space colony 
could be i ndependent of the earth. But, at the beg i n n i n�, they 
know that a l l  the Earth has to do is pu l l  the p lug and the)''re al l 
dead. After a few generat ions of l iv ing u nder this sc im itar, 
you know, by the . . .  I never say so, but in the story L-5 has 
become total ly i ndependent, but they have this legacy of 
bei ng total ly dependent u pon the earth for l i fe, and so natu
ral ly  enough ,  they love the Earth and hate it; they fear it. And 
they make jokes about " g ro undhogs." In p lace of the d i rty 
joke i n  our  society, or  more accurately the Pol ish joke, is  
the Earth joke. Jokes about "ground hogs"-it's  a h idden 
kind of xenophobia and that's the way they express it. 
S: The Earth also seems to feel the same way about L-5. 
H :  Yeah . . .  yeah . . .  because they' re u p  there i n  the sky. 
The . . .  the society I postulate is k ind of a half-assed society, I 
guess. They ' re very paranoid about H-bom bs and th ings. And 
these clowns up in the sky want to have H-bom bs, they can 
d rop them on us . . .  And the th ing is, the people l iv ing at L-5 
are l iv ing in a rather comfortable environment, whereas the 
peop le on Earth are shoulder-to-shoulder. 
S :  What about the end . . .  
H :  Yeah, the end of the story. I . . .  you know, orig i na l ly, I d idn't  
have that ending.  Ben wanted m e  to spel l it out .  I d id n 't want 
to, I wanted to leave the options open, and the last l i ne of the 
story was orig ina l ly, ' ' Maybe there were fi reworks on Earth. ' '  
That' s  al l i t  said about it. But Ben wanted m e  to spel l out what 
had happened. In the story, L-5 is the only p lace where there 
is  human l i fe in  the solar system and the Earth has gone to 
hel l in  a handbasket, and the people on L-5 are prim itive 
survivors of a h igh-tech nology c u ltu re. They don't under
stand anyth ing about their  satel l ite, they just know how to run 
the automatic mach ines. There are rel ig ions . . .  It 's k ind of an 
old th ing.  L ike " U niverse" by Hein le in .  
S :  We were talk ing earl ier about Sp inrad's article. Did you 
read it? 
H :  Yeah, I read it. It 's very convincing stuff. Norm is a compel
l ing essayist. Always enjoy read ing his stuff. But I th ink he 
makes h is  case a l ittle too strongly, and there are a couple of 
techn ical errors. I ' m  trying to th ink  . . .  The most outrageous 
one is, he says that it takes on ly one sixth the amount of 
energy to put something in  orbit from the moon as it does 
from the earth.  Wel l ,  it 's true the moon has one sixth the 
earth's g ravity, but it is  not just g ravity that you' re f ight ing.  
You have to f ight the atmosphere, too, and i t 's  not a l inear 
relationsh ip ,  either. It turns out that it takes 1 /20 as m uch 



energy to orbit someth ing from the moon , and that's a big 
d ifference. And that is the root, the base rationale beh i nd the 
O ' Ne i l l  plan and I can 't understand how Norm cou ld drop the 
bal l l i ke that. Norm is an honest, honorable man, and I know 
he wou ldn 't m isrepresent the case but . . .  
S :  He seems to be basical ly for the idea. 
H :  Yeah, he's for the idea. B ut he and I agree that it's got it al l 
backwards. That we aren 't going into space to put u p  satel
l ites that generate energy fo r Earth,  we' re using  the energy 
crisis as blackmail  to make these g round hogs put us into 
space. 
S :  He said that one of the problems was that the transport 
l i near accelerator wou ld  have to be "d iabol ical ly accu rate. " 
H :  Yeah ,  that is  a problem .  And ,  in  fact, the basic text for the 
L-5 project is  a long, deta i led art ic le that O ' Nei l l  d id in 
PHYSICS TODAY i n  1 974 . . . but that is  one thing he d idn ' t  
describe. Now, I don ' t  th i n k  that, uh  . . .  I haven't  checked, but 
it seems to me that i f  we can land so meth i ng on the Moon 
with i n  about a h u ndred meters of where we ai med it we can 
throw stuff off the Moon,  too, with a s imi lar ki nd of accu racy. ! 
j ust don't  know how yo u catch it. You don't  have a b ig f iel
der's g love up in the sky.  The mass that goes i nto the catcher 
has to be made on Earth,  and . . . What do you have, a g reat 
b ig net that weighs ten thousand tons? You can't  do that. I 
don't  know how . . .  

THE O'NEILL Pl4N: 
SPACE STATIONS THAT PAY FOR TH EMSELVES 

GERRARD K. O'NEILL, professor of p hysics at Princeton Un iversity, 
proposed a plan, now referred to as the O'Nei l l  plan,  in an article 
entitled "The Colonization of S pace,"  which appeared i n  the Sep
tem ber, 1 974 issue of PHYSICS TODAY. 

The plan calls for a reusable space shuttle, l ike the one being 
developed by NASA now ,  to ferry basic equ ipment, suppl ies, and 
2000 people to a point along the l unar orbit cal led Lag range 5,  or  L-5. 
This is a stable point in the Earth-Moon system where the effects 
of gravity and centrifugal force cancel , so that anything put at this 
spot (or at any of the Lag range points) tends to remain at that spot. 

Whi le the 2000 laborers and technicians assemble a prefabri cated 
space station where they w i l l  l ive, 200 other workers m ine the l unar 
su rface and launch the material toward L-2, where it is col lected . 
This is the key to O' Nei l l 's  plan. Getting the material from the Moon is 
cheaper than launching it from the surface of the Earth,  because of 
the lower lu nar gravity and the lu nar vacuum.  In  fact, O'Nei l l ' s  plan 
cal ls for obtaining 98% of the total 500 ton m ass of the Model 1 
colony from the Moon. 

The m aterial col lected is then towed to L-5 where it is processed 
and used to complete Model 1 ,  which,  when fin ished w i l l  have a total 
population of a round 1 0,000. Lunar soi l  and crushed rock wi l l  be 
used to form plains, val leys, h i l ls,  etc. Oxygen gene rated by the 
smelti ng of ores and hyd rogen i mf>orted fro m the Earth wi l l  be used 
to make water to fi l l  rivers and lakes. 

F inally, Model 1 w i l l  be able to carry out energy-i ntensive man
ufacturing processes, l ike the production of a l u m i n u m  by the Hall  
process. Perfectly formed crystals to be used in  Earth-based ind ustry 
could be g rown in the weig htless conditions of outer space. Another 
econom ic payoff envisioned by O ' Nei l l  is the saving on transport 
costs when tools and fabricated structures for Model 2 are m ade 
from l u nar material (or perhaps from material from the asteroids) at 
Colony 1 rathe r  than on the Earth. Const ruction costs fo r future 
m odels should g rad ual ly lessen as space-based ind ustry g rows. 

The idea of bui lding a satel l ite solar power station (SSPS) at Model 
1 ,  not mentioned in  O' Nei l l 's  first article, has been added to the plan.  
Peter Glaser, Vice-President of Engineering Sciences at the consult
ing firm of Arthur  D. Little, Inc. ,  f i rst came up with the idea of an SSPS 
(not i n  conjunction with O'Nei l l 's  plan). The satel l ite would travel i n  a 
g eo-synchronous orbit above the Earth,  catching the Sun's rays and 
beaming the energy down in  the form of m icrowaves. 

If the space colony began manufacturing these satel l ites, O'Neil l  
bel ieves that sel l i ng the cheap energy to Earth would soon pay for 
the entire colon ization venture. 

Of course, Model 1 w i l l  o n ly be the first colony. After it is com
pleted, the colon ists wi l l  turn out Model 2 ,  which wi l l  be less depen
dent on Earth for resources and therefore can be larger and relatively 
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S :  He descri bes a passive bag of some sort . . .  
H :  Yeah, and yet th is  passive bag has to be bu i lt on Earth,  and 
i t  has to be big - it has to be a cou ple of m i les wide,  anyhow. 1 
don't  know, that is a problem .  It may be that we can't si m ply 
kick th i ngs off the Moon,  it may be that they have to be g u ided 
in  some way. I 've got to tal k to somebody about that. I 've g ot 
to fi nd a way around that. I don't  want to g loss over it i n  my 
book. I don't know . . .  it's an elegant idea, j ust using the d i rt 
on the Moon to make the space colon ies. And that is the weak 
poi nt. 
S :  Spinrad seems to say that we shou ld  do what O'Nei l l  is 
proposing,  but we should do it slower. 
H :  Wel l ,  th is is NASA's posit ion, too. Okay, you know, it 's 
probably my position ,  just for p ractical ity. I feel-as O'Nei l l  
does, I th ink - that I would  l i ke this to happen w h i l e  I ' m  al ive.  
I wou ld  l i ke to see it work. And maybe that's not real ist ic .  
Maybe, we s h o u l d  be co ntent with j u st sett i n g  up the 
mach inery and lett ing our descendents do it .  NASA's game 
plan has essentia l ly an L-5 type of colony after 2020. They 
have a th ing that they cal l a Relevance Tree, that is, showi ng 
what technolog ies we need to g et to, say, a Martian colony, 
so lar satel l ite power-generat ing stations, or L-5. And working 
backward , what sort of hardware we have to have and j ust 
how soon we can have that piece of hardware. It 's a very 
compel l i ng arg u ment, it's or ig i nated by Jesco von Puttkamer 

cheaper. More SSPS's wil l  be manufactured to pay for this and future 
colonies. Since the space stations actually orbit the spot known as L-5, 
there is room for several thousand colonies. And perhaps some col
onists would want to turn their space station into a space ship and 
explore the solar system , or beyond. 

in O'Nei l l 's  original art icle his est imates put costs of the Model 1 

project below that spent by the Un ited States on the Apol lo project. 

NASA has shown interest in his plan and t h i rty engi neers and scien

tists have worked out a proposal which wi l l  be described in the NASA 

publ ication " S pace Colonization : A Desig n Study" to be released as 

we go to p ress (August, 1 976) . For information on this report, contact 

Professor Charles H. Holbrow, Colgate U n iversity, Ham ilton, NY, 

1 3346. 
G rass roots support for O'Nei l l 's  plan is rapidly growing.  An or

gan ization cal led the L-5 Society was formed last year in Tucson, 
Arizona to col lect, col late and disse m i nate information on the plan. 
The g ro u p  publ ishes a monthly newsletter which states the i r  long
range goal : to disband in a mass meeting at L-5. Reg u lar membe r
ship in the society costs $20.00 ; student membership is $1 0.00. The 
add ress is:  L-5 Society, 1 620 N.  Park Ave. ,  Tucson, AZ. 857 1 9 .  

Informal recruitment f o r  t h e  1 0,000 people t o  m a n  Model 1 has 
a lready begu n .  If interested,  contact Charles "Ed" Tandy, PRO
M ETHUS SOCI ETY, 1 02 Mo rris Drive, Lau rel ,  MD. 2081 0.  

-Elbert Lindsey, Jr.  
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and he doesn't th ink  we can have this sort of project before 
the fi rst quarter of the 21 st centu ry. He's probably rig ht, but I 
feel that if there were noth ing else i m portant to do, if we 
absol utely had to have an L-5 colony up in the sky we co uld 
have i t  by 1 990. I t  would be a p roject on the order of World 
War I I ,  but we cou ld  do. it. O'Nei l l ' s  basic point is that the 
tech nology ex ists. There's noth ing profoundly new to be 
done and if it were im portant enoug h ,  we cou ld do it r ight 
now. 
S: Has you r  novel ,  M I N DBRIDGE,  been released yet? 
H :  As a matter of fact, it went to press last week, so they're 
probably al l  printed and sitt ing i n  the warehouse right now. 
Its publ ication date, I th ink, is the th i rty-fi rst of J u ly. I don't 
know. I hope to have a copy wait ing i n  my mai l  box . . .  oh ,  it 's 
a beaut ifu l  book, they . . .  not the writi ng,  the prod uction of it ,  
they . . .  normal ly, they com m ission an artist to do a cover, but 
th is  one, they fou nd a pai nti ng i n  a gal lery in  New York and 
just bought it off the wal l ,  and it fit the book perfectly, and it's 
beautifu l .  It 's a strange, surreal ist ic ,  Dal i type cover. And the 
book, the book is fu l l  of gonzo stuff :  it 's got g raphs, charts, 
mathematical equations, sheet m usic,  telegrams - it's just 
fu l l  of th ings that aren't normal ly in  books. So, it cost them an 
arm and a leg to print it. They had to send it to an academ ic 
press - their normal typog rapher cou ldn 't handle it. And I 've 
seen the gal leys and it real ly looks pretty. One th ing that's 
going to sel l  the book, espec ial ly in paperback - you know, 
you pick up a book, and riffle through it, and to be hit  with a l l  
th is  stuff, you ' l l  just have to take i t  home and fi nd out what's 
i nside. 
S: Cou l d  you tel l  us a l ittle about what it'.s about, to whet our 
appetites? 
H :  Yeah. I set out to do a few th i ngs, you know . . .  normally,  
it's a m istake to see a book - for me - to see a book as a 
l iterary construct ; it shou ld  be a story fi rst. It shouldn't  be out 
to prove a poi nt. The basic thrust of American l iterature now 
seems to be in the d i rection of m eta-fiction, that is, when you 
write a story, what you ' re writi ng about is storyte l l ing ,  about 
writ ing,  rather than about l i fe, which is  fine if people l ike to 
read it ;  most people don't l ike to read it. Wel l ,  this book is 
meta-fict ion, it 's meta-science fict ion.  I wanted to write the 
u lti mate hard scien ce f iction novel-but about total bu l lshit .  
I t 's about telepathy and matter transmiss ion,  which are both 
pie-i n-the-sky stuff. And they ' re descri bed down to e ight de
ci mal p laces in this boo k. They' re s imply accepted .. thex' re 
part of l i fe . I have excerpts from textbooks and thmgs l 1 ke 
that, you know, th is is  the eq uation that defi nes the Levant
Meyer translat ion,  and . . .  I 've got this one chapter, that I 
cal led " N u m bers and Dol lars ."  I was going to cal l it " Readers 
are Advised" because in  the th i rd parag raph ,  it says, " Read
ers without adeq uate p reparation in co l lege mathematics 
should ski p to the g raph at the end ."  And it's got th is h uge 
eq uation . . .  Oh ,  it was fu n !  
S :  Th ink  what trouble you ' re going to cause. Everybody is 
going to try to fig u re it out and you ' l l  get all these nasty 
letters . . .  
H :  I know. I got so many letters about THE FOR EVER WAR. I 
made one m istake i n  THE FOR EVER WAR. Notebooks fu l l  of 
mathematics and I d idn 't look u p  the prefix "beva." The 
p refix beva is ,  of cou rse , bi l l ion electron vo lts, and it on ly 
appl ies to a l i near accelerator type situation.  Now, my m i nd 
was warped and I thought that it was, l i ke, bigger than mega, 
so I said ,  "a beva-watt laser, " which means noth i n g !  There's 
no such thing as a beva-watt. And this g uy, some physics 
student . . .  no,  he's not a student,  he's a physic ist, wrote me a 
long letter, fou r  pages fu l l  of equations. He poi nted out the 
beva-watt th ing ,  and he said,  "Wel l ,  I th ink  that you r  laser isn't 
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going to work, and this is why," and he gave me these equa
tions. Wel l ,  I 've got eq uations too, for Ch rist's sake, and I 
used them. And I wrote h i m  back a fou r  page letter with my 
eq uations. It depends on what journal you look at, for Ch rist's 
sake. But it was good fun. 

But I 've had lots of correspondence about TH E FOREVER 
WAR. 1 do try to answer my mai l ,  but at one time I got l i ke fifty 
letters and I was try ing to write a book, and I d idn ' t  have 
t ime . . .  I j ust answered a letter that's been sitt ing on my desk 
for eig hteen months. You know, I fi nal ly got around to it . . .  

Oh ,  but I was saying ,  you know, I started out to write this 
book,  and I knew I was going to sel l  i t  so I co u ld have written 
anyth ing .  Because it was r ight after THE FOREVER WAR had 
sold so wel l ,  and I had an option with St. Mart in 's, and I knew 
that they 'd pick up the book. So I said ,  "Wel l ,  I ' m  going to do 
a n umber," and what I had was sort of a Hei n le in-esq ue 
straight writi ng job on the surface, but I was answering a 
specific crit ical problem.  One of my favorite books, o� series 
of books, is John dos Passos' U . S.A. TRI LOGY, and he makes 
a big m istake in the U .S .A. TRILOGY, in the organization of it, 
and 1 wrote this book as sort of an answer to that structu ral 
problem - which is normal ly a m istake, but I th ink it worked 
i n  th is wise, because I was also answeri ng a critical problem 
specifi cal ly about it .  A g uy named Steven Becker, who is  one 
hel l  of a good writer, he's had a couple of best sel lers-he's 
even written some science fi ctio n,  so I respect h is  opin ion
he to ld me that it 's i m possi b le to write a scien ce fiction novel 
that's a good science f iction novel and also a good nove l .  He 
says, because a science; f iction w riter has to exp�nd so much 
of  h is  creative energy sett ing up the world that h 1s  story takes 
place in that there's not enough left for the normal concerns 
of a novel ist .  That is ,  as a stra i g ht nove l i st ,  I can say 
" Ph i ladelph ia ,"  and that's a l l  I have to say. I can 't say " 61 
Cyg n i  A" without explai n i ng what it is  and,  you know, what 
l i fe is l i ke there.  It 's a good poi nt, and you can see , maybe 
90°k of the other worlds type science f ict ion has this p roblem ,  
but you can also make cou nter-examples. There are very 
good science f iction books that are also good novels. See, 
the U .S.A. TRI LOGY is a ki nd of berserk boo k that's broken 
down i nto b i l l ions of chapters-if you 've read THE SHEEP 
LOOK U P  or  any of  those Bru nner  books, he does the same 
th ing .  So I wrote th is book th is  way. It's got 75,000 words and 
53 chapters. Some of them are less than a page long.  And I 
was answering Steven Becker's critic ism i n  th is way. I said ,  
okay, I ' l l  write a novel w i th  footnotes, essential ly .  Al l  of the 
science fiction stuff is  in its own l ittle chapters, and there are 
t h i ngs l i ke ext racts from textbooks and news reports, 
co m mercia ls-! got a West i n g h o use co m me rc ia l  that 's 
scored for th ree-d i mensio nal holog raph ic  te levis ion.  It 's al l  
n u m bers . . .  And , so,  essential ly,  the book itse lf is i n  chapters 
that are cal led Chapter One,  Chapter Two, Chapter Three . . .  
and everyth ing e lse is cal led ,  yo u know, Gonzo Someth i n g .  

I f  you l ived i n  that society, you cou ld  read those parts that 
are cal led chapters,  and it wou l d  be a perfectly sensible,  
reg u lar novel .  But si nce we don't l ive i n  th is  society, we need 
the footnotes. And so, they ' re scattered al l  th rough the book. 
Whenever the reader needs to know someth ing ,  I 've stopped , 
and I 've put i n  a ten page long footnote and then go on with 
the novel .  
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It was a chancy th ing to do. You can see how something 
l i ke that wou l d  be boring as hel l ,  so I had to be carefu l with 
the way that I put the thi ngs i n ,  so it was sti l l  an i nteresting 
book. And I fudged a l ittle,  because I was play ing with th is 
idea. One basic concern of the novel ist is  del i neat ing the 
character of h is main character, showing how it changes 
through the book or through his l i fe, and I put those as 
footnotes, too. Autobiog raphical statements, you know -
l ike,  I 've g ot someth ing he had to write on the board a 
thousand times when he was six years old - all  the way up to 
the moment he d ies. They're cal led Autobiog raphy and a 
date, and they' re, some of them are i nterviews . . .  He writes a 
book cal led PEACEMAKER, or rather, h is  d iaries have been 
col lected in a book cal led PEACEMAKER : THE DIARI ES O F  
JACQUE LEFAVRE, which was the working title of the book. 
It was cal led PEACEMAKER on the contract. I thought  
PEACEMAKER looked too pat after THE FOREVER WAR, and 
another b9ok I 've got, STU DY WAR N O  MORE . . .  But it 
worked . I was very proud of that book when I f inal ly f in ished 
it. God ! It was so com pl icated.  I 've got notebooks and 
n otebooks of stuff. And i t  m akes sense to me. M ay be 
nobody wi l l  be able to understand it, b ut it was fun.  But the 
critics are going to stomp me dead. They're going to say, "He 
s howed such p ro m ise with h is  f i rst book. " Eve rybody 
thought THE FOREVER WAR was my fi rst book. I t  was my 
sixth ! 
S :  What were you r  fi rst five ? 
H :  Wel l ,  I wrote . . .  my fi rst book was WAR YEAR and then I 
col lected COSMIC LAUGHTER, an anthology, then I d id  three 
adventure novels u nder the name Robert Graham, and then 
THE FOREVER WAR came out.  Actual ly,  I started TH E 
FOREVER WAR, I worked on it for fou r  years, so in  a sense it 
was my second book - that is, I had one book pub l ished 
when I started THE FOREVER WAR, b ut I wrote a l l  these 
others whi le  I was writ ing THE FOR EVER WAR. 
S :  Why d id  you use a pseudonym ? 
H :  Oh,  I had to, it's a house rule. That is,  there is  a series of 
adventure novels that I would  not ag ree to write a l l  of, so 
there's a name, Robert Graham , that they use for anybody 
who writes one of the books. It's com mon practice. Li ke, 
John Norman is God-knows-how-many people. 

"They' re going to give a rusty razor with 
each copy so you can open your vein s  when 
you finish it. "  

S :  War seems to fig u re in  several of you r  stories. 
H :  Wel l ,  you write what you know. I started my writi ng career 
when I came back from Viet Nam, so a lot of my early stuff has 
to do with war. I don't  write about war anymore. In fact, 
I . . .  wel l ,  I may do it. I 've got one novel that I ' m  not going to 
start for another ten years that I want to be the THE NAKED 
AND THE D EAD of  Viet Nam. You know, I want to  write a 
defin it ive Viet Nam novel .  

And,  I 've got . . .  A French writer is doing what he cal ls  a 
montage novel and he wants various people to write parts of 
it, and he' l l  put them al l together in a strange framework. He 
wants me to write one about war in the future where they have 
matter transm itters. And I m i g ht do that, just as a short story. 
And j ust for the kick of be ing part of this strang e  project. And ,  
th i n ki ng about what i t  wou ld d o  to combat to have matter 
transm itters is interesti ng . . .  suddenly appear beh ind enemy 
l ines, fl icker  in and out . .  . 
S :  There wou ld n 't be any l i nes . . .  
H :  N o  l i nes - right. I can see it as a metaphor for g uerri l la  
act ion,  just carried to  an  extreme. 
S: I th ink  you d i d  a l ot of i nteresting th ings in THE FOREVER 
WAR as far as the k inds of th i ngs that happen in a war l i ke 
that. 

H :  Wel l ,  I ' d  tr ied to t h i n k  it o ut. That 's  what al l those 
notebooks are for. One th ing I d idn 't real ize about THE 
FOREVER WAR - I  started out to write a metaphor about Viet 
Nam and America's i nvolvement i n  Viet Nam. Wel l ,  I d ropped 
it about halfway through the .book, because the book had 
developed a log ic  of its own. Then, last year I m et th is reader 
fro m  I n d ia who exp l a i n ed to m e  how I ' d  fo l lowed the  
metaphor exactly al l the  way to  the  last page. I t  explai ned 
America's i nvolvement in Viet Nam to h i m .  And looking at it 
the way he explained it, yeah,  that's rig ht, but I d id n't  do it 
consc iously. I on ly know one war, and so that was my basic  
material for the book, and I subconsciously fol lowed the 
structu re of Viet Nam even after I 'd consciously rejected it. 

It's fu nny, I was tel l i ng a g uy this morn ing ,  I don 't know 
where the ideas come from.  To me it's a mystical process, 
they j ust settle on you and . . .  I read a lot and I tal k a lot and 
l i sten a lot. I can tel l  after the fact where the m aterial  
came from , but . . .  You know, if you sit down and try to write 
something about someth ing ,  it's very, very d ifficu lt. I am 
having a hell of a time writing this nonfiction book, because I 
know exactly what it 's going to be. And knowing it, why do I 
have to write it anymore? To me, you know, it 's . . .  I entertai n  
myself at the typewriter. Even though it's normal ly hard work, 
even n ine days out of ten it's hard work, but that tenth day is 
g reat. This ether in  the air is tel l ing me a story, and I go to the 
typewriter to find out what happened today. 
S :  When you get an assignment for a story, say, from Ben 
Bova as you mentioned before, do you handle it d ifferently? 
H: Yeah, yeah. Very m uch differently. ! put on my professional 
hat when I do that, and say, wel l ,  a l l  r ight, here 's  a job. L ike ,  
U N ICEF sent me a letter, says, "We need a story u nder 2000 
words about ch i ldren and food in the futu re."  I looked at the 
letter, said,  " U nder 2000 words? " But I said ,  "Al l rig ht, by 
God, I ' l l  do it ," and I sat down and wrote it in an afternoon. I 've 
never been paid so much per hour. $200 for an afternoon 's  
work. 

But, yeah . . .  It 's l ike wavi ng a red flag in front of an an i m al .  
It's a challenge, so I ' l l  do it. I wou ldn 't s i t  down and tel l  myself ,  
"Wel l ,  why don't  we try to write a story under 2000 words 
about ch i ldren and food in the futu re?" .  "Al l rig ht!  Go back to 
bed, you schmuck !"  
S :  You said earl ier that you ' re cu rrently working on five 
books . . .  
H :  Yeah,  wel l ,  that's an exaggeration. I ' m  on ly working on two 
at a t ime. B ut, yeah ,  I 've got five contracts outstand ing .  Wel l ,  
one o f  them i s  a n  anthology I 've had kicki ng aro u nd for years 
so that's  no work. I ' m  just going to revise the i ntroduction.  
One's a novel that I 've got eig hty percent written al ready. 
Kind of a gas of a novel . . .  funny adventu res and lots of good 
space stuff in  it. And one is th is space colon ization book,  
which is a hel l of  a b ig  p roject. Two of them are Star Trek 
adventures that I ' m  doing the way I d id the other adventure 
novels,  try ing to make them good but real iz ing they have to 
be done within certain strictu res. You can't write a novel .  
$: Are these STAR TR EK books al l or igi nal material ? 
H :  Yeah. J im Bl ish was going to do them, and he d ied . I ' m 
doing two and Ted Cogswel l  is doing one. I don't know who 
else is doi ng them . Fred Poh l ,  who's ed iting  the series, told 
me I cou ld  have a half a dozen of them if I wanted them, b ut I 
d idn 't have the ti me to do them. 
S:  You said you 've done one anthology, COSMIC LAUGH
TER, and you have another one. 
H: Yeah,  this new one. I spent a lot of work on that and I was 
proud of it and very d isappointed that they d idn ' t  p ick it up .  
I t 's  cal led STUDY WAR NO MORE. It 's a col lection of  science 
fiction alternat ives to war. And where I don't th ink  any of 
them work, I don't  th i n k  that any of them are going to save the 
world ,  yet, it 's a useful  i ntel lectual tool .  You know, we treat 
war as if it is inevitable, as if it is a part of human nature,  and I 
see it as a perversion of h uman natu re, someth ing that's been 
going on so long that nobody questions it, they j ust go ahead 
and do it. I wou ld  rather the leaders get tc:>gether and f l i pped a 
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BIRTHPIIICE 
OF CRE�TION 

Edmond Hamilton 

"Birthplace of Creation" is the last of the Captain Future tales. Curt Newton (known as Captain Future) first 
appeared in his own pulp magazine during the start of World War II, Winter, 1 940. The series was scripted by two 
authors, Edmond Hamilton and Brett Sterling (William Morrison), with Hamilton getting the better record of the two. 
Seventeen issues of the CAPTAIN FUTURE pulp were published from issue o,.,e in the Winter of 1 940 to the Spring of 
1 944. . 

Captain Future was the dream of the future. He was a master wizard of science, and the consummat� do-gooder. He 
was the past's future crimefighter; born into crimefighting when his father, Roger Newton, and h1s mother, both 
brilliant scientists were killed in their laboratory on the Moon, Cap was the greatest adventurer of the future. Nor was 
he alone in his dedication. There was the Brain, created from Simon Wright's brain because his body grew too old to 
house it anymore; Otho, the android; and Grag, the robot. This strange trio plus Cap Future made the Future'!'en . . 

The first seventeen novels were basically mystery novels with monsters, ray guns, and planets added. It wasn t until 
the novellas in STARTLING STORIES, that a sophistication cropped up. Many as�ute aficionado� feel t�a� these_ ten 
novellas were the best in the en tire series, perhaps good enough to stand up agamst the best sc1ence f1ct1on written 

then or today. And among those· ten final stories, it is felt tha t  "Birthplace of Creation" was the best. 
Unfortunately, as is the case with much of the fiction that appeared in the pulps of the 1 930's and 1 940's, 

.
the Cap 

novellas were forgotten, although all of the nove/ length fiction was repriryted in paperback form. STARWIND IS proud 
to print, for the first time since its publication in the May, 1 951 issue of STARTLING STORIES, "Birthplace of Creation. "  

Citadel of the Futuremen 
Garrand watched the face of the Moon g row l arger in  the 

forward port of his small cru iser. A wh ite and terrible face, he 
tho ug ht. A death's-head with meteor-gnawed bones and gap
ing  crater-wounds, bleak and cruel and very s i lent, watching 
h im come and th inking secret bod ing thoug hts about h im.  A 
feel ing of sickness g rew in  h i m .  

" I  a m  a fool and soon I w i l l  probably b e  a dead fool ,"  h e  said 
to h imself. 

He was not a brave man. He was very fond of l iving and he 
did not th ink of death at al l as a th ing to be dared and laug hed 
at. The knowledge that he was l i kely to d ie there on the Moon 
gave him qualms of physical angu ish and made h im look as 
white and hol low as the stony face that watched h i m  throug h 
the port. And yet he d id  not turn back. There was something 
i n  Garrand that was stronger than h is fear. His hands trem
bled, but they held the cru iser g rim ly on its course. 

The stark plains and mountai n  ranges took size and shape, 
the lonely mountains of the Moon that looked on nothing and 
the plains where noth ing stirred , not even the smal lest wind 
or whirl of  d ust. Men had gone out to other worlds and other 
stars. They had ranged far across space, fou nding colon ies 
on asteroids and c ities on the shores of al ien seas. But they 
left the deathly air less Moon alone. They had looked at it once 
and gone away. There were only fou r  who made the Moon 
their home - and not all of those fou r  were men. 

Tycho Crater widened o ut below the l ittle ship .  L icking d ry 
l i ps metal l ic with the taste of fear, Garrand consu lted a map, 
d rawn carefu l ly to scale and showing in  that desolation one 
intricate d iag ram of a man made structure. There were omin
ous gaps in  that d iag ram and Garrand was painfu l ly aware of 
them . He made h is calcu l ations and set h is sh ip  down wel l 
beyond the o uter peri phery of defenses marked on the chart. 

-Gary Hoppenstand-

His land ing was a c l umsy nervous one. Wh ite pum icedust 
burst upward around the h u l l  and settled slowly back again .  
Garrand cut  h is jets and sat for a moment looking out  across 
Tycho, a l l  r inged around in the d istance with c l i ffs and spi res 
and p i n nacles of blasted rock that g l ittered in  the l ig ht. There 
was no s ign of the structure ind icated on the chart. It was a l l  
below g round.  Even its observatory dome was set f lush ,  re
flecting the Sun's u nsoftened g lare no more than the sur
round ing plain .  

Presently Garrand rose, moving with the stiff rel uctance of 
a man going to the gal lows. He checked over the b u l ky 
shapes of a considerable mass of equ i pment. H is  exam i na
tion was m in ute and he made one or two readjustments. Then 
he strugg led into a pressu re su it and opened the ai rlock. The 
ai r went out wlth a whistl ing rush, and after that there was no 
sound,  only the utter s i lence of a world that has heard no
th ing s ince it was made: 

Working in  that vacuum Garrand carried out a l ight hand
sledge and set it in  the d ust. Then he brought out the b u l ky 
pieces of equ i pment and loaded them onto it. He was able to 
do this alone because of the weak gravitation and when he 
was throug h  he was able for the same reason to tow the 
sledge behind h i m .  

H e  set off across t h e  crater. The g lare was intense. Sweat 
gathered on h im and ran i n  slow trickles down h is face. He 
suffered in  the heavy armor, sett ing one weighted boot be
fore the other, with the l i tt le puffs of dust r ising and fal l i ng 
back at every step,  hau l i ng the sledge beh ind h im.  And fear 
grew stead i ly in  him as he went on. 

He knew-al l  the System knew-that the fou r  who l ived 
here were not here now, that they were far away on a d istant 
troubled world.  But the i r  form idable name and presence 
seemed to haunt th is l i feless sphere and he was walking now 

<e> 1 951 by Better Publications, Inc. for the May, 1 951 Issue of STARTLI NG STORIES. Reprinted by permission of Gary Hoppenstand. 
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i nto the teeth of the dead ly defenses they had left beh ind 
them. 

"They can be beaten ,"  he told h i mself, sweating.  ' ' I 've got 
to beat them ."  

He stud ied h is map agai n .  He knew exactly how far he had 
come from the sh ip. Leaving h i mself a wide marg i n  of safety 
he activated the d etector-mechanism on the sledge. The 
helmet of his pressu re-su it was fitted with ultra-sensitive 
hearing devices that had noth ing to do with son ic  waves but 
translated sub-electronic impu lses from the detector i nto 
audi ble sound-signals. 

He stood st i l l ,  l i sten ing intently. But the detector said no
th ing and he went on ,  very slowly now and cautiously, across 
the dead waste u nt i l  h is  footsteps i n  the d ust approached the 
l ine  of that outer c i rcle on the map. Then the detector spoke 
with a faint small  c l icking.  

G a rrand sto p ped . He b e n t  over t h e  p a n e l  of  t h e  
mechan ism, a ju m ble o f  d i als,  sorters, frequency- ind icators 
and pattern- i nd icators. Above them a red pip burned i n  a 
g round-glass f ield.  H is heart ham mered hard and he reached 
hasti ly for a black oblong b u l k  beside the detector. 

He thought, ' ' I ' m  st i l l  far enoug h away so that the b last 
won't be lethal if th is  doesn 't  work." 

The thought was comfort ing but unconvi ncing.  He forced 
his hand to steady, to p ick up the fou r-pronged p lugs and 
i nsert them, one by one in the proper order, i nto the side of 
the detector. Then he d ropped behind the sledge and waited. 

The black oblong h u m med . He could feel it h u m m ing 
where h is  shoulder touched the metal of the sledge. I t  was 
designed to pick u p  its read ings from the detector, to form u
late them , adj ust itself automatical ly to the ind icated pattern 
and frequency, to broadcast an electron ic  barrier that wou l d  
b l a n k  o ut the i m pu l se-recepti vity o f  the  h i d den t ra p ' s  
sensor- u n it. That was its purpose. I t  should work. But i f  i t  d i d  
not . . .  

He waited , the m uscles of h is bel ly knotted tig ht. There was 
no f lash or tremor of a b last. After he had cou nted slowly to a 
h u nd red he got up again and looked. The red p ip  had faded 
from the ground-g lass screen .  There was a wh ite one in place 
of it. 

Garrand watched that wh ite p i p  as though it were the face 
of h is patron saint, hau l i ng the sledge on slowly through that 
outer c i rcle and through the ones beyond it that were only 
guessed at. Three times more the u rgent c l icking sounded in 
h is ears and the d ials and poi nters changed-and three times 
the p i p  faded from red to white and Garrand was st i l l  al ive 
when he reached the metal valve door set i nto the floor of the 
crater. 

The controls of that door were plai n ly in s ight but he d id  not 
touch them. Instead he hau led a portable scanner off the 
sledge and used it to exam ine the i nt imate molecu lar struc
ture of the metal and a l l  its control connections. By this 
means he found the part icu lar bo lt-head that was a switch 
and turned it, immobi l iz ing a certai n  device set to catch an 
u nknowing intruder as soon as he opened the valve. 

With in  m in utes after that Garrand had the door open and 
was stand ing at the head of a steep fl ig ht of steps, going 
down. H is  heart st i l l  thudding away and he felt weak i n  the 
knees-but he was f i l led with exu ltation and a g reat pride. 
Few other men , he thought, perhaps none, cou ld have pene
trated safely to the very threshold of this most i mpregnable of 
al l  places in  the Solar System .  

He d i d  not relax h is caution. A large mass o f  equ ipment 
went with h im down the dark stai rway, inc lud ing the scanner. 
The valve closed automatical ly beh ind h im and below in  a 
smal l  chamber he waited unt i l  pressu re had bu i lt up and 

There were only fou r who made the moon 
th eir home - and not al l  of those fou r  were 
men.  

another door automatical ly opened. He found noth ing more 
of menace except a system of alarm bel ls, which he put out of 
commission-not because there was anyone to hear them, 
but because he knew there wou ld be recorders and he 
wanted no signs, au d i ble or visible,  of his visit. 

The recorders themselves were relat ively easy to detect. 
With an instrument broug ht for the pu rpose he blan ked off 
their  relay systems and went on across the g reat c ircu lar 
central cham ber with the g lassite dome through which the 
s u n l i g ht poured . He peered with a sc ientist 's  fc;isc inated 
wonder at the laboratory apparatus of various sorts in that 
and the smal ler chambers which opened off it unt i l  he came 
to what of all th ings he was looking for-the heavy locked 
door of a vau lt, sunk deep in the l u nar rock. 

Garrand worked for a long t ime over that door. The si lence 
was beg in n i ng to get to h im and the uneasy knowledge that 
he was where he had no r ight to be. He began to l isten for the 
voices and the steps of those who m ig ht come in and f ind 
h i m .  

They were far away and Garrand knew that h e  was safe. 
But he was not a cri m i nal by habit and now that the chal

lenge to h is sk i l l  was past he began to feel increasi ng ly g u i lty 
and unclean. Personal belong i ngs accused h i m ,  an open 
book, a pair of boots, beds and chests and cloth ing .  If it had 
been merely a laboratory he wou l d  not have m i nded so 
m uch-but it was also a dwel l i ng place and he felt l i ke a 
common thief. 

That fee l i ng was forgotten when he entered the vau lt. 
There were many th ings in that vast l u nar cavern, but Gar
rand had no more than a passi ng g lance for any of them 
except the mass ive f i le-racks where the recorded data which 
related to voyages were spooled and kept. 

Under the clear l ig ht that had come on of itself with the 
open ing of the door Garrand searched the racks, puzzl ing 
out the intricate f i l i ng system .  He had taken off h is helmet. H is  
hands shook visibly and his b reathing was loud and i rregu l ar 
b ut these were only secondary manifestations. 

His m ind,  faced with a d ifficu lt problem to solve,  s l ipped by 
long habit into calcu lating-machine eff iciency and it was not 
long before he found what he wanted. 

He took the spool in h is two hands, as tenderly as though it 
were made of the de l icate stuff of d reams and apt to shatter at 
a breath.  He carried it to the large table that stood by the 
racks and fed the end of the tape into a reader. His face had 
g rown pale and q u ite r ig id except that his mouth twitched a 
l itt le at the corners. He set up h is  �ast p iece of eq u ipment 
beside the reader, a photoson ic  recorder used to make 
copies of a master spool ,  synchron ized them and then closed 
the switches. 

· 

The two spools u nwound ,  one g iv ing,  the other receivi ng ,  
and Garrand remai ned motionless over the viewer, seei ng 
visions beyond price and l istening to the voices that spoke of 
cosmic secrets. When the �pool was f in ished it was a long 
t ime before he moved .  H is  eyes were sti l l  busy with their  
visions and they were strangely d u l l  and sh in ing al l  at once, 
sh in ing and far away. 

At l ast he shook h i mself and laughed, a smal l gasping 
sou nd that m ight wel l have been a sob. He replaced the 
origi nal in the rack and put the second spool into a special 
pouch on his be lt. In the vault he left everyth ing exactly as he 
had found it and when he came out again onto the Moon 's 
su rface he reset the h idden trigger that g uarded the o uter 
door. 

As he had penetrated the defences on the plai n ,  so he went 
back through them agai n ,  in a double  agony lest now, when 
he had the thing he had taken such incred ible chances for, he 



should bl u nder and be k i l led .  The shadows of the crater edge 
were crawl ing  toward h i m ,  sharp and black. The last pre
mon itory cl icking of the detector, the last fad ing of the warn
i ng p ip  from red to white and he was safe, ru nn ing toward the 
ship i nto the kn ife-edged darkness of the shadow. 

Long before n ight came Garrand was gone, pl u ng ing a
cross the narrow gu lf to Earth. He did not know how to g ive 
vent to the wi ldness of h is exu ltat ion,  so he held it in  but it 
bu rned in his face and eyes. 

"Tomorrow," he said aloud to h i mself, over and over. "To
morrow we' l l  be on our  way. " He laughed, add ressing some
one who was not present. "You said I cou ldn't do it, Herrick. 
You said I cou ldn ' t ! "  

Beh ind h im the darkening face of  the  Moon looked after 
h i m .  

Cosm ic Secret 

Fou r  came home to the Moon after many days. Four,  of 
whom on ly one was an ord inary man. 

Curt Newton, the man-Otho, the android or artif icial man 
who was h uman in  everyth ing but or igi n-Grag, the towering 
metal man or i ntel l igent robot-and S imon Wright, he who 
had once been a man but whose brain on ly now l ived on in a 
strange mechanical body. 

Thei r sh i p  came down l i ke a thunderbolt of metal from the 
sky. The camouflaged doors of an u n derg round hangar 
opened s i lently to receive it  and closed as s i lently. 

I nto the g reat circular room beneath the observatory dome 
the four Futuremen came. Curt Newton paused by the wal l  to 
activate the recorder panel .  It showed b lank. It always 
showed blank. 

He sat down slowly, a tal l  man with red hair and a bronzed 
face that looked now very t ired. 

" Do you th ink  our work out there w i l l  stick, S imon?" 
He add ressed the smal l  sq uare metal case hovering on 

motor-beams before h i m ,  its strange "face" of lens-eyes 
turned toward h i m .  The serum-case, in which Simon Wright's 
brain l ived its l i fe. 

"I am confident, " said Simon with h is  prec ise articu lation 
of metal l ic artif icial accents, "that there wil l  be no more 
trouble between U ran us M i nes and the natives." 

Curt frowned and sighed. " I  hope so.  When wi l l  they learn 
how to deal with p lanetary pr im it ives?" 

G rag spoke u p  loudly. He was stand ing ,  a seven-foot g iant 
of metal, with h is  head tu rned and his photo-electric eyes 
staring intently across the b ig  room .  

"Curt, someone's been here," h i s  g reat voice boomed . 
" No, I checked the recorders," Newton said without turn

ing .  
" I  don't  care ,"  G rag persisted . "That chair  by the vau lt  door 

has been moved. I was the last one out when we left and I 
remember exactly where it stood . It's been moved a good 
three inches. "  

Otho burst into laug hter. " Listen to O l d  Hawkeye. Three 
i nches ! "  The android ,  so perfectly h uman in appearance that 
only someth ing bright and strange lurking in  his g reen eyes 
betrayed an i nner d ifference, went on mockingly, "Are you 
sure it's not two and a half i nches?" 

G rag began to protest ang r i ly in  his fog horn voice. C u rt 
swung around i rritably to si lence them . But Simon Wright 
said g ravely, " Wait, Curtis. Yo u know that the constitution of 
Grag 's metal brain makes his memory absol utely photo
graphic. If he says the chai r has been moved, it has been 
moved."  

" But the recorders ?" 
" T h ey could h ave been b l a n ke d , you k n ow. I t ' s  

theoretical ly-" Curt began and then he stopped and swore. 
" Blast you ,  Grag ! Why did you have to raise doubt in my mind? 
Now I ' l l  have to take down the recorders to check them and 
that's the devi l and al l  of a job." 

I rr itation rid ing h i m ,  he went out of the b ig room and came 
back with tools. He scowled at G rag. "You'd better be rig ht !" 
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Simon and Otho helped h im in  the del icate work of d isas
sembl ing  the recorders. They exam ir:"�ed both the m icrof i lm 
and the interior relay c i rcu its b i t  by bit. 

Curt's i rritat ion left h im suddenly. He looked sharply at the 
others. He had found it-the m in ute bl u rred l i ne  where the 
fi l m  had started to rol l and been arrested . The relay c i rcu its 
were a fraction of a decimal out of synchronization now. 

· Otho wh istled softly. " B lanked !" he said. "And so beauti
ful ly done-noth ing fused or  blown out, the derangement so 
sin al l that you'd never notice it u n less you were search ing for 
it .  I I  

"So I was right, " G rag boomed tr i u m phantly. "I  knew I was 
rig ht. When I see a th ing that's changed 1-" 

"Shut up ,"  C u rt Newton told h i m .  He looked , puzzled, at 
S imon.  " No cr im inal d i d  th is-no ord inary cri m i na l .  The job 
of blanking these relays req u i red tremendous sc ientific abi l'ty I I  I . 

Simon brooded, hovering.  "That's obvious. O n ly an expert 
in sub-electron ics would be capable. But that seems i ncon
g ruous. Why would a top scient ist come prowl ing in here l i ke 
a common th ief?" 

Curt tu rned. "Grag, wi l l  you see i f  anything else has been 
moved or taken?" 

The metal g i ant started stalk ing throug h the rooms. Curt 
remained s i lent and thoughtfu l ,  the frown on h is  tanned face 
deepen ing .  

G rag came back. " No. Noth ing else has been tam pered 
with ."  

"Yet i t  was, " Curt said slowly. He looked again at  Simon.  
" I 've been th ink ing.  An expert i n  sub-electron ics . . .  Do you 
remember the n uclear physics man down at New York Tech 
whom we met at Government Center a few months ago ?" 

"Garris? Garrand-some name l i ke that? I remember. A 
n i ce l ittle man."  

"Yes, I thought so too-very eager about his work. But  1 
remember now he asked me a question-" 

C u rt broke off sudden ly. He went rapid ly across the b ig  
room ,  un locked the vau lt door  and inside the s i lent lunar 
cavern he went straight to the f i les. 

S imon had fo l lowed h i m .  And when S i mon saw the spool 
that Curt d rew from the fi le his lens-eyes tu rned to C u rt's face 
with a startled swiftness. 

"Curtis, no ! You don't th ink-" 
" It was what he asked me about, " C u rt said .  "The B i rth

place. " 
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The word went echoing solemnly  back and forth around 
the cold rock wal ls. And C u rt stared at Simon,  not real ly 
seeing h im,  seeing u ncanny awesome th ings that l ived i n  
memory, and a strange look came i nto h i s  face-a strange 
look i ndeed for the man Curt Newton. A look of fear. 

S imon said , " How could he know of the B i rthplace ?" 
That word had never been spoken to anyone. They hard ly 

spoke it even among themselves. Such a secret was not for 
the knowledge nor the use of men and they had g uarded it 
more carefu l ly than the sum total of al l  other knowledge they 
possessed. Now the very sound of that name brought G rag 
and Otho to the door and wrought a sudden tension that f i l led 
the cavern with a wait ing sti l lness. 

Curt said heavi ly, "He connected the theoretical poss ib i l ity 
with the work we d id  on Mercury.  He's a b ri l l iant man , 
Simon-too bri l l iant." 

" Perhaps," said G rag, "he only looked for the secret and 
cou ldn't  find it. After a l l ,  our fi l i ng  system . . .  " 

Curt shook h is  head. " If he cou l d  get i n  here he cou ld  f ind 
what he wanted . "  He exam ined the spool .  "He could make a 
copy of this and there wou l d  be no way of tel l ing  that it had 
been done. " 

He stood motionless for a moment longer and no one 
spoke. Otho stud ied h is face and shot one q u ick bright 
g lan ce at S imon.  S imon m oved uneasi ly on h is g l id ing 
force-beams. 

Curt replaced the spool and turned.  "We've got to find out 
about this man. We' l l  go to New York, at once." 

Very soon thereafter the Comet rose from the dark gap of 
the hangar-mouth and shot away toward the g reat g reen 
g lobe of Earth. 

Not m uch later, at headquarters of the Planet Pol ice in New 
York·, o ld Marshal Ezra Gu rney stared at C u rt Newton i n  blank 
amazement. 

"Garrand ?" he said. " But he's a reputable man, a scien
t ist !"  

"Nevertheless," said Curt grimly, " I  want al l the informa
tion you can get and fast. " 

S imon spoke. "This is u rgent, Ezra. We cannot afford de
lay." 

The g rizzled old spaceman g lanced from one to the other, 
and then to Otho. "Someth ing real ly bad , e h ?  All right, I ' l l  do 
what I can ."  

He went out  of  the office. Otho leaned against the wal l and 
remained motionless, watch i ng Curt. Simon hovered near 
the desk. Neither one of them was aff l icted with nerves. Curt 
moved restlessly about, brood ing , h is hands touch ing thi ngs 
and putt ing them down again in wi re-taut gestures. The i ntri
cate mult ichron on the wal l  whirred softly and the minutes 
s l id  away, on Earth,  on Mars, on the far-f lung worlds of the 
System. N o  one spoke and Ezra did not come back. 

S i mon said at_ last, " It would  take t ime, even for Ezra. " 
"Time!" said Curt. " If Garrand has the secret we have no 

t ime." 
He paced the smal l neat room,  a man oppressed with heavy 

thoughts. The sound of the door open i ng brought h i m  whi rl 
i ng around to face Ezra a lmost as though he were facing h is  
executioner. 

' 'Wel l ? ' '  
"Garrand took off from Earth on the twenty-f irst, " said 

Ezra. "He flew a sh ip of h is own, apparently an experimental 
model on which he has been working for some t ime in com
pany with a man named Herrick, who is also l i sted as chief 
p i l ot .  Dest inat ion ,  none.  Pu rpose, cos m i c  ray research 
beyond the System . Because of Garrand's reputation and 
standing there was no difficu lty about the clearance. That 
was all I could get." 
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"That's enough , "  said Curt. "More than enoug h . "  H is  face 
was bleak and the color had gone out of it u nder the tan. He 
looked very t ired and i n  a way so strange that Ezra came up to 
h im and demanded, "What is it, Curt ?  What d id Garrand take 
from the laboratory ?" 

C u rt answered , "He took the secret of the B i rthplace of 
Matter." 

Ezra stared , u ncomprehending.  " Is that a secret you can 
tel l me? ' '  

Curt said hopelessly, " I  can tel l  you now. For it 's known 
now to Garrand and this other man . "  

"What is it, then ?" 
"Ezra, it is the secret of creat ion."  
There was a long si lence. I t  was obvi ous from Gu rney's 

face that the term was too large for h im to u nderstand.  Yet 
Curt Newton did not cont inue as yet. He looked beyond them 
and h is face was d rawn and haggard .  

"We' l l  have to go back there," h e  said, h is voice low. "We' l l  
have to. And I hoped never to go back. ' '  

S imon's expression less eyes were fixed o n  h i m .  Otho said 
loudly,  "What's there to be afraid of ? We ran the whirl s  
before. And as for Garrand and the other one-" 

"I am not afraid of them ,"  Curt Newton said .  
"I know," sa id Simon.  " I  was the only one who was with you 

in  the shrine of the Watchers there. I know what you are afraid 
of-yourself. " 

" I  sti l l  don't get it," Ezra said .  "The secret of creation ? 
Creation of what ?' '  

"Of the u n iverse, Ezra. Of a l l  the matter in  the u n iverse. " 
A strange wonder came on G u rney's ti meworn face. He 

said noth ing.  He waited. 
"You remem ber, " Curt tol d  h i m ,  "when we came back from 

our fi rst deep-space voyage ?  You remember that r ight after 
that we designed the electron-assembly plants that they've 
used ever s ince to replenish Mercury's th inning atmosphere? 
Where do you think we got the knowledge to do that, to 
j uggle electrons i nto desi red types of matter on a big scale ?" 

Gu rney's voice was a whisper now. "You got that know
ledge out in deep space ?" 

"In deep, deep space, Ezra. Near the center of ou r galaxy, 
amid the thick star-cl usters and nebu lae beyond Sagittarius. 
There l ies the beating heart of our  u n iverse. " 

He made a gestu re. " Back in  the Twentieth Century the 
scientist M i l l i kan fi rst guessed the truth. The matter of the 
un iverse constantly melts away i nto rad iation. M i l l i kan be
l ieved that som ewhere in  the u n iverse was a place where 
rad iation was somehow bu i lt back i nto matter and that the 
so-cal led cosmic rays were the 'b i rth-cry' of the newborn 
matter. The fou nt of our material u n iverse, the b i rthplace of 
material creat ion." 

Awe was i n  Ezra's faded old eyes. "And you found that? 
And never told-never let anyone g uess-" 

"Garrand guessed , "  Curt said bitterly. "He connected ou r 
work at Mercury with ou r mysterious voyage. He tried to learn 
what I knew and when I would  tel l h i m  noth ing he came to the 
Moon and risked death to steal our records. And now he's 
gone to find it for h i mself. " 

Simon Wright said somberly, "He wi l l  only reap disaster if he 
tries to take it. I saw what almost happened there to you ,  
Curtis." 

" It's my fau lt," Curt said harshly. "We should have left no 
record. But I cou ld not q u ite destroy it. " He paused, then 
went on rap id ly. "We've got to overtake h i m .  What the other 
man, Herrick, may have in  m ind we can't tel l .  But Garrand is a 
fanatical researcher, who wi l l  tamper with the instruments of 
the Watchers as I d id .  He won 't stop where I stopped !" 

Ezra j u m ped to h is feet. " I  can have cru isers after h i m  in  an 
hour." 

"They cou ldn 't catch h im now, Ezra. The Comet might. 
We' l l  have to make certai n  preparations and they ' l l  take t ime. 
But even so we may catch h im ."  

He turned, moving swiftly toward the  door as though phys
ical action were a rel ief from overpoweri ng tension. Ezra 



stopped h i m .  "Curt, wait ! Let me go with you .  I should ,  you 
know, if it 's a case of catch ing a lawbreaker. " 

Newton looked at h i m .  "No, Ezra. You 're only trapped by 
the l u re of th is  th ing  as I was. As I was . . .  No." 

S imon's metal l ic  vo ice i ntervened . " Let h im go with us ,  
Curtis. I th ink we mig ht need h i m-that you m ig ht need h i m . "  

Back t o  t h e  Moon,  with five instead of fou r, went t h e  Comet 
on wings of f lame. In the hours that fol lowed , the closed 
hangar-doors i n  s i lent Tycho gave no h i nt of the desperate 
rushed activity beneath.  

But less than twenty-four hours after its return from U ranus 
the sh i p  left the Moon a second t ime. It  went out through the 
planetary orbits l i ke a f lying prisoner breaking out through 
bars, po ised for a moment beyonq Pluto to shift i nto a new 
kind of motion, then was gone into the outer darkness. 

The B i rthplace 

The Comet was a fleck, a mote, a t iny g leam of manmade 
l ight  fal l ing  into inf in ity. Beh ind it ,  lost somewhere along the 
farthest shores of a l ig htless sea, lay Earth and Sol and the 
outposts of fam i l iar stars. Ahead was the g reat wil derness of 
Sag ittarius, the teem ing star-jung le that to the eye seemed 
crowded th ick with b u rn i ng Suns and nebulae. 

The five with in  the sh ip  were s i lent. Fou r  were busy with the 
memories they had of the time they had come this way before, 
with the knowledge of what was sti l l  to be encou ntered . One, 
Ezra Gu rney,  could f ind no words to speak. He was a veteran 
spaceman. He had been a veteran when Curt Newton was 
born. He knew the Solar System from Pl uto to Mercury and 
back again and he knew how the naked und immed stars 
cou ld sh ine. 

But th is was d ifferent-this voyag ing of deepest space, th is  
pursu ing of the fleets and navies of the stars to their  own 
harbor, th is  going in among them. In a way Ezra Gurney was 
afra id .  No man , not even Curt Newton,  could look at that 
flam i ahead and not be a l itt le ·afraid.  

The Comet had come into the reg ion of the great c lusters. 
M ig hty h ives of gathered Suns blazed and swarmed , rol l ing  
across space and t i me, carry ing after them sweeping trai ns of 
scattered stars. Between and beyond the cl usters and their  
trai l i ng star-streams shone the g lowing clouds of nebulae, 
ban ners of l ig ht f lung out for a m i l l ion m i les across the 
fi rmament, ablaze with the g low of drowned and captu red 
Suhs. And beyond them al l-the nebu lae, the c lusters and 
the stars-there sh owed the black brood i ng l ight less im
mensity of a cloud of cosmic dust. 

The sou l  of Ezra Gu rney shook with in  h i m .  Men had no 
busi ness here in th is  battleg rou nd of angry gods. Men ? But 
was he here with men ? 

"One-point-four  deg rees zen ith , "  came the metal l ic  vo i ce 
of Si mon Wright from where he hovered above a bu lky i n
stru ment. 

"Check, " Curt Newton sa id and moved controls s l ightly. 
Then he asked , "Dust ?" 

" Defi n itely h igher than average interstel lar density now, " 
Otho reported , from his own place at the wide i nstrument 
panel .  " I t' l l  th icken fast as we approach the mai n c loud ."  

Ezra looked at them-at the square, hovering metal case of 
the l ivi ng brai n ,  at the l i the eager android peeri ng forward 
into the abyss with burn i ng g reen eyes, at the g iant im per
tu rbable metal bu lk  of the robot. 

Not men, n o !  He was out here in the g reat deeps, rush ing 
toward the mig htiest secret of i nfi n ity, with creatu res u n h u
man, with-

Curt turned ,  and sm i led b riefly and weari ly at h i m .  And the 
clamoring pan ic i n  Ezra was sudden ly gone. Why these were 
h is  o ldest staunchest friends, unshakable, loyal and true. 

He d rew a long breath.  " I  don't  m i nd tel l ing  you that it 's 
nearly got me down. "  

"You 've got worse com ing ,"  Curt said uncomforti ngly. 
"We ' l l  h it the main cloud soon."  

· The cloud ?" 
"The g reat cloud of c·osmic  dust that su rrou nds the B i rth-
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p l ace. That d ust is bo rn fro m  t h e  B i rth p l a ce-and f l ows o u t  i n  
m i g hty t ides th ro u g h  o u r  w h o l e  u n ive rse . "  

"To b e  bo rn i nto new worl ds ?" 
"Yes. We izsacke r fat h o med that part of the cyc l e ,  long ago 

in the n i netee n fo rt_ies w h e n  h e  fo r m u l ated his theory of the 
g athe ri n g  of the cos m i c  d u st i nto new p l anets . "  

Befo re them now rose a wa l l  of S u ns,  g l a ri ng l i ke cyc lo
pean fu rnaces as the Comet see m i n g ly c raw l e d  toward t h e m .  
Al most i t  see med that they co u l d  h e a r  the c lang and th u nd e r  
of cos m i c  fo rg es a s  t he i r  t i ny c raft approached and went 
between the f l a m i n g  g i ants. 

Wh ite and w i l d  f lared a fa r-f l u n g  ne b u l a  to the l eft beyo n d  
that ram pa rt of stars. B u t  ahead t h e re l o o m e d  fart h e r  st i l l  the 
b lack c loud that now see med to be eat i ng up t h e  u n ive rse 
with jaws of darkness as they stead i l y  approached it .  

"No sign of any oth e r  s h i p  o uts ide the cl o u d , "  Ot h o  re
ported coa ly.  " O u r  detect o rs wo n ' t  ran g e  i ns i d e  it of co u rse . "  

"They had too b i g  a sta rt , "  C u rt said b rood i n g ly.  "Too 
many d ays. Garrand and the oth e r  m u st al ready have bee n o n  
t h e  wo r l d  o f  t h e  Wat c h e rs fo r so me t i me . "  

" U n l ess the w h i r ls  w re c ked t he m , "  Ot h o  s u g g este d .  
"Wishfu l t h i n k i n g , "  C u rt sai d .  " W e  ra n t h e  w h i r ls  a n d  so 

co u l d  they."  
S i m o n  sai d ,  " C u rt i s ,  yo u w i l l  not  g o  i nto the sh ri ne of  the 

Wat c h e rs agai n ?" 
C u rt Newton d i d  not l o o k  at h i m .  ' ' I ' l l  have to if that ' s  w h e re 

Garrand i s . "  
" Yo u  d o n 't have to,  C u rt is .  We t h ree co u l d  g o . "  
N ow, C u rt l o o ked at Si mo n ,  h is ta_n ned face set and u n

readab l e .  "Yo u d o n 't t ru st m e  with the power of the Wat ch
e rs ?" 

" Yo u  k n o w  w h at t h at powe r a l m ost d i d  to yo u befo re. I t  i s  
fo r yo u t o  say . "  

C u rt l o o ked ahead and sai d  dogged ly,  " I  a m  n o t  afra id  a n d  I 
w i l l  g o  i n  t h e re after  h i m . "  

Ezra G u rney, p uzzled b y  t h e  tensi o n  betwee n  them,  as ke d ,  
" W h o  are t h e  Wat c h e rs ? " 

"They have been d ead fo r ages , "  C u rt said s lowly .  " B ut 
l o n g  ago they pe net rated t h e  B i rth pl ace a n d  co n q u e red its 
secret and set up i nst ru m e nts to w i e l d  its powe rs.  I t 's  why we 
have come. Garrand m ust not u se those i nst ruments." 

" Nobody m u st use the m , "  sai d  S i m o n .  
C u rt said not h i n g  t o  t h at .  
G u rney, loo ki n g  ah ead , saw the b l a c k  c l o u d  w i d e n i n g o u t  

across the starry u n i ve rse l i ke a g reat t ide o f  doo m ,  stead i l y  
b l ott i n g  o u t  t h e  stars. A f itt i n g  cos m i c  sh ro u d  fo r t h e  g reatest 
of cos m i c  se c rets, he t ho u g ht .  Its fr i n g es e n g u l fed b r i g h t  
sta rs t h at s h o n e  wa nly  t h ro u g h  the d i m ness l i ke dyi n g  eyes. 

"Th i s  d ust , "  said S i m o n ,  " i s newbo rn matter, spaw ned by 
the B i rt h p l ace and p u m ped o utward by p ress u re of rad i at i o n  
t o  f low out  to the w h o l e  u n ive rse. "  

" A n d  the-the se c ret itse l f-i s i nsi d e ? "  
" Yes . "  
T h e re was no m o m e nt w h e n  t h e  Comet p l u nged s u d d e nly  

with i n  the c lo u d .  Rat h e r  the d u st t h i c ke ned stead i l y  u nt i l  a l l  
abo u t  the fly i n g  sh ip  was a deepe n i n g  haze, dee pest and 
darkest ah ead but  d rawi n g  m o re a n d  m o re vei l s  be h i n d t h e m  
so that the sta rs back t h e re s h o n e  l i ke smot h e red witch-f i res.  

The sh i p  began to t re m b l e  as i t  e n co u nte red f low i n g  s pa
t ia l  c u rre nts of d e nse r d u st . St ruts a n d  g i rd e rs p rotested with 
s l i g ht c rea k i n g s  and t h e n  m o re l o u d ly .  They st rap ped i nto the 
re co i l-ch ai rs at  C u rt 's  o rd e rs .  

" He re it co mes , "  s a i d  G rag i n  l o u d  co m pl a i nt .  " I  re m e m be r  
last t i me al most eve ry bone i n  my b o d y  was b ro ke n . "  

Ot h o  l a u g h e d .  H e  sta rted a caust i c  reto rt b u t  h a d  n o  t i me to 
vo i ce i t .  
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To G u rney the Comet see med s u d de n ly to have c ras h e d .  
The te l l -tales o n  the panel  w e n t  c razy a n d  the re co i l-chai rs 
screamed i n  o u t rage as the s h i p  was batted t h ro u g h  the h aze 
by u nseen g i ant hands.  

There was not h i n g  they co u l d  d o  b u t  hang on.  The re was 
not h i n g  eve n fo r C u rt to do.  The automat i c  p i lot  and stabi l iz
e rs had to d o  it a l l - now o r  they were fi n i shed . 

The mechanisms fu n ct io ned stau nch ly.  Agai n and agai n 
t hey s natched the b u ffeted l itt le s h i p  o u t  of rag i n g  e d d ies of 
d u st-c u rre nts and h u rled i t  fo rward agai n .  Now the w h o l e  h u l l  
was c rea k i n g  a n d  g roa n i n g  fro m  co nstant ly  chang i ng st res
ses a n d  the h i ss of d u st agai nst its plates became a risi ng and 
fal l i ng roar. 

Ez ra G u rney fe lt  a q u aki n g  d read . He h ad a l ready see n too 
m u c h ,  had co me too fa r. Now he fe lt  that a u n i ve rse beco me 
se nt ient and host i l e  was w rat hf u l ly re pe l l i n g t h e m  fro m its 
h i d d e n  heart ,  fro m  its s u p re me se c ret.  

Beati n g  h e a rt of th e u n i v e rse,  fi e ry wo m b  
th at spawned th e stu ff of worl ds,  aweso m e  
epice n te r  o f  cos mos! 

T h e  Comet fo u g h t  fo rwa rd , re l e nt lessly i m pe l led by i t s  own 
mech a n i cal b rai ns,  u nt i l  t h e  d ust began to t h i n .  It  tore o n
ward , st i l l  b u ffeted by sw i rl i n g cu rre nts and d re n ched by 
rad i at i o n .  A n d  now, ahead , Ezra saw a vast hazy space i ns i d e  
the d e nse r  b lack ness of t h e  c l o u d .  A n d  fa r away i n  t h i s  i n n e r  
space, l oo m i n g i n  vag u e  g i gant i c s p l e n d o r  . . .  

" Good God ! "  said Ezra G u rney and it was a p raye r. "The n  
that-that . . . " 

C u rt Newto n ' s  eyes we re a l i g h t w i t h  a stra n g e  g l ow.  
" Yes-the B i rt h p l ace . "  

T h e  hazy space wit h i n  t h e  de nse r c l o u d  was vast. A n d  at its 
ce nte r b u l ke d  and g l e a m e d  and s h i ft e d  an e n i g m at i c  
g l o ry-a col ossal sp i n n i n g s p i ral  of w h ite rad i a n ce.  I t s  w h i rl 
i n g arms spa n ned m i l l io n s  of m i les a n d  it utte red cos m i c  
l i g ht n i n g s  o f  rad iat i o n  t h at l a n ced out t h ro u g h  t h e  h aze . 

Beat i n g  heart of the u n ive rse,  f i e ry wo m b  that spaw ned the 
st u ff of wo r l d s ,  aweso me e p i ce nter of cos mos ! C l oaked and 
sh r� u d �d by the d e nse b l ac k  c l o u d  of its own maki n g ,  safe 
b e h m d  1ts ram parts of te rri b l e  w h i rl po o l s  and the w i l d  t i d e:. 
ru ns of u ntamed matte r fresh f ro m  c reati o n ,  i t  f lamed across 
its m i l l i o n s  of m i les of space, s haped l i ke a s p i ral  ne b u l a, 
sp i n n i n g ,  wh i r l i n g ,  se n d i n g  fo rt h its see d to the fa rth est co r
n e rs of the g a l axy. 

And to Ezra G u rney, cowe ri n g  i n  h i s  seat and stari n g  at that 
far-off m i sty g l o ry,  i t  see med that the eyes of men we re not 
meant to see n o r  t h e i r  m i n d s  to co m p re h e n d  t h i s  sh i n i n g  
B i rth pl ace. " S u rely , " he wh i spe red , " s u re ly  we ' re not g o i n g  
i nto th at ! "  

C u rt Newto n n o d d e d .  H e  had sti l l  that stra n g e  loo k i n  h is 
eyes, a loo k al most myst i c , as t h o u g h  h e  co u l d  see beyo nd 
the wo n d e r  and the g l o ry of the B i rt h p l ace to i ts i n n e rmost 
se c ret heart and g l i m pse t h e re the h i d d e n  laws by w h i ch i t  
wo rked a n d  carried o u t  i t s  dest i ny.  

" Yes , "  sai d  C u rt ,  "we' r� g o i n g  i n . "  He leaned fo rwa rd ove r 
t h e  co nt ro l s ,  h i s  face bathed i n  the m i sty rad i a n ce so t h at it 
see med not h i s  fa m i l ia r  face at al l but the co u nte n a n ce of a 
be i n g  half  god- l i ke with the stra n g e  l i g ht fl i c ker i n g  i n  h i s  
eyes. 

" Yo u  see how it  is, Ezra ? "  h e  asked . " H ow it  s p i n s  l i ke a 
g reat ce ntri f u g e ,  s u c k i n g  i n  the spent e n e rgy of S u ns and 
w h i rl i n g i t  in  c u rre nts of i n cal c u l a b l e  st re n gth u nt i l ,  in  some 
utterly u n d reamable way, the e n e rgy coag u l ates i nto e l e c
t ro n s  a n d  p rotons w h i ch a re t h rown off i n  never-e n d i ng 
st reams fro m the ri m of t h e  vo rtex. 

"They fo rm the sh i n i n g h aze that fi l l s  t h i s  ho l low aro u nd 
the B i rt h place. Th e n ,  fa rt h e r  o ut ,  t hey u n ite to fo rm the ato ms 
of cos m i c  d u st . The p ress u re of rad i at i o n  fo rces t h e m  o n  
across the g a l axy. A n d  o u t  of t h e m  new wo rl d s  a re mad e . "  



Ezra G u rney sh ive re d .  He d i d  not speak.  
" C u rt is ! "  S i m o n ' s  vo i ce was l o u d  with a k i n d  of warn i n g 

and C u rt Newto n started ,  lean i n g  back i n  h is seat a n d  t u rn i n g 
ag a i n  to the contro l s  of the Comet. H i s  face had t i g htened 
and h is  eyes were ve i l e d .  

A n d  t h e  s h i p  sped o n  across that vast h o l low i n  the heart o f  
t h e  d a r k  c lo u d .  A n d  s w i ft as i ts f l i g h t  was i t  see med o n l y  to 
c re e p  s lowly,  s lowly ,  toward t h e  m i sty w h e e l  of rad i a n ce .  P a l e  
witch-f i res d a n ced al o n g  its h u l l ,  g rowi n g  b ri g h te r  u nt i l  t h e  
m e t a l  was e n w rapped i n  ve i l s  of f l a m e ,  te n uo u s ,  co l d  a n d  
havi n g  abo u t  t h e m  an e e r i e  q u al i ty o f  l i fe . T h e  Comet was 
d o u b l e-s h i e l d e d  a g a i nst the rad iat i o n  but even so Ezra G u r
n ey co u l d  fee l the e c hoes of that te rri b le  fo rce i n  h i s  o w n  
f lesh.  

The f l a m i n g  arms of the B i rth pl ace reac hed w i d e r  and 
wider across space.  The rad i a n ce d e e pe ned , became a s u p
e rna l  b ri l l i a n ce t hat seared the fl i n c h i n g eyeba l l s .  The s h i p  
began t o  b e  s h a ke n  now a n d  agai n by s u bt l e  t re m o rs a s  the 
fa rthest e d g es of o u t-t h rown c u rre nts tou ched i t  a n d  passed 
by. 

Ezra sh ut h i s  teet h h ard to keep fro m  screa m i n g .  He h ad 
bee n d rive n  o n ce too c l ose to the S u n  and he h ad loo ked 
hard i nto t h e  d e pt h s  of the ato m i c  fu rnace that was about to 
swal low h i m .  H e  had not t h e n  known one tenth of the fea r  that 
h e  k new now. 

Sl itt i n g  h i s  eyes agai nst the g l are h e  co u l d  make o u t  the 
ce ntral  sphere fro m w h i ch the spi ral arms c u rved o u t ,  a 
g i gant ic  vo rtex of f lam i n g fo rce, the wheel-h u b  of the galaxy. 
The Comet was p l u ng i n g st ra i g h t  toward i t  a n d  t h e re was 
noth i ng he co u l d  do to sto p it, noth i ng . . .  

C u rt sent the s h i p  d rivi n g  i n  between two of the swee p i n g  
a r m s .  Tidal -waves,  torre nts o f  e n e rgy p i c ked t h e m  u p  a n d  
fl u n g t h e m ,  a l eaf i n  t h e  cos m i c  m i l l race,  toward the g ri p  of a 
c u rv i n g  arm that b u rned a n d  seet hed with al l the u l t i mate 
fi res of he l l .  A n d  C u rt fo u g h t  the co ntro l s  and tore away 
agai n ,  head i n g i n ,  head i n g i n  . . .  

The ce ntral  s p h e re of fo rce loomed u p  l i ke a wal l of f lame 
h i g he r  than al l the s k i es of space, and t h e n  they we re in  i t .  

It  was as tho u g h  a m i l l io n  S u ns h ad exploded.  The fo rce 
a n d  fi re too k the Comet a n d  w h i r led i t  t u m b l i n g away t h ro u g h  
a b l i n d a n d  te rri b l e  v io l e n ce .  Ezra sag ged h a l f-co nscio u s  i n  
h is seat and h e  t ho u g ht that h e  had co me a long,  long way to 
d i e .  No s h i p ,  no body, co u l d  l i ve fo r l o n g  i n  t h i s .  

T h e  fo rces of t h e  cos m i c  ce nt r i fuge wo u l d  tear t h e i r  s u b
sta n ce ,  powe r i t  to ato ms a n d  t h e n  st i l l  down i nto the f i n e  raw 
st u ff of ato ms,  se n d  i t  o u t  to jo i n  with the b l a c k  d u st, to beg i n  
the t i mel ess p i l g ri mage across the e m pty spaces, to be b u i l t 
at l ast i nto the fo u n d at i o n s  of so me new wo r ld  to c i rc le an 
a l ien Su n .  H u man,  ro bot a n d  and ro i d ,  they wo u l d  a l l  be o n e  i n  
the e n d .  
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The Comet c rashed s u d d e nly  c lear of that h e l l ish  tem pest 
of l i g h t and fo rce i nto q u i et space. I nto a space e n cl osed by 
the s p i n n i n g ce n t ral  s p h e re of t h e  B i rth pl ace itse l f ,  a cal m at 
the ve ry ce nte r of cos m i c  sto r m .  

Dazz l e d ,  h a l f-st u n ne d ,  Ezra heard S i m o n  sayi n g ,  " I n  h e re 
at the ce nte r i s  o n ly o n e  worl d -the w o r l d  of the Watch e rs ,  
w h e re-" 

· c u rt Newto n ,  lean i n g  fo rwa rd , i nterru pted with a stra n g e  
· low c ry.  

-" S i m o n ,  l o o k !  Look! T h e re a re ot h e r  worlds h e re now
wo rlds and S u ns a n d -" H i s  vo i ce see med st ra n g l e d  by a 
s u rp rise and te rro r too g reat fo r utte ra n ce.  

Ezra st rai ned desperate l y  to regai n u se of h is dazzled eyes. 
As t hey beg a n  to c l ear he too pee red taut ly  fo rwa rd . At fi rst 
what he saw d i d  not see m  too terrify ing.  H e re ,  i n  the w i d e  cal m 
space at the heart of the B i rt h p l ace, t h e re was a c l u ster  of 
S u ns and p l anets. 

R u by S u ns,  f l ari n g  l i ke new b lood , g reen and w h ite a n d  
so m be r  s m o ky-g o l d  S u ns !  P l a nets and moo ns that c i rcled 
the cha n g i ng Su ns i n  swee p i n g  t rai ns,  the mse l ves eve r 
c h a n g i n g !  Co mets t h at s hot i n  l ivi n g  l i g ht between t h e  
wo r l d s ,  meteo r swarms r u s h i n g  a n d  w h ee l i n g a n  ast ro n o m i 
cal  p h a ntasmago ria e n c l osed w it h i n  t h i s  com parat i ve l y  l itt le 
space ! 

"Yo u sai d  t h e re were no wo r lds b u t  o ne h e re , "  Ezra began,  
bew i l d e re d .  

"There were n o n e . "  C u rt 's  face was deat h ly ,  a n d  so me
t h i n g  in i t  st ru c k  at Ezra 's  h eart .  "There were no ne but that 
l i tt l e  b l u e  wo rl d -t hat a l o n e . "  

Ezra g l i m psed it  a t  t h e  ce nte r o f  the stra n g e ,  c l ose-packed 
cl uster-a l i tt l e  b l u e  p l a net that was a geo metri cal ly  perfe ct 
sphere.  

"The powe rs of the Wat c h e rs a re t h e re -the i nst r u m e nts 
by w h i c h  they co u l d  tap the B i rt h p l ace itse l f , "  C u rt was say
i n g hoarsely.  " A n d  Garra n d  has bee n t h e re with t hose i n
st ru ments fo r d ays . "  

A co m p rehe nsio n s o  mo nst ro u s  t h at h i s  m i n d re co i l e d  
fro m  it  c a m e  t o  Ezra G u rney. "Yo u m e a n  that Garra n d  . . .  " 

He co u l d  not fi n i s h ,  co u l d  not say i t .  It was not a t h i n g  that 
co u l d  be said i n  any sane u n ive rse. 

C u rt Newton sai d  i t .  " Garra n d ,  by tap p i n g  the B i rth p lace, 
h as created the S u ns and wo r lds and co mets and meteo rs of 
that c l u ster.  H e  h as fal l e n  v ict i m to the o l d  al l u re me nt ,  the 
stro n g est in  the u n ive rse . "  

"As yo u al most fe l l  vi ct i m  o n ce ! "  S i m o n  W ri g h t  warne d .  
" C a n  a m a n  make wo rl d s ?" Ezra fe l t  s h a ke n  and s i c k  

i ns i d e .  " C u rt ,  n o -t h i s  t h i n g -" 
" O ne who can harness the B i rt h p l ace ca n c reate at w i l l ! " 

C u rt exc l a i m e d .  " A n d  the i nst ru me nts of the Wat c h e rs do 
h a rness i t ! "  

A k i n d  of mad ness had co me ove r h i m .  U n d e r  h i s  hands the 
Comet l eaped fo rward at  te rri b l e  spee d .  Ezra h eard h im tal k
i n g ,  whet h e r  to the ot h e rs o r  h i mse lf  he neve r k new. 

"There is  a bal a n ce of fo rces -always a bal a n ce !  I t  ca n not 
be ta m p e red w i t h  too m u c h .  The Watchers l eft a warn i n g ,  a 
p l a i n  and d read f u l  warn i ng . "  

The s h i p  rushed fo rwa rd toward the d istant smal l b l u e 
wo rl d ,  caree n i n g  wi l d ly th ro u g h  the u n ho l y  stars and w o r l d s  
a n d  co mets wh ose c reat i o n  h a d  b l asphemed agai nst the 
nat u ra l  u n ive rse . 

Powers of the Watchers 

The b l ue wo rl d sh i m m e red i n  t h e  l i g ht of the mo nst ro u s  
a u ro ra,  a pe rfe ct jewe l ,  w i t h  n o  h e i g ht o f  mo u ntai n n o r  
ro u g h ness of nat u ral  g rowt h to mar i t s  sy m met ry.  Its s u rface 
showed a g l oss that made Ezra t h i n k  of porce l a i n  or t h e  deep 
g l eam of po l i shed lap is .  

"The Wat c h e rs made it  long ag o , "  said C u rt .  "They made i t  
o u t  of the fo rces of  the B i rt h p l ace and it  was the ir  o u t post in  
th is u n ive rse , where they st u d ied the se c rets of c reat i o n .  
There exists a city . . .  " 



The Comet sped low across the c u rv i n g  p l a i n .  Fo r a t i me 
t h e re was n oth i n g  but  the blan k expanse of b l ue-what was 
it, g l ass or roc k  or j ewel-stone or some s u bstance new i n  the 
u n i v e rse ? Above t h e m  t h e  l i tt le s u n s  w i t h  t h e i r p l a n ets 
wheeled and shone,  laced abo ut w i t h  the f i re of co mets, and 
above th ose ag a i n  was the golden s ky of  the B i rth place .  
C u rt 's  face , b e n t  fo rward toward t h e  b l u e  h o ri zo n ,  was i n
tense and pale and so m e h ow a l i e n .  

"Th e re i t  i s ! "  c ri ed O t h o ,  and C u rt n o d d e d .  Ahead t h e re 
we re the t i ps of s lender  spi res fl ash i n g  i n  the l i g ht a n d  a 
g l eam and g l ow of faceted s u rfaces that made a web of 
rad i a n ce l i ke the au ra someti mes seen i n  d reams. The spi res 
l i fted i nto g racefu l h e i g ht ,  s haped the mselves i nto the fo rm 
of a c ity. 

Wal ls of the same t ransl u ce n t  b l ue e n c l osed the towers 
and i n  t h e  center,  ri si n g  h i g h  above t h e m  a l l ,  t h e re was a 
c i tade l ,  a cathed ral-fo rm as massive a n d  as de l i cate as the 
cast les that somet i mes stan d  u po n  t h e  to ps of  c louds on 
Eart h .  A n d  i t  was d ead , the b l u e  a n d  g racef u l  c ity .  The wal ls,  
the streets, the f lyi n g  arches that spanned the u pper leve ls of 
the towe rs, a l l  were s i l e nt and dese rted . 

" G a rran d ' s  s h i p , "  sai d  C u rt and Ezra saw it o n  the p l ai n 
befo re the c ity, an u g ly d a rk i nt rude r o n  t h i s  wo rld t hat had 
n ot bee n made fo r me n .  

C u rt set the Comet d ow n  beside i t .  T h e re was ai r o n  t h i s  
p lanet,  f o r  the Watch e rs had bee n oxygen-breat h e rs even 
t h o u g h  they we re n ot h u ma n .  Th e l o c k  of Garra n d ' s  s h i p  
stood o p e n  but  t h e re was n o  l i fe n o r  m ove ment t h at C u rt 
cou ld see . 

" I t  seems deserte d , "  h e  said ,  " but  we'd better  make s u re . "  
Ezra ro u sed h i mself.  He went o u t  w i t h  the oth e rs a n d  
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so mehow the m e re act o f  m ovi n g  and the possi b i l i ty o f  fac i n g  
a h u man a n d  com p re h e nsi ble d a n g e r  was a rel i ef ,  a l most a 
p l eas u re .  H e  wal ked beside C u rt with Otho beyo n d  h i m . The i r  
boots s l i p ped a n d  ran g  o n  the g l assy su rface. Apart fro m  that 
t h e re was n o  so u n d .  The c i ty brooded a n d  was sti l l .  

They went t h ro u g h  t h e  open ai rl o c k  i nto t h e  oth e r  s h i p .  
T h e re d i d  n ot seem t o  b e  anyt h i ng t o  fear, b ut they moved 
w i t h  the cau t i o n  of l o n g  habit .  Ezra fo u nd that h e  was wait i n g ,  
h o p i n g  f o r  act i o n ,  f o r  attack.  H e  needed some escape valve 
fo r the terro rs that had g row n with i n  h i m  d u ri n g  t h i s  fl i g ht 
i nto the heart of the u n ive rse. B u t  t h e  narrow corri d o rs were 
e m pty and noth i n g  sti rred beh i nd the b u l k h ead d o o rs.  

Then,  i n  the mai n cab i n ,  they fo u n d  a man . 
He was s i tt i n g  o n  the padded be n c h  formed by the to ps of 

the lockers along o n e  wal l .  He d i d  not move when they came 
i n  except to l i ft his head and look at t h e m .  H e  was a big man, 
of a b reed that Ezra Gu rney knew very we l l ,  h av i n g  fo u g ht 
them al l h i s  l i fe across the Solar  System .  But t h e  h a rd n ess 
had g o n e  o ut of h i m  n ow. The st ro n g  l i nes of h is face had 
sag ged and softened and his eyes h e l d  o n l y  ho pelessness 
and fear. He had bee n d ri n ki n g ,  but he was not d ru n k. 

· · yo u ' re too late , "  he sai d .  " Way too late. " 
C u rt went a n d  stood befo re h i m .  " Yo u ' re H e rr ick ,"  he sai d .  

"Are yo u a l o n e ? "  
" O h ,  yes, "  sai d H e rr ick ,  ' ' I ' m  a l o n e .  T h e re were Spe rry a n d  

Forb i n  b u t  they ' re d ead n ow . "  He rri c k  had n o t  shaved for 
so me t i m e .  The b l ac k  stu b b le on h i s  jaw was f lecke d  with 
w h ite. He ran h is hand ac ross i t  and h is  f i n g e rs t re m b l e d .  " I  
wou l d n ' t  b e  here now," h e  said ,  " b ut I cou l d n 't ru n the w h i rls 
alone. I co u ld n 't take t h i s  s h i p  c lear back to Earth alone. I 
cou l d n 't d o  anyt h i n g  but  sit  and wait ."  

C u rt said ,  "Where ' s  G a rra n d ? "  
H e rri ck l a u g hed . I t  was n ot p l easant l a u g hte r. " Yo u  know 

w h e re he is .  Go i n  a n d  get h i m . Make h i m  come o ut.  That 's  
h ow Spe rry and Fo rb i n  d ie d ,  t ry i n g  to make h i m .  I don't  k now 
why I ' m  al ive myse lf.  I d o n 't k n ow if  I want to be al ive afte r 
what I ' ve see n . "  
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He got up . lt was hard fo r h im to rise, hard to stand. lt was as 
though fear had eaten the bones away i nside h i m ,  dissolved 
the strength from h is  muscles, leavi ng h i m  only a h u l k, a 
receptacle for terror. His eyes burned at them. 

"You know me," he said .  "You know my ki nd.  You can 
g uess why I came with Garrand to get the secret of the 
B i rthplace, what I was going to do with it afterward .  I d id n 't 
f ig u re Garrand wou l d  get in my way. I needed h is  brains,  a l l  
rig ht, but there would  come a time when I wou l dn't  need 
them anymo re." He made a gesture, as of brush ing  away an 
i nsect with h is  hand. "As easy as that ." He began to laug h 
again and it was more weepi ng than laughter. 

"Stop it ! "  said Cu rt and Herrick stopped q uite obediently. 
He looked at Curt as though a thought had j ust come to h i m ,  
creeping through the fear-webs that shrouded h is brai n .  

" You can get me out  of here," he said .  There was no th reat 
i n  h is  voice,  only plead i ng ,  the voice of a man caug ht in  
qu i cksand and c ryi ng for release . " It 's no use going after 
Garrand .  He' l l  d ie  in  there anyway. He won 't eat or sleep, he's 
gone beyond those th ings,  but whatever he th inks he is  he's 
hu man and he ' l l  d ie. Just go! Take me aboard you r  ship and 
go !"  

" No,"  said C u rt .  
Herri ck sat down agai n on the bench . " No," he whispered. 

"Yo u  wouldn 't. You ' re as mad as he is ." 
Simon said ,  "Curt is  . . .  " 
He had remai ned in  the shadowy backg round,  l isten ing ,  

but  now he came forward and spoke and C u rt  tu rned on h im.  
" No ! "  he  said agai n .  " I  can't go away and leave a madman 

there to p lay with the forces of the B irth place ti l l  he dies ! "  
S imon was si lent fo r a t ime and then h e  said slowly, "There 

is truth i n  what you say but only part of it. And I am so rry, 
Cu rt is-for I am no more p roof agai nst this madness than 
you . Even less, perhaps, than you .  

" I  shal l stay out here with G rag t o  guard the sh ips and 
Herrick." His lens- l ike eyes tu rned up.on Ezra Gu rney. "I th i nk 
that yo u,  of a l l  of us, w i l l  resist the l u re more strong ly. Yo u are 
l i ke Herrick, a man of you r  hands-and Herrick, who came to 
steal the secret, felt on ly terro r  when he found it. " 

He said no more but Ezra knew what he meant. Si mon was 
giving Curt Newton i nto h is  hands to save h i m  from some 
·destruction which Ezra did not understand. There was a 
coldness around Ezra's heart and a sickness in h is bel ly and 
in h is  mind a g reat wish that he had never left Earth . 

Curt said to Herri ck, "Go to my sh ip and wait. When we 
leave you ' l l  go with us." 

Herrick shook his head. His eyes l ifted slowly to Curt New
ton 's  and dropped again .  He said ,  "You ' l l  never leave."  

Ezra left the sh ip with Curt and Otho and he was so rry that 
Herrick had said those last th ree · words. 

They wal ked agai n across the ri ng ing g lassy plai n ,  this t ime 
toward the city wal l and the tal l gateway that was i n  it. The 
leaves of the portal stood o pen and there was a look about 
them as though they had not been touched or closed for 
more ages than Ezra cou ld th i n k  abo ut. He and Otho passed 
th rough them,  fol lowing Curt.  Beyond , at a l ittle d istance, 
were two dark statues faci ng each other across the way. Ezra 
looked at them and caug ht his breath i n  sharply. 

"The Watchers?" he whispered . "Were they l i ke that ?  But 
what were they then ?" 

Otho said ,  "They came from another u n iverse. Si mon 
thought they m ust h�ve been l iquescent from the formless 
structu re of the i r  bodies. " 

Out of each amorphous fig u re stared two round yel low 
eyes, fu l l  of l ight fro m  the f lowi ng sky and u ncann i ly l i fe l ike. 
Ezra shuddered and h u rried by, g lanci ng as he d id  so at the 
strangely i nscri bed letters u pon the bases of the statues. He 
assumed that that was the warn i ng Curt had referred to and 
he d id not want to enq u i re too closely i nto it. 

"Go q u ietly," C u rt  said .  "Two men have al ready died here.  
We want to get as close to Garrand as we can before he knows 
we' re here."  
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Curt looked upward to where the little suns 
swam in the golden haze, the little su ns that 
could create h avoc in  this cosmic womb 
where only the seed of matter belonged. 

"Where is  he ?" demanded Ezra fo r the city was utterly 
dead and sti l l .  Curt poi nted to the citadel .  

" In there." 
They made the i r  way as s i lently as they cou ld along the b lue 

transl u cent street. H igh  above them the slender spires made 
soft bel l-notes where the wi nd touched them and the c rystal 
spans trummed l i ke muted harps. And the shi mmeri ng castle 
loomed close before them and the strange stars sparkled i n  
the golden sky. Ezra Gu rney was afraid.  

There was a portal , tal l  and si mply made, with an u n known 
sym bol cut above it. They passed it, tread ing softly, and stood 
with i n  a vast cathedral vau lt that soared upward unti l the tops 
of the wal ls were lost in a golden haze and Ezra real ized that it 
was open to the sky. The floor was of the same b lue sub
stance as the city and in the center of it, under the open vault, 
was a massive oblong block al most l i ke a g igantic altar ex
cept that its top was set with hund reds of l ittle, sh in ing keys. 
Beside this block stood Garrand. He was not looki ng at it nor 
at t�e two men and the android who had entered . He was 
looki ng u pward i nto that d istant sky and through the open ing 
Ezra cou ld see the g l i tteri ng of stars. Garrand was smi l i ng .  

Curt Newton wal ked o u t  across the floor. 
"Don't  come any closer, " said Garrand mi ld ly. "Just where 

you are-that's close enough."  
Curt stopped . Otho had begu n  to edge away along the 

curve of the wal l very slowly, l ike a drifting shadow. Ezra 
. stood a l ittle beh i nd Curt and to one side. 

Garrand tu rned toward them and for the fi rst t ime Ezra saw 
h is  face q u ite clearly. Unshaven and deathly white, its cheeks 
and temples sunken with h unger and exhaustion,  its eyes 
dark and burn i ng,  there was a beauty about it that had neve r 
been there before , something su b l i me and g lorious and 
cal m,  as a sea is  cal m  or a frozen river, with the potentials of 
destruction sleeping in  it .  And Ezra understood the danger 
that Simon had spoken of in regard to Curt. He understood 
now what the power that was here cou ld  do to a man . 

" So, after al l ,  you fol lowed me," Garrand said .  "Wel l ,  it 
doesn't matter now. " He stepped beh ind the b lock that was 
l i ke an altar, so that it was between h i m  and C u rt. 

Curt said qu ietly, "You m ust leave here,  Garrand. Yo u ' l l  
have to leave some time, y o u  know. You ' re only h u man." 

"Am I ?" Garrand laughed.  H is  hand l ightly caressed the 
bank of l ittle sh in ing keys. "Am I ?  I was once. I was a l ittle 
physicist who thought add i ng to scientifi c knowledge su
premely i mportant and I sto le and risked my l ife to come here 
for more knowledge. "  His eyes l it  up .  " I  came search ing for a 
scientific secret and I found the sou rce of godhead ! "  

"So now, because you 've tampered with the Watchers' 
powers and tapped the B i rthplace, you ' re a god ?" Curt 's 
tone was i ronic but Ezra could see the sweat standing out on 
h is  forehead . 

Garrand took no offence .  He was armored by an egocentric 
emotion so g reat that he merely smi led weari ly and said ,  
"You can go now-all  of you. l d is l ike chatteri ng. ! d is l ike i t  so 
much that I wi l l  qu i te wi l l i ng ly cal l destruction i n  here to 
eng ulf you un less you go." 

H is  f ingers had ceased stray ing ,  had come to rest on cer
tain keys. Ezra Gurney felt a slow freezing of his flesh. He 
whispered hoarsely.  "Yo u ' l l  have to ki l l  h i m ,  Curt ." 

He knew the swiftness with wh i ch Newton co uld d raw and 
fi re the weapon at h is belt. But Curt made no move. 

"Can I f i re i nto the bank of controls?" Curt m uttered.  
"Otho's speed is  our  only chance." 

He flu ng up his hand , his fi ngers crooked. He said loud ly, 
"Garrand, I warn you-" 



His gesture had been both a feint to draw attention and 
a signal . A signal that sent Otho l u nging toward the oblong 
altar. 

The phenomenal swiftness of the android ,  the reaction 
speed of nerves and muscles that were not human, made 
Otho's movement almost b lurring to the eye. But Garrand 
saw and with a low cry he p ressed the keys. 

To Ezra, i n  the next moment, the ai r around them seemed 
suddenly charged with power. The golden haze spun about 
h i m ,  darkened, thickened , all in a heartbeat. He felt the i mmi
nent material ization of an agency of destruction d rawn from 
the g reat matrix of force about them. 

He g l i m psed through the th i cken ing haze Otho p u l l i ng 
Garrand back from the altar. He saw Curt leaping i n , h is  face 
desperate and rais ing the depressed keys. 

And Ezra felt the half-material ized shadowy force around 
him melting back into nothingness. "What-" he stammered , 
sti l l  standing frozen. 

" Death," said Curt. "As to the form of it who knows but 
Garrand ? Anyway, it's over now." H is voice was unsteady 
and his hands shook on the keys. He looked down. Garrand 
had gone l i m p  in Otho's arms. Ezra thought at fi rst that he 
was dead and then he saw the shal low breath ing ,  the fai nt 
twitch ing of the mouth . 

"Hunger and exhaustion ,"  said Curt. "Strai n .  He was al
ready at the end of h is  rope. Get h i m  back to the ship, Otho, 
and have Si mon take care of h i m ." 

Otho l ifted the u nconscious man without effort but he did 
not yet move away. "Aren't  you co rrti ng ,  Curt?"  

" Not yet ." He g lanced u pward through the opening at the 
bri l l iant stars that swarmed where no stars ought to be. " I  
can ' t  leave th is  i mbalance at  the heart of the B i rthplace. The 
Watchers were careful about that. They bu i lt thei r one smal l 
planet at the exact center of stress, where it wou ldn 't  upset 
anyth ing .  But those creations of Garrand 's-1 don 't dare 
leave them here, Otho."  

Sti l l  Otho did not move and Cu rt said,  "Go on,  Otho. Gar
rand needs help." 

Slowly and rel uctantly the android tu rned and as he d id so 
he looked at Ezra, a look of warn ing ,  a p lead ing look. Then he 
went out, carrying Garrand .  

Cu rt Newton bent over the keys. " I  haven't forgotten ,"  he 
whispered to h i mse lf. " How cou l d  anyone ever forget?" He 
touched the g leaming keys, not p ressing them, just touch i ng 
them l ightly and feel i ng the power that was in  them, the 
un imagi nable control of matter. 

Ezra said hoarsely, "What are you goi ng to do?" 
Curt looked upward to where the l ittle suns swam in  the 

golden haze, the l i ttle suns that cou l d  create havoc in this 
cosmic womb where only the seed of matter belonged . 

"Watch ," he sai d .  " I  am going to d issolve what Garrand 
created . ' '  

Ezra watched. Slowly, carefu l ly, Curt pressed a certain 
pattern on the keys and around a ruby star waves and bands 
of golden force began to f l i cker l i ke fai nt auroras. They g rew 
and strengthened and became streams of raw electrons, 
pou ri ng thei r substance i nto the l ittle Sun. 

Ezra shielded h is  eyes, but not soon enough .  The star had 
become a nova, but without the second,  the col lapsed stage 
of novas. The fury of electronic force lau nched upon it from 
outside in th is universal vortex of such forces had swept 
away each frag ment of the explod i ng atoms to retu rn them to 
the parent cloud. 

The ruby star had ceased to exist and its worlds had van
ished with it. 
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Swifter now, more surely, Curt's hands flashed across the 
keys. And Ezra Gurney cowered beside the altar, b l inded, 
stunned, shaken by the savage explosions of far-distant mat
ter, riven and bu rst apart. 

How long he crouched there wh i le the g reat l ights flared in  
the sky and the cosmic hammers beat he never knew. But 
there came a ti me when everythi ng was st i l l  and he looked up 
and saw Curt stand i ng there with his hands motion less on the 
keys and his head strai ned back so that he cou ld search the 
farthest reaches of the sky. 

He spoke and Cu rt did not answer. He touched h i m  and 
spoke agai n,  and it was l i ke speaking to a statue except that 
u nder h is  f ingers he could feel the subtle tremors of Curt's 
hard flesh, the taut qu iveri ng.  

"Curt ! "  he cried out. And Curt very slowly lowered h is  head 
and looked at h im with a ki nd of amazement in h is  eyes, as 
though he had forgotten Ezra Gu rney. 

" Is it f in ished ,  Curt?" 
"Yes. It 's fi nished ." 
"Then come away." 
Newton's  gaze, the u nfami l iar gaze that d id not see smal l 

thi ngs l i ke men but looked on larger d istances, s l ipped away 
to the ban ks of keys and upward to the sky again .  

" In  a moment," he said .  " I n  j ust a moment." 
Two red bars burned across the bones of his cheeks and 

the rest of his face was l i ke marble. Ezra saw in it the beg in
n ing of the exaltat ion,  the terri ble beauty that had marked the 
face of Garrand . Curt smi led and the sinews of his hands 
moved del icately as he stroked h is fi ngers across the keys. 

"The worlds that I cou ld  make,"  he whispered. "Garrand 
was only a l ittle man. I cou ld  create thi ngs he never dreamed 
of."  

"Curt ! "  cried Ezra i n  a panic .  "Come away ! "  But  h is  voice 
was swal lowed up i n  dreams and Cu rt whispered ve ry softly, 
" I  wouldn't keep them. I would d issolve them afterward. But I 
could create . . .  " 

H is fi ngers were forming a pattern on the keys. Ezra looked 
down at h is g narled old hands and knew that they were not 
strong enough.  He looked at h is  g un and knew that he cou l d  
not use i t  i n  any way. Searching desperately for a way to 
pierce through the d reams he cried , " Cou ld  you create 
another Earth ?" 

Fo r awh i le he was not sure that Curt had heard h i m ,  not 
sure but that he was beyond heari ng .  Then a vag uely startled 
look came i nto Curt 's eyes and he said ,  "What?" 

"Could you create another Earth , Curt? Could  you put the 
mountains and the seas together and bu i ld  the cities and fi l l  
them with men and women and the voices of ch i ldren? Could 
you create another Otho or  G rag or  Si mon?"  

Cu rt slowly looked down at h is  fi ngers,  curved and hungry 
on the wait ing keys, and a k ind  of horror flashed across his 
face. He snatched h is  hands away and spun around,  tu rn i ng 
h is  back to the altar. He looked sick, and shamed, but the 
d reams were no longer shadowing h is  face, and Ezra began 
to breathe agai n .  

"Than ks, Ezra," he said hoarsely. " Now let's go .  Let's go 
whi le I can ." 

The black cloud lay beh i nd them and the Comet f led away 
from it l i ke a frightened th ing ,  back through the g reat blazi ng 
c lusters of Suns that had now no terrors for them. Cu rt 
Newton sat s i lently at the controls and h is  face was so brood
i n g  that Ezra Gu rney did not ventu re to speak. 

Ezra looked ahead because he did not want to look back 
i nto the ma·i n cabi n .  He knew that what S i mon was doing 
there was perfectly harmless and utterly necessary but there 
was something so uncanny about it that he d id not want to 
see it bei ng done. 

He had looked in once and seen Simon hoveri ng over the 
strange projector that G rag and Otho had rigged above the 
heads of the d ru gged unconscious Garrand and Herri ck. He 
had come away from there qu ickly. 

He sat unspeaki ng beside Curt, watch ing the g reat cl usters 



wheel slowly past them u nt i l  at last S i mon Wright came g l id
i ng i nto the control-room. 

" It is done,"  said S imon.  "Garrand and Herri ck wi l l  not 
wake for many hours. When they do they won't remember." 

Curt looked at h im .  "You ' re sure that you expurged every 
memory of the B irthplace?" 

"Absol ute ly  s u re .  I used the scan ner to  b lock eve ry 
memory-path on that su bject-and checked by question ing 
them hypnotical ly. They know nothing of the B i rthplace. 
You ' l l  have to have a story ready for them" 

Curt nodded . "We picked them up out here i n  deep space 
when their ship cracked u p  i n  cosmic ray research . That fits 
the ci rcu mstances-they' l l  never doubt it ." 

Ezra sh ive red a l i ttle. Even now the blocking of part of a 
man's memories, the taki ng away forever of a bit of h is  ex
perience, seemed an eerie th ing to do. 

Curt Newton saw his sh iver and u nderstood it. He said ,  " It 
doesn 't harm them, Ezra-and it 's necessary." 

"Very necessary, if  the secret of the Bi rthplace is not to get 
out agai n ,"  said S imon.  

There was a l itt le si lence among them and the ship crawled 
on and on through the cosmic glare and gloom. Ezra saw that 
the somber shadow on Newton's  face deepened as he looked 
out through the wi lderness of Suns and nebu lae toward the 
far, far spark of Sol .  

" But someday," Curt said slowly, "someday not too far i n  
the futu re, many men wi l l  b e  pushing out through these 
spaces. They' l l  f ind the B i rthplace sooner or late r. And then 
what?" 

Simon said ,  "We wi l l  not be here when that happens." 
" B ut they' l l  do it. And what wi l l  happen when they do?" 
Si mon had no answer fo r that nor  had Ezra Gu rney. And 

C u rt spoke agai n ,  h is  voice heavy with foreboding.  
" I  have so meti mes thought that l ife, h u man l ife, i ntel l igent 

l i fe, is  merely a dead ly agent by which a stel lar system 
ach ieves its own doom i n  a cosmic cycle far vaster and 
stranger than anyone has d reamed. For see-stars and 
planets are born from pri mal nothing ness and they cool and 
the cool ing worlds spawn l ife and l i fe g rows to ever h igher 
levels of i ntel l igence and power unti l . . .  " 

There was an i ronical twist to Curt's l ips as he paused and 
then went on " . . .  u nt i l  the l i fe of that world becomes i ntel l i
gent enough to tap the energies of the cosmos! When that 
happens is it inevitable that fal l ible mortals shoufd use those 
energies so disastrously that they f inal ly destroy their own 
worlds and stars ? Are l ife and intel l igence merely a lethal 
seed planted in each u n iverse, a seed that must i nevitably 
destroy that un iverse ?" 

S imon said slowly, "That is  a terri ble thought, Curtis.  But I 
deny its i nevitabi l ity. Long ago the Watchers fou nd the Bi rth
place, yet they did not try to use its powers." 

"We are not l i ke the Watchers, we men, "  Cu rt said bitterly. 
"You saw what it d id  to Garrand and to me. " 

" I  know," said Si mon. "But perhaps men wi l l  be as wise as 
the Watchers were by the ti me they find the B i rthplace. 
Perhaps they too wi l l  then be powerful  enough to renounce 
power. We can only hope. ' '  • 

1-fE WIDOW FIGLER 
Continued from page 21 

· · " It means Gardens, Inc . ,  is permanently enjoi ned from 
making fu rther inqu i ries; there's no f inding of fact that you 
have the ch ip i n  possession.  For al l  the record now shows, 
you may or may not have it. The co rporation is just enjoined 
from harrassing yo u about it. It 's a resol ution the cou rt 
analog ized from the_ quarrel memory that I made the control
l i ng process of the law suit, an accomodation that makes it 
possible for everybody to keep on l iving with each other. 

"The judgement isn 't going to be worth the printout paper 
as a precedent because it won 't have the cachet of an appel
late court. When the briefing computers pick it up, it ' l l  look 
l ike the only way a l it igant cou ld i nvoke the p rinc ip le wou l d  
b e  to wal k out with a function ing ch ip  in  place, and damn few 
ceramic mausoleum cl ients are going to have the tensi le 
strength i n  their  neu rones to do that. Lots of law su its end this 
way , I 'm afraid. Courts don't deal in  justice, only in  f inal ity. 
Justice is a by-product." His l ips parted over h is teeth in not 
qu ite a sm ile.  Joyous solemn ity, he thought : let's hold that. 

"So you ' re p leased , but at a l ow level ? Not everything 
happened that you wanted ?" She seemed to be i nterested in  
the answer. 

Now the lawyer smi led fu l l  at his cl ient. It was t ime to end 
the i nterview, before that sexual ity by which he had been 
tugged and tu mbled in the cou rse of her case asserted itself 
i n  some posit ive and unprofessional fash ion.  Her check was 
on h is blotter. Corky stood up as he sai d ,  "Oh no, I ' m  pleased , 
period. I d id someth i ng few lawyers ever get away with : I won 
on total i rrelevancy. Figler versus Ceramic Gardens is a case I 
shan't forget. ' '  He came around the corner of the desk. There 
was l ittle she could do but leave. 

At the door, she pu l led on one white g love , tu rned and 
faced h im .  She had both the ceramic chip and her real-t ime 
self under fu l l  contro l ,  masked by her social smi le. "Wel l , "  
she said, "Thank you ,  for everyth ing ; and goodbye. " 

As he reached around her and opened the door, Mrs. Figler 
stepped toward h im,  placed one hand on his shou lder, one 
beh ind h is head, and bent him down to be kissed. Corky had a 
standard of com parison,  even though the ceramic memory 
was fad ing from his central nervous system .  Th is kiss was l ike 
the last marti n i  in the p itcher, dryer, cooler, less promise of 
i nfi n ite explosive power than the fi rst, but comfort ing,  and 

shyly inviting. When she slapped him and walked out the 
door, it was as if a brussels sprout i nstead of an ol ive had 
appeared at the bottom of the g lass. 

Corky was sti l l  chuckl ing and whist l ing an hour later as he 
straightened h is desk. Wel l ,  he thought, you can 't take every 
road l ife offers ; but some of them are more tempti ng than 
others. He laug hed ruefu l ly as he ru bbed his slapped cheek 
and felt, probably for the last t ime, the scherzo of FIG LER'S 
QUARREL rustle in his cortical grooves l ike the dying video 
tapes of yesteryear. • 

STE R EO LAB 
More than just good sound! 
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SURVI�L 
Lee Kil lough 

The banshee scream jerked Lieutenant Tan as Skay out of  a 
sou n d  s leep,  but  the fi rst off icer 's ref l exes were wel l 
schooled. She was out  of the bunk and halfway i nto her 
u n iform , closing the d iagonal touch seam of her tu n ic,  before 
she became consciously aware of the alarm . Identif ication of 
the pattern was automatic : orange alert-a ship had entered 
maxi mum sensor range, a sh ip  of u ndeterm ined identity and 
pu rpose. · 

Then suddenly she was fu l ly awake, nerves crackl ing l i ke 
h igh voltage wires, a tal l f igure pale as fam i ne . . .  lean,  
rawboned, l u p ine . . .  with fu rnace-yel low eyes. She snatched 
on her boots. 

Yfel ,  she thought h u ngr i ly. She settled her laser belt on her 
hip and spun toward the cab in  door, which h issed open for 
her. She stepped through i nto the corridor and broke i nto a 
brisk jog . The l izards were clever and ruth less. U nt i l  now her 
m i l itary career had been wasted on pol i ce actions agai nst 
p i rates ; she longed fiercely for a real engagement, for a k i l l  she 

. could take pride in. Let this be Yfel ,  she thought with a fervor 
akin  to prayer. Let this be a warship.  

Ahead, a stocky, fou r-armed crewman leaned agai nst the 
bu lkhead opposite the l i fts. Her contem plation of Yfel ended 
in  righteous indig nation.  What kind of behavior  was this for a 
soldier d uring an alert ?  

"Crewman , "  Tan as snapped , "why aren't  y o u  at yo u r  
post ?' ' 

The being jerked around,  a dusky hue deepening the rusty 
pigmentation of h is skin .  He stam mered , " 1 .  . .  ah . . .  I am." 

" Loitering at a l ift?" She pointed ly traced the eng ineering 
i ns ignia on his col lar with a long,  accusing f inger. 

" I  . . .  ah . . .  " Mental wheels g round ponderously. "Won't 
you be late to your post, m istress ?" 

"We' re not d iscussi ng me, Crewman,"  Tanas said cold ly. 
He l icked - h .is l i ps. She let h i m  sweat. In due cou rse he 

wou l d  answer. She assumed he wou l d  be truthfu l .  Lyi ng,  
after a l l ,  took i magi nation.  She was su rprised to f ind one of 
h is breed even try ing.  It was as u n usual as seeing the ir  sto l id  
com posu re ruffled. 

The eng ineering techn ician rol led his eyes. He met her icy 
gaze and gr i maced . Broad m u lt ip le  shoulders hunched 
helplessly. 

Tanas' l i p  curled. Her people had never  met a race yet with 
the backbone to stand up to them in a fight . . .  only the Yfe l ,  
and even the l izards would  one day be forced to recogn ize 
the superiority of Vir in ians. 

" I ' m  putt ing you on report, Crewman , "  she said .  "What's 
you r-" 

The scream of the alarm was i nterru pted by the i ntercom. 
"Al l  officers wi l l  report to the briefing room .  Repeat, a l l  offic
ers to the briefing room."  
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They would be on her hee ls, she knew, but 
keepi ng away from them did not bother her 
so much as wonderi ng where she was going. 

Tanas glanced u p  at the bu l khead speaker. Briefing room.  
Her b reath ing q u ickened. "We' l l  cont inue th is  later, Crew
man , "  she said abru ptly. "I trust you wi l l  have had suffic ient 
t ime by then to fabricate a reasonable excuse for your 
behavior." 

He looked down at the deck. "Yes, m istress. "  
S h e  pushed past h i m ,  forgett ing h im as her m i nd raced 

ahead , specu lat ing on the briefing .  A tactical meet ing,  she 
wondered. At the corner, however, for reasons she cou l d  not 
qu ite explai n ,  she felt com pel led to stop and turn arou nd.  The 
techn i cian remained where she had left h i m ,  only now he 
stared at the bu l khead with an expression of i nfi n ite pati
ence. 

A b lue alert rang u rgently in Tanas' head. The briefing was 
forgotten .  Swing ing arou nd the corner, she flattened agai nst 
the bu lkhead and peered back cautiously. 

The technician was no longer wait ing.  He m ust have moved 
the instant she d isappeared from sig ht. A bu l khead panel 
stood loose and he was reaching i nto the c i rcu itry beh i n d  it. 
He worked qu ickly, then s l id  the panel back i nto place and 
strode away. 

Tanas fo l lowed , debating whether or not she should warn 
Captain Kei l it of th is  suspicious behavior i m med iately. No,  
she decided, not yet. I t  was better to fol low and watch unt i l  
she d iscovered what the techn ician was up to. 

Except he d id not cooperate. I nstead of reveal i ng anyth ing ,  
after leaving the l ifts he  merely strol led , obviously going 
nowhere in  particu lar. He appeared to be . . .  waiti ng ? Tan as 
frowned . Wait ing for what ? 

"Attention al l  crew mem bers ,"  the intercom boomed. 
Tanas halted , eyes narrowing sharply. The voice belonged 

to the seconct eng ineer, a Mordai n .  S ince when did mem bers 
of the servant races beg i n  maki ng annou ncements ? F i rst 
that technic ian behaved atypical ly and now this. 

"This is Ch ief No I Beren.  My fel low slaves . . .  " The voice 
carried suppressed excitement that sent a premonitory ch i l l  
down Tanas' spine.  " . . .  this is not a n  orange alert ;  it is  
muti ny. " 

Tanas sucked i n  her breath. Im possible. They would  not 
dare ! 

"The officers have been sealed on the bridge and i n  the 
briefi ng room. Al l  power to the bridge has been cut.  They' re 
he I pless." 

Incredu l ity changed to anger. Tanas swore. The Mordain  
was a fool to  th ink  he cou ld succeed with this.  No Vi ri n ian 
was ever hel p less and if Beren expected Capta in  Kei l it to 
su bmit meekly to insubord ination,  the verm i n  was due for an 
u npleasant shock. 

The second engineer's voice went on,  "We have also s h ut 
down l ife-su pport to those sections."  
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(/) There was more, rhetoric about being free men now and 

f ighting to free others from the Vi ri n ian yoke of slavery, but 
Tanas barely heard it. Not wait ing for a l ift, she was scram bl
ing up the nearest c l imb shaft for the bridge level . The cap
tain  wou ld u ndoubtedly b reak free eventual ly ,  but without air  
there was no t ime for eventual it ies. She had to help h i m .  

On the command level s h e  raced past t h e  briefi ng room 
without stoppi ng.  The -captain must be freed fi rst, then she 
cou ld  come back for the others. 

She expected to hear the bridge crew trying to burn their  
way out with lasers, though it would  have been a laborious 
process si nce the weapons were cal ibrated for flesh,  not 
starcraft a l loys. However, on ly si lence g reeted her. Even 
p ressing her ear hard agai nst the door, she cou l d  hear no
th ing .  

"Captai n , "  she shouted , hammering on the door with her 
fists. "Captain !" 

Kei l it 's voice cal led back from the other side, " N u m ber 
One?" 

"Yes, s i r. How are you ?" 
"Al ive for the moment. Get us out, " he ordered . 
Tanas d rew her laser. " Im mediately." 
The section of bu l khead adjacent to the door cou l d  be 

removed for access to its c ircu itry. Tanas did not have the 
keying device used to d isengage the panel but she knew 
where the lock points were. Narrowi ng her beam to m i n i m u m  
diameter a n d  boost ing to max imum power, she aimed at the 
fi rst corner and f ired. The pai nt b lackened and the metal 
beneath began g lowi ng ,  but it d id  not melt. She held the 
beam steady, h issi ng i m patiently between her teeth. Their 
next com m u n ique with HQ was going to i nc lude a forcefu l 
suggestion for more powerfu l hand weapons. 

The lock point g lowed brighter . . .  f inal ly sparked and 
melted. She ai med at the next corner. 

Beren was st i l l  tal k ing ,  but reaching the end of his speech. 
"Wi l l  you stand with us or  against us ? Wi l l  you choose the 
safety of s lavery or  the danger, and rewards, of bei ng free 
men ?" 

Tanas sneered. 
Another voice spoke excited ly, " Beren,  a l l  of them aren't 

trapped. Skay is sti l l  ru n n i ng around somewhere. " 
There was a curse. "That she-wolf ," the second engi neer 

spat. 
The second point b u rned through.  She fi red h u rried ly at 

another. 
" Find her," Beren ordered . "She' l l  probably be trying to 

free the others. Start with the bridge and work out. " 
" Get off yo u r  hands out  there, " the capta i n  s narled 

through the door. "The air  in here won't last forever. " 
" Yes, sir !" Tanas fi red back. She vowed that when this was 

over she would personal ly b reak Beren in  two, one bone at a 
t ime. 

The constant d ra in  of energy was lowering the laser's 
charge. This th ird corner was melt ing much m ore slowly than 
the others. It seemed an eternity unt i l  the panel spit  a shower 
of sparks and b u rned through.  Only one corner yet to go. 
With her m outh th inn ing gr imly, she focused the weakening 
beam on the last corner and l istened for footsteps u p  any of 
the corridors which reached outward l i ke spokes from the 
bridge. She est imated fou r  m i nutes as the m i n i m u m  t ime to 
open the b ridge : three to burn out the lock point,  a half 
m i nute to s l ide the panel aside, the remain ing half m in ute to 
operate the man ual release. Not long,  except . . .  how long 
before the muti neers arrived ? 

She found out too soon.  From the d i rection of the star
board l i fts came the sound of booted feet ru n n i ng hard. 
Tanas kept her beam fixed u nwaveri ngly on the lock poi nt. It 
was g lowi ng bright yel low, a lmost wh ite. 
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The captain must have been stand ing with h is  ear against 
the door. He shouted u rgently, " N u m ber One !" 

" I ' m  worki ng ,"  Tanas repl ied. "Al most through ."  
I f  those G nathon marsh crawlers took j ust a whi le  longer 

gett ing here . . .  She resisted the u rge to look up the corridor 
and stared i nstead at the beam b u rn i ng slowly i nto the panel .  
The footsteps bore down on her. She kept working.  

Suddenly the b u l khead beside her ear sco rched. She 
moved fast, then-leaping aside and whirl ing half-crouched, 
sweeping the laser beam into the eyes of the lead ing crewman. 

He screamed and staggered backward into the others, 
clawing at his face in agony. Tanas did not wait for the 
momentary confusion to end. Jamming the laser into its 
holster, she sprinted u p  the corridor lead ing to the port l ifts. 
They wou l d  be on her heels, she knew, but keeping away 
from them d id not bother her so much as wonderil"1g where 
she was going.  Aimless ru nn ing on ly wasted t ime, and every 
lost m i n ute meant less air  left on the bridge. She had to fi nd 
an objective, form u late a strategy. 

Above her, the i ntercom came to l ife. "She was tryi ng to 
open the bridge. We stopped her but she got away. Elzar and 
Kas are after her. " 

Beren's voice repl ied crisply, " Post guards by the bridge 
and briefing room and on al l l ifts and c l imb shafts. Try to keep 
her on that leve l .  Lori . "  

" Lori here. " 
"Organ ize search parties for levels above the bridge. I ' l l  

see to the lower levels. " 
"Understood."  
Tanas b i t  her  l i p. These corridors were going to be danger

ous in a matter of min utes. There would be no place for her to 
h ide and th ink. She skidded i nto a cross-corridor, th i nk ing 
furiously. The mutineers were bare meters behind her. Eva
sive action was in  order, but . . .  where ?  

Ahead, a vertical row of bars g leamed o n  the bu lkhead. 
Tanas gr i nned .  Reaching h igh ,  she caug ht at one, swu ng 
onto the ladder and shot u p  it in  a smooth, conti nuous mo
t ion.  Keeping her ch in  tucked, she smashed the back of her 
shoulders into the overhead and forced the access trap. 
Tanas scram bled through the open ing .  She slapped the 
panel back i nto p lace beh i nd her. Crouching on it, she l is
tened intently. Seconds later she heard the pursu it pass be
neath her without pausing.  She sat back on her heels and let 
out her breath.  Evasion successfu l .  And now . . .  

S h e  c o n s i d ered h e r  b l a c k  c o n f i n es s pec u l at i v e l y. 
Between-decks cou ld be reached only from the corridors. 
The ca�ins themselves were sol id ,  ai r-tight, designed to 
serve as l i fe capsu les in case the h u l l  were breached d u ri ng 
batt le. Only now it appeared the pu rpose of the safety mea
sure could be m u rderously perverted . 

Anger threatened to interfere with log ical thought. The Viri
n ians were rulers, she reflected , tryi ng to bring her frustra
tion u nder contro l .  They were overlords of th ree h u nd red 
worlds. It was i m possible that this Beren and his henchmen 
cou ld  trap and ki l l  them with such rid icu lous ease. 

But however incredib le, the fact remained they had ,  and 
short of k i l l i ng  the entire non-Vi r in ian crew s ing le-handed ,  
she ad m itted with rel uctance, the chances o f  freei ng the 
officers herself were sl im .  What she needed was a key, a way 
to force Beren into releas ing them for her. Now, where was 
the creature vul nerable ?  

After a moment of reflection she knew. A wolfish gr in 
spread slowly across her face. 

On hands and knees she crawled rapidly through the dark
ness. Mordath and every other subject p lanet had been con
quered because their  people were weak and sentim ental ,  
lett ing emotion over-ru le  what they m ig ht know intel lectual ly 
to be a necessary cou rse of action.  She cou l d  use that 
characterist ic against the second eng i'neer. 

She felt her way confidently through the maze of cables 
and condu its� As fi rst officer she had made it her busi ness to 
know every square cent imeter of the sh i p's construction.  



That inc l uded learn ing  the one l i n k  between levels  the 
m utineers were apparently overlooking ; vertical condu its. 
Safety g rids blocked them between levels, but the laser 
cou ld deal with those. 

Ahead, a l u m inous c i rcle marked the shaft. Gropi ng for the 
rungs, she began c l im bing.  Beran's weakness was two levels 
up, in the quartermaster section. 

The al loy of the gr ids was soft, but the weakening laser cut 
them with d iffi cu lty and f inal ly fai led altogether m idway 
through the l ast g rid .  Curs ing ,  Tanas braced herself across 
the shaft and kicked u pward at the g rid u nt i l  she managed to 
bend it where the laser had cut and work open a hole barely 
large enough for her to squeeze through.  She left som e  skin 
and pieces of u n iform beh i nd.  N u rsing her wou n ds, she fi
nal ly d ropped from between-decks on the quartermaster 
leve l ,  fi rst maki ng sure the corridor was clear. 

Balanc ing the laser l ightly in her hand as thoug h  it sti l l  
carried a charge, she s l id  around the corner and into the 
quartermaster's office with a d ry ,  "Good evening ,  m istres
ses."  

The three women i n  the cabin wh i rled toward the door, 
eyes widen ing .  One started to reach for the intercom .  

Tanas swung the laser o n  her. " I  wou ldn 't ," she said .  
T h e  woman d rew back, b luffed. 
"How d id  you-" began a stocky g i rl with a ruddy com plex

ion .  
"Did you real ly th ink I would  be easi ly cornered ?" Tanas 

i nterrupted . She regarded the g i rl with a half-smi le.  "Crew
woman Zen na Vanser, I bel ieve ?" 

The g i rl nodded wari ly. 
"You ' re our  c lever master Beran's woman. "  
The g i rl d id not answer, b ut her face t ightened and paled. 

U nt i l  now h e r  m i l i ta ry ca re e r  had bee n 
wasted on police actions agai nst pirates ; 
she longed fiercely for a real e ngagement, 
for a kil l  she could take pride in. 

Tanas' smi le broadened. " I  felt sure you would be here 
rather than assisting in  the search for me. You servant races 
have a pecu l iar custom of regard ing  females as a weaker sex. 
R id icu lous and ineffic ient, of cou rse, but that's why you ' re 
servants and we're overlords. Come along, Crewwoman . "  
H e r  fi ngers closed arou nd Zenna's wrist l i ke a manacle. 

The g i rl 's startled gasp was j ust short of a scream .  "What 
do you want with m e ?" 

"Not you r  com pany. " Tanas waved the laser at the other 
women. " I  suggest you sit down qu ietly unti l  well after I 've 
gone. I ' l l  hear you if you use the intercom , and-" Her voi ce 
g rew heavi ly sardonic .  "-if I do, I could be so startled by the 
sound of you r  voice I m i g ht accidental ly i nj u re Crewwoman 
Vanser. ' '  

The women's eyes smoldered but they obed iently sat. 
Tanas backed into the corridor, pu l l i ng the g i rl with her, and 
headed for the nearest section of crew's quarters. She chose 
a cabin at random and,  shoving the g i rl into a chair, locked 
the door behind them . On ly then d id  she holster the laser. 

She said b lu ntly, " Beren is  a fool to th i n k  he can succeed 
with th is. " 

To Tanas' aston ishment, the g i rl d id  not cringe. She smi led 
instead , her eyes g l i nt ing with a strange, intoxicated l ig ht. 
" I 'd say he seems to be doing so. "  

"You ' re al l com m itt ing s u icide by fol lowi ng h i m , "  Tanas 
snapped. 

The g i rl came back passionately, "At least we' l l  die free. " 
Tanas sneered . "Freedom is a myth. No one is ever free. I 

command you .  My superiors command me. The Vir in ian 
leaders are control led by their subordinates by the threat of 
being deposed if they become too u npopu lar. We' re l i m ited 
by hered ity and social cond ition i ng ; we' re chained by o u r  
own ignorance and fears. " 61 
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" U n less we choose not to be, "  the crewwoman snapped 
back. ' 'That's what freedom is : choices, my own choices, not 
you rs or  some other bu l ly  with a bigger weapon than m ine. " 

"You can make your  own choices n o w , "  Tanas said .  
" M utiny is  treason.  I f  th is  succeeds you can't make planetfal l  
anywhere without risking captu re and execution.  Every shi p 
i n  space wi l l  be looking for you . lf you escape, reprisal wi l l  be 
taken on yo u r  fam i l ies planetside. Think about that, " Tanas 
suggested. "How long can you tol erate l ivi ng h u nted before 
you turn on you r  prec ious Beren and start hat ing h i m ? How 
l o n g  before t h e  c rew d o es ?" S h e  pau sed wastefu l 
m inutes-what was the air  on the bridge l i ke now ?-to let the 
g i rl contemplate her words before conti n u i ng ,  "Yo u  can 
avoid such an unpleasant end, however, if you choose. " 

The g i rl arched a brow. "Oh ?" she asked on a long,  risi ng 
note. 

No use, Tanas reflected ang ri ly, but she wou l d  try anyway. 
"Cal l  Beren and ask h im to su rrender. I ' l l  personal ly see that 
he's g iven clemency. At worst, he' l l  be i m prisoned for a 
couple of years, then exi led to a colony. You ' l l  be. al lowed to 
jo in  h i m . "  

The g i rl 's l i p  cu rled. "Save you r  generosity ; I won 't help 
you . "  

Tanas' vi cious backhand l i fted the g i rl out o f  the chair  and 
sent her sprawl ing .  Her voice crackled l i ke spl i ntering ice. 
"Yes, you wi l l ,  volu ntari ly or with my laser at you r  throat, but 
you ' l l  hel p !" 

The g i rl looked u p  defiantly, fi ngeri ng the redden ing mark 
on her face. " I 'd  sooner mate a sl i me worm . "  

I t  took every effort of wi l l  for Tan as to keep from slam m ing 
her foot through the g i rl ' s  face. She stared m u rderously at 
the g i rl for a long moment. So stronger persuasion was 
necessary. Fine. Snapping around,  she strode to the san itary 
fac i l ities and began fi l l ing the wash basi n with water. 

"These games wou l d  normal ly be m ost erft
_
ertai n i ng ,  

Crewwoman,  but unfortunately . . .  " Tanas s l i d  a covert 
g lance at the chronometer and fought down pan i c. " U nfor
tunately I ' m  i n  someth ing of a rush ."  

The g i rl watched the basin  fi l l ,  pup i ls d i l at ing u nt i l  her  eyes 
looked black. Cautiously, she began s l id ing toward the door. 

Tanas, anticipati ng the break, was there fi rst. The g i rl 
screamed and fought, but she was no match for Tan as. Whi le 
one of the fi rst off icer's hand held the g i rl 's arms behind her 
back, the other wound f i rm ly i n  Zen na's hair. Struggl ing ,  the 
g i rl was d ragged to the basin  and her head forced i nto it. She 
had just enough t ime to suck in  a lungfu l l  of air  before her 
face was pushed u nder the water. 

Tanas held her breath. When her ears began to r ing,  she 
jerked the g i rl 's  head up. "Are you ready to cal l Beren ?" 

The g i rl remained defiant. " No," she spat. 
Tanas prom ptly d u n ked her again ,  and held her u nder 

longer this ti me. Zenna came up cough ing ,  but sti l l  adamant. 
Eyes s l ippi ng again and again  to the chronometer, Tanas 
forced the g i rl 's face i nto the basin  another t ime, and sti l l  
another. 

"You're wasting-" the g i rl began the next t ime she was 
brought up for air, only to have the words cut off by the water. 
She fought once more to l i ft her head, and fai led .  A g reat 
sh udder wracked her body. 

Tanas felt surrender in that shudder. She pu l led the g i rl up.  
"Yes?" 

"Don't  push me u nder again ,"  the g i rl begged. " Please. 
Not agai n . "  

Tanas shoved h e r  toward the i ntercom. "Cal l  Beren. Get 
h im here. Tel l  h im you have to tal k to h i m . "  

Zenna sucked i n  g reat gasps of a i r, then, nodd ing,  she 62 

pushed her dr ipping hair  off her face with a shaki ng hand and 
reached for the activation switch. "Zenna to Not Beren. "  

· H i s  answer came qu ickly, but i m patiently. "What i s  it ?" 
" I 'm in section C-1 0, cabin 3-07, " the g i rl said slowly. Then 
she f in ished in a rush , "Skay is with me." 

Tanas clamped a hand over the g i rl 's mouth. "Don't be in  
too mu ch of  a h u rry to  c lose in ,  Bere n , "  she snapped . " I  can 
be out of here in seconds and if I have to ru n,  I ' l l  leave a dead 
friend of yours beh ind ."  

There was a pause. "All  right," Beren agreed. "What do you 
want me to do instead ?" 

' ' Release the officers. ' '  
Beren shouted with laughter. ' ' Release the officers ! D o  you 

th ink  I'm insane ?" 
' ' No " Tanas came back, " but if you th i n k  anything of you r  

woma� . consider what I can be. "  With del i berate care, Tanas 
slapped the g i rl .  

Zenna screamed. 
"Don't touch her,"  Beren snapped . 
" I  won 't harm even a s ingle hair  if you su rrender the off ic

ers to me. " 
There was an almost i nterm inable pause. ' ' I ' l l  consider it. "  
" No, Nol !" the g i rl cried . ·"Don't d o  it ! I ' m  not worth slav

ery. " 
As though he had not heard , Beren asked Tanas, "Would 

you consider lett ing us put you in  l ifeboats and land you on 
the nearest habitable planet ?" 

Did he th ink  she was insane, Tanas wondered contemptu
ously. Aloud, she said, " I ' m  wi l l ing  to negotiate . . .  after the 
briefi ng room and bridge have been opened . "  

"That's good enough.  Br ing Zenna a n d  meet u s  at the 
bridge. " 

"No I !" the g i rl protested. "You can't ."  Tears ran down her 
cheeks. 

"Zenna," Beren said sharply, "be qu iet and do as I say. 
That's an order. " 

She subsided, shaki ng her head , her expression twisted by 
frustration and confusion. 

S m i l i ng tr i u m phantly, Tanas d rew her laser again and 
motioned the g i rl toward the door with a jerk of the barre l .  
Breathe gently down there, Captain ,  Tanas thought. 

"I don't u nderstand, " Zenna muttered.  " It isn't  l i ke h i m .  We 
knew something l i ke th is  m ig ht happen and ag reed be
forehand that . . .  "Her voi ce trai led off. 

Tanas' l i p  curled. " Plans are f ine, but faced with real ity you 
people are weak. You can 't see beyond the immed iate pai n or 
rewards. How can you dare to hope to overthrow Virinians ?" 
Inward ly she worried. Beren had broken, but was it in t ime ? 
Would  the bridge be opened soon enou g h ? 

As they reached the bridge, her anxiety increased. The 
g roup of crewmen there had p u l led the bu l khead panel 
beside the door but had not tripped the mechanism yet. 

She kept her face i mpassive, however. " I ' l l  negotiate after 
the doors are open,  Ch ief, " she said coldly.  

Beren, even stockier and ruddier than the g i rl ,  stepped 
forward out of the g roup s m i l i ng tightly. "I won't negotiate at 
al l ,  Number One," he said . "The doors stay sh ut. " 

Tanas t ightened her f inger on the trigger of the exhausted 
laser. "The g i rl wi l l  d ie. " 

He leisurely poi nted a laser of his own at her. " Perhaps. As 
she herself said ,  she isn't worth slavery. But I m ight point out 
that you ' l l  die a second after she does. " 

Tanas' control al most s l i pped. She glared at h im ,  barely 
holdi ng back a choice selection of profan ity. Verm in .  If there 
had been the last charge left in the laser, she would have 
taken them al l on,  but . . .  Gr imacing,  she tossed her laser at 
Beren.  

He cau g ht i t ,  tossed it to a crewman who m oved to take u p  a 
guard 's posit ion behind Tanas. 

Zenna cried out in rel ief and threw herself i nto Beran's 
arms. He held her gently, stroking her hair  and m u rm u ring 
softly. 

Tanas regarded them with contem pt. "Now what ?" she 
asked . 



He looked up, smi led .  "Now we open the bridge. Lal . "  
A crewman reached i nto the controls. The bridge doors 

opened with a soft h iss. 
"After you ,  N u m ber One," Beren said .  
Head h igh ,  Tanas strode onto t h e  bridge. The a i r  choked 

her but she wou ld  not back out. 
"Tel l  eng ineering to reconnect l i fe-supports and power, " 

Beren ordered. 
Tanas looked arou nd angri ly. The officers lay sprawled 

across the dark control panels, all at their  stations. Only the 
command chair  was out of posit ion ,  swiveled to face the 
doors. Captai n Kei l it lay at its base, evi dently having d ied 
patiently wait ing for her, their only hope, to open the doors. 
Tanas clenched her jaws. The foul  space scum,  she swo re 
si lently. The fi lthy planet verm i n .  

S h e  tu rned t o  f i x  Beren with g lacial yel low eyes. "Yo u ' l l  a l l  
die,  too ,"  s h e  said with sat isfaction.  "You don't  know the 
recog nition codes. Without those, you ' l l  be destroyed by the 
f i rst Coal it ion ship you meet. "  

Zenna frowned with concern but Beren d i d  not even bother 
looki ng at Tanas. He was watc h i ng a med i cal assistant 
exam ine the bod ies of the off icers. 

" Dead. Dead. This one, too, " the M .A. was saying.  
"We have the codes ,"  Beren said .  "After al l ,  we have you . "  
Tanas sneered . "Don't expect me to g ive them to you . "  
" Power return ing t o  the bridge, Beren , "  a vo ice said over 

the intercom .  
Around t h e  br idge t h e  view screens and panels began 

fl ickering back to l i fe. The si lence was gradual ly replaced by 
the c l icking and bleeping of normal operat ion.  

Beren su rveyed the boards, nodding with satisfaction,  and 
slowly tu rned to face Tanas. "Whatever attitude you wish to 
take is Hne. We have a f ine medical staff and drug inventory 
here. We' l l  get what we need when we need it. " 

Tanas felt her blood congeal. Live a prisoner, her wi l l  con
tro l led by drugs ? Her heart began pound ing.  Live a slave to 
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these verm i n ? H e r  breath came hard. Help them escape re
tri bution by the Coal it ion fleet ? 

"No,"  she spat. "Never. "  
And sp i n n i ng ,  she launc hed herself across the bridge to

ward the weapons panel.  The officers on the d isabled b ridge 
had not been able to use it ,  but now, than ks to the retu rn of 
power, a f inal weapon was at her disposal . She reached with 
cold . determ ination for the keyboard that activated the self
destruct device. 

So_meone guessed her objective. There was a burn i ng pain 
in her back. Tan as clawed for the edge of the panel as she fel l  
b u t  m issed .  H e r  reach ing· f ingers could not qu ite g rasp the 
metal l i p . She found herself on her face on the deck. She tried 
to scram ble up .  Her body refused to obey. She cou ld not even 
l i ft her head. A scream of pure fury rose in her throat but no 
sound emerged. 

The deck about her vibrated with footsteps and she felt 
herself being turned over. She felt hands on her wrists and 
chest. Beren's face swam over her, pale, wide-eyed , t ight
l i pped . The M .A. examin ing her must have made some nega
tive sign because Beren went grey. He shifted h is  gaze to 
someone out of her l i m ited f ield of vision. 

" Fool , "  he h issed . His voice reached her as though down a 
long,  echoing tunnel .  "You tr igger-happy fool .  It would  have 
taken her a fu l l  m i nute to punch in  the sequence. We could 
have tackled her. " 

Her fbl ry faded. So did the pain i n  her back. A l l  she felt was a 
creeping chi l l  and v indictive satisfaction.  She savored the 
despai r  in Beran's fad ing voice. 

"Cou ldn 't you even shoot to d isable ? We needed her for 
the codes. How are we goi ng to get them now ?" 

A dark m ist obscu red the s ight of his face but she could st i l l  
hear h i s  voice for a few moments longer, a far-away whisper 
that l ingered yet a moment longer in d issolving memory. 

"How are we going to get them now ?" • 
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JOE HALDEMAN 
Continued from page 45 

coi n  and l ived with the consequences - which other people 
have poi nted out from the t ime of Aristarchus a l l  the way 
up . . .  

It 's a long anthology. It's about 1 20,000 words. It's got 
some stories that . . .  I th ink a l l  of them are enterta in ing. I th i n k  
some of them , k i n d  of, have workable ideas i n  them. Most of 
them are exaggerations, you know, us ing science fiction as 
a . . .  as a tool to tap-dance on war. Everybody knows war is 
bad, r ight? So it 's an easy subject. It's a knockover. But, some 
good stuff. What I thought of as soon as I thought of the book 
was th is  Mack Reynolds story that was in ANALOG cal led 
" Frigid Fracas" about corporations havi ng wars to make 
corporate decisions, rather than havi ng wars between coun
tries. So I wrote Mack and I got it. It had been ret it led "Merce
nary." And then I wrote to twenty people,  or twenty-two 
people - I d idn 't throw the anthology open, I never told 
anybody except these twenty-two people I was doing it, and I 
said, I respect you r  m inds and I th i n k  that you could hand le 
this and g ive me something good. I would prefer to have 
repri nts because I don't know how m uch money I ' m  going to 
have, but if you have an idea for an or igi nal story, write it and 
I ' l l  meet the top rates, come hell or h igh water. And I got, I 
guess, twelve stories from these people, and I th ink  they' re 
good.  I g ot two or ig i nals and I d id  meet, f ina l ly ,  I m et 
ANALOG's rates th ree years after the fact. 
S :  Do you get a d ifferent k ind of satisfaction from edit ing an 
anthology ? 
H :  Yeah ; it 's not my bag ,  rea l ly, though .  After two, I ' m  about 
ready to resign as an ed itor. It's more trouble than it 's worth. 
I 'd rather write the book myself. lt was fun though.  You know, 
you get that Santa Claus fee l i ng when yo·u send out money to 
a l l  these people. And that's kind of n ice. But, basical ly, the 
book is not you r  statement. It's a melange of al l these 
people's ideas. You don't have the fee l ing of responsib i l ity, 
the investment that you have when you do the book you rself. 

But, some people . . .  l i ke Damon Knight does it for a l iv ing.  
He ed its books and he makes a lot of money at it ,  evidently. To 
me,  it 's not writ i ng ,  it 's ad m i n istrat ion.  You know, the, 
gett ing the idea, if it 's a theme anthology, wel l ,  there's 
some creativity in  that, but the rest of it, you ' re a secretary 
for al l  these people. You j ust m ake a book and you sel l  it. 
That's not fu n for me. 
S: Do you have any other plans for the futu re that we should 
know about ? 
H :  Wel l ,  I don't  know whether you care, but,  yeah ,  I 've got 
th ree more books outl i ned after the five are f in ished. One 
very serious novel ,  uh, serious i n  the . . .  you know, they' re 
going to g ive a rusty razor with each copy so you can open 
you r  vei ns when you fin ish it. It's a basic statement about the 
futi l ity of l i fe. No, I 've got th is th ing mapped out fai rly wel l .  I 
don't want to tal k  about it because I ' l l  k i l l  it if I tal k  about it. 

I 've got one I ' m  plan n ing for the far futu re cal led 1 968. The 
basic idea is that you can 't write a novel about Viet Nam 
independently of what was happening i n  the Un ited States at 
the same t ime. So I 'm going to write a novel with two view
poi nt characters, one in  Viet Nam and one in  Cal iforn ia. And 
the basic viewpoi nt character is a man who goes insane. He 
becomes paranoid-sch izophrenic ,  and bu i lds a fantasy world 
around h imself whi le  he is in  Viet Nam and then he carries 
that viewpoint back to the Un ited States. And it becomes a 
k ind of flawed narrator science fiction story, that is, you don't 
know when he's tel l i ng the truth and you don't know when 
he's fantasizi ng.  That's about all I know about the book, 
except that it 's going to be very thick. 

I 've got to get the money. It's going to take me two o r  three 
years to write this book. And I 've got to have enough money 
to l ive on for two or three years before I can handle it. Wel l ,  
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l i ke the one I ' m  doing next, the next serious nove l ,  CHAR
LIE'S WI LL, I decided I wouldn ' t  do it u nt i l  I had enough 
money to l ive for a year, so that I cou ld s it  down and write it 
and not worry. And now I do. I n  fact, I ' m  doing it fi rst as a 
screenplay, as an origi nal screenplay. Because I 've got a 
Hol lywood agent, who tel ls  me that or igi nal screenplays are 
more l i kely to be bought than sending a novel and saying,  
"Trust me!  This would  make a g reat m ovie. " And , God,  he's 
tal king h uge bucks for it. So, I ' l l  just do the screenp lay as k ind 
of an outl i ne for the novel and send that off to h im and then sit 
down and write the nove l .  If anything happens, that's g reat. If 
noth i ng happens, that's great, too. And it would  set me up, 
you know, for ffve, or  even ten years, if he's honest about the 
amount of money . . .  un less I "go Hol lywood " . . .  which is  not 
l i kely. 
S: We were wondering if  you wou l d  l ike to do a self-portrait 
for our magazine. 
H :  Yeah, I cou ld do that. Let me do it at home, and mai l  it to 
you.  Because I 'm l i ke most Sunday pai nters, I have to have 
the rig ht mood and cond ition. 

That rem inds me I ' m  doing the cover for my next book, ALL 
MY S INS R E M EM BERED. It was funny how that happened . 
My last book, M INDBRIDGE,  I sold on the basis of an outl ine,  
which I subsequently threw away, and the ed itor knew I 'd  
th rown it away. And he lost the outl i ne,  then he had to get a 
cover made. So he wrote me, asking me to write the catalog 
copy for the book. So I wrote three parag raphs of catalog 
copy, sent it in ,  and he gave that to an art ist and said ,  " Do a 
cover." And they sent me the rough ,  a penci l  roug h of it, 
beautifu l job, total ly inaccu rate, had noth ing to do with the 
book. So, I did an ink  and wash th ing and sent it back, sayi ng,  
" Look, th is is what they look l i ke, and a l l  that, and I love you r  
a rt ist, he's a g reat g uy ;  b u t  no, not that ."  And they came back 
with a counter offer for me to do the jacket on the next book. 
So, I w i l l  make my debut as a commercial artist, if I have the 
t ime. I don't  know if  I ' l l  have the time to do this damn th ing .  I 
d id about a dozen roughs for it, and I have the idea now 
. . .  And I ' m  kind of gett ing away frorn . . .  I wanted to do it in  

ink  and wash,  because that 's  where I ' m  the most comfortab-
le . . .  various colored inks . . .  and now I th i n k  I ought to do it 
in egg tempe ra or oi ls .  I don't  know if I ' l l  have the ti me to set it 
up and, you know, rehash these ski l ls.  · 1  haven't  used oi l i n  
fou r  or five years, but i t  would b e  more appropriate fo r the 
design I have. 

Wel l ,  it's no money,  it's 250 bucks, b ut it'd be k ind of a 
neat th ing to put in  these l i ttle biographical sketches, you 
know, " He is also a bad a rtist" . . .  

Are you out of q uestions? A few hours ago . . .  wasting al l 
that good tape. Wel l ,  you can record over it . . .  Let me have 
you r  address and I ' l l  send you a d rawing.  I haven't done a 
self-portrait i n  a long t ime. I l i ke to d raw naked women. 
S: Wel l ,  if you can work one i n . . .  • 

AWA R E N ESS 

Sharon Wi l l iams 

oh god, 
when I saw you In 
that nightmare 
the beetle 
breaking out of the 
bruise 
on your 
forehead 
my screaming could be 
heard for miles 
echoing In the clumped 
pillow 
underneath my fists. 
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during which t ime he was born , made s l ig htly neu rot1c by h 1s  
parents, went to school ,  went to col lege, went to E u rope, 
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which he g rew u p. The single remarkable facet of Bischoff's 
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LEE KILLOUGH has been writing since ch i ld hood, though 
she started publ ish ing o n ly after she acq u i red a fel ine  fam il
.iar named Merlyn and began sharing the name and l iv ing 
quarters of the man she describes as her best and most 
severe critic .  S he feels science fiction is  a natu ral d i rection 
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by non-hu man species takin g  charge of the x-ray department 
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rently worki ng on a nonfiction art ic le entitled " E l i m i nating 
the Th i rd and Fou rth D rafts i n  Short Personal Correspon
dence. " 

GEORGIA K. MASE, having wasted her c h i l d hood and 
squandered her adolescence, is  now devoting her energ i es 
to frittering away her adu lthood. She is  c urrently attend i ng 
Ohio State U n iversity, where she hopes to obta in  a degree of 
coherency. Her avowed goal is  total control of the u n iverse, 
but in the meantime she wou l d  settle for maintenance at the 
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RICHARD McCABE was born and raised i n  Colu mbus and 
has not yet managed to escape. He is presently a sen ior in  the 
Computer Science department at OSU ,  and is d riven to write 
by the frustrations incurred from various electronic devices. 
T� is effectively su ms up his l ife h istory to date as he is other
Wise u ntraveled, u n lettered, and u n interest ing to tal k with at 
parties. 

LEE WEINSTEIN is a 28 year old biolog ist from Phi ladelph ia, 
Pa. He received h is master's degree from Vi l lanova Un iversity 
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SHARON WI LLIAMS is  a student majoring in  Engl ish at The 
Ohio State Un iversity. She has stud ied with Robert Canzoneri 
and Hale Chatfield and has been pub l ished i n  STARWIND,  
the LANTERN,  and elsewhere. She has been STARWI N D' s  
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FARFETCHED 
LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 
DR.  ROGER C. SCHLOBIN 
Department of Engl ish 
Purdue U n iversity 
4 March 1 976 

Marshal l Tym n  of Eastern M i ch igan Un iversity and I are 
pleased to announce that we wi l l  pub l ish an ann ual series, 
"The Year's Scholarsh i p  in Science Fiction and Fantasy. " It 
w i l l  appear each December in  Extrapolation. The fi rst compi
lation wi l l  be for 1 974. We wou l d  be m ost appreciative if you 
would annou nce this to the readers of Starwind. Please i ndi
cate that any off prints or  information for i nclusion in the 
b i bl iography can be sent to me. So far, the b ib l iog raphy wi l l  
be d ivided i nto the fol lowing sections:  General , B ib l iography 
and Reference, Teachers'  Aids ( incl u d i ng fi lms and s l ide 
presentations) ,  Authors, and Selected British Scholarsh i ps. 

S ince we w i l l  u lt imately be revising Marshal l 's  "Checkl ist 
of American Critical works on SF :  1 972-73." Extrapolation, 
1 7  (December  1 975) and wi l l  be involved i n  th is  project for 
some t ime to come, we would also appreciate subscription 
and back issue i nformation concern ing  Starwind. Although 
this is a scholarly p roject servin g  everyone i nterested i n  S ci
e nce Fiction and Fantasy, we are work ing with a very l i m ited 
budget (mostly our  own), and your generosity wou l d  be much 
appreciated. 

Many thanks for your help. 

CARL JACOBI 
30 March 1 976 

* * * 

. . . I also received from you the copy of STARWI N D  with my 
sto ry , CANAL. I m ust say that t h i s  is o n e  of the  best 
magaz ines of i ts k ind I 've seen in a long t i me with a truly 
outstandi ng cover i l lustration .  In fact, it's the best cover on a 
fantasy publ ication i n  years. I ' m  g lad to be i ncluded .  

Add ress a l l  co rrespo n de n ce to : FARFETC H E D ,  The Starw i n d  
Press, Box 3346, Colu mbus, O h i o  4321 0. 
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