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INTRODUCTION

This book is the second in a series that shows promise of
continuing far into the very future which science fiction
authors so lovingly write about. It is a creature born of
inspiration, the product of the writers who are members of
the organization known as the Science Fiction Writers of
America, :

SFWA is a new group, possibly the newest organization of
professional writers in the world, an honor that surely
matches the material it deals with. The first SFWA bulletin is
dated January 1965; by January of 1967 the membership list
stood at 266, all of them working, selling writers, since the
requirements for membership specify just that.

Each year the members of SFWA nominate and vote for
the stories and books that they consider the best produced
during that year. In the spring, in simultaneous banquets in
California and New York, the Nebula awards are presented.
These handsome objects are more than just physical prizes,
being tokens of achievement and worth from their associates
to the deserving authors.

Because of length, the award-winning novel cannot be pre-
sented here, but that is the only exception. Here are the
prize winning novella, novelette and short story, as well as a
hand-picked selection from among the runners-up. Here is
good fiction, by writers chosen by writers.

This volume closes with a panoramic look at the year in
science fiction, at the books and stories and the books about -



science fiction that are slowly beginning to make their pres-
ence felt. '

We, the editors, enjoyed our work, and our hope is to pass
some of that enjoyment on to you, the reader.

Brian W. Aldiss

Harry Harrison
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Though best known to the world as the author of The Sand
Pebbles, Richard McKenna had an earlier and most enthusias-
tic reception as a writer of first quality science fiction. It is
therefore most fitting that this story, one of a half dozen
- found among his papers after his death, should receive the
Nebula Award as the Best Short Story of the year. It is a
sensitive piece of writing, a perfect example of second genera-
tion science fiction, the retelling and reexamination of a
theme that originated in the pulp years of this medium.

aﬂ@} Nebula Award, Best'.Short Story 1966

THE SECRET PLACE

| Richard McKenna

This morning my son asked me what I did in the war. He’s
fifteen and I don’t know why he never asked me before. I
don’t know why I never anticipated the question.

He was just leaving for camp, and I was able to put him off
by saying I did government work. He'll be two weeks at
camp. As long as the counselors keep pressure on him, he’ll
do well enough at group activities. The moment they relax it,
he’ll be off studying an ant colony or reading one of his
books. He’s on astronomy now. The moment he comes home,
he’ll ask me again just what I did in the war, and I'll have to
tell him.

But I don’t understand just what I did in the war. Some-
times I think my group fought a death fight with a local myth
and only Colonel Lewis realized it. I don’t know who won.
All I know is that war demands of some men risks more
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obscure and ignoble than death in battle. I know it did of me.

_ It began in 1931, when a local boy was found dead in the

desert near Barker, Oregon. He had with him a sack of gold
- ore and one thumb-sized crystal of uranium oxide. The crystal

ended as a curiosity in a Salt Lake City assay office until, in
© 1942, it became of strangely great importance. Army agents
traced its probable origin to a hundred-square-mile area near
Barker. Dr. Lewis was called to. duty as a reserve colonel and
ordered to find the vein. But the whole area was overlain by
thousands of feet of Miocene lava flows and of course it was
geological insanity to look there for a pegmatite vein. The area
had no drainage pattern and had never been glaciated. Dr.
Lewis protested that the crystal could have gotten there only
by prior human agency.

1t did him no good. He was told he’s not to reason why.
People very high up would not be placated until much money
and scientific effort had been spent in a search. The army sent
him young geology graduates, including me, and demanded
progress reports. For the sake of morale, in a kind of
frustrated desperation, Dr. Lewis decided to make the project
a model textbook exercise in mapping the number and thick-
ness of the basalt beds over the search area all the way down
to the prevolcanic Miocene surface. That would at least be a
useful addition to Columbia Plateau lithology. It would also
be proof positive that no uranium ore existed there, so it was
not really cheating.

That Oregon countryside was a dreary place. The search
area was flat, featureless country with black lava outcropping
everywhere through scanty gray soil in which sagebrush grew
hardly knee high. It was hot and dry in summer and .dismal
with thin snow in winter. Winds howled across it at all
seasons. Barker was about a hundred wooden houses on dusty
streets, and some hay farms along a canal. All the young
people were away at war or war jobs, and the old people
seemed to resent us. There were twenty of us, apart from the
contract drill crews who lived in their own trailer camps, and
we were gown against town, in a way. We slept and ate at
Colthorpe House, a block down the street from our head-
quarters. We had our own “gown” table there, and we might
as well have been men from Mars.

I enjoyed it, just the same. Dr. Lewis treated us like
students, with lectures and quizzes and assigned reading. He
was a fine teacher and a brilliant scientist, and we loved him,
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He gave us all a turn at each phase of the work. I started on
surface mapping and then worked with the drill crews, who
were taking cores through the basalt and into the granite
thousands of feet beneath. Then I worked on taking gravimet-
ric and seismic readings. We had fine team spirit and we all
knew we were getting priceless training in field geophysics. I
decided privately that after the war I would take my doctorate
in geophysics. Under Dr. Lewis, of course.

In early summer of 1944 the field phase ended. The
. contract drillers left. We packed tons of well logs and many
boxes of gravimetric data sheets and seismic tapes for a move
to Dr. Lewis’s Midwestern university. There we would get
more months of valuable training while we worked our data
into a set of structure contour maps. We were all excited and
talked a lot about being with girls again and going to parties.
Then the army said part of the staff had to continue the field
search. For technical compliance, Dr. Lew1s decided to leave
-one man, and he chose me.

It hit me hard. It was like being flunked out unfairly. I
thought he was heartlessly brusque about it.

“Take a jeep run through the area with a Geiger once a
day,” he said. “Then sit in the office and answer the phone.”

“What if the army calls when I’'m away?” I asked sullenly.

“Hire a secretary,” he said. “You’ve an allowance for that.”

So off they went and left me, with the title of field chief
and only myself to boss. I felt betrayed to the hostile town. I
decided I hated Colonel Lewis and wished I could get
revenge. A few days later old Dave Gentry told me how.

He was a lean, leathery old man with a white mustache and
I sat next to him in my new place at the “town” table. Those
were grim meals. I heard remarks about healthy young men
skulking out of uniform and wasting tax money. One night I
slammed my fork into my half-emptied plate and stood up.

“The army sent me here and the army keeps me here,” I-
told the dozen old men and women at the table. “T’d like to go
overseas and cut Japanese throats for you kind hearts and
gentle people, I really would! Why don’t you all wr1te your
Congressman?”’

I stamped outside and stood at one end of the veranda,
boiling. Old Dave followed me out.

“Hold your horses, son,” he said. “They hate the govern-
ment, not you. But government’s like the weather, and you’re
a man they can get aholt of.”
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“With their teeth,” I said bitterly.

“They got reasons,” Dave said. “Lost mines ain’t supposed
to be found the way you people are going at it. Besides that,
the Crazy Kid mine belongs to us here in Barker.”

He was past seventy and he looked after horses in the local
feedyard. He wore a shabby, open vest over faded suspenders
and gray flannel shirts and nobody would ever have looked
for wisdom in that old man. But it was there.

“This is big, mew, lonesome country and it’'s hard on
people,” he said. “Every town’s got a story about a lost mine
or a lost gold cache. Only kids go looking for it. It’s enough
for most folks just to know it’s there. It helps ’em to stand the
country.”-

“I see,” I said. Something stirred in the back of my mind.

“Barker never got its lost mine until thirteen  years ago,”
Dave said. “Folks just naturally can’t stand to see you people
find it this way, by main force and so soon after.”

“We know there isn’t any mine,” I said. “We're just proving
it isn’t there.”

“If you could prove that, it'd be worse yet,” he said. “Only
you can’t. We all saw and handled that ore. It was quartz, just
rotten with gold in wires and flakes. The boy went on foot

_from his house to get it. The lode’s got to be right close by
out there.”

He waved toward our search area. The air above it was
luminous with twilight and I felt a curious surge of interest.
Colonel Lewis had always discouraged us from speculating on
that story. If one of us brought it up, I was usually the one
who led the hooting and we all suggested he go over the search
area with a dowsing rod. It was an article of faith with us that
the vein did not exist. But now I was all alone and my own
field boss.

We each put up one foot on the veranda rail and rested our
arms on our knees. Dave bit off a chew of tobacco and told
me about Owen Price.

“He was always a crazy kid and T guess he read every book
in town,” Dave said. “He had a curious heart, that boy.”

I'm no folklorist, but even I could see how myth elements
were already creeping into the story. For one thing, Dave
insisted the boy’s shirt was torn off and he had lacerations on
his back. ‘

“Like a cougar clawed him,” Dave said. “Only they ain’t
never been cougars in that desert. We backtracked that boy
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till his trail crossed itself so many times it was no use, but we .
never found one cougar track.” .

I could discount that stuff, of course, but stﬂl the story
gripped me. Maybe it was Dave’s slow, sure- voice; perhaps
the queer twilight; possibly my own wounded pride. I thought
of how great lava upwellings sometimes tear loose and carry
along huge masses of the country rock. Maybe such an erratic .
mass lay out there, perhaps only a few hundred feet across
and so missed by our drill cores, but rotten with uranium. If I
could find it, I would make a fool of Colonel Lewis. I would
discredit the whole science of geology. I, Duard Campbell, the
despised and rejected one, could do that. The front of my
mind shouted that it was nonsense, but something far back in
my mind began composing a devastating letter to Colonel
Lewis and comfort flowed into me.

“There’s some say the boy’s youngest sister could tell where
he found it, if she wanted,” Dave said. “She used to go into
that desert with him a lot, She took on pretty wild when it
happened and then was struck dumb, but I hear she talks
again now.” He shook his head, “Poor little Helen. She
promised to be a pretty girl.”

“Where does she live?” I asked.

“With her mother in Salem,” Dave said. “She went to
business school and I hear she works for a lawyer there.”

Mirs. Price was a flinty old woman who seemed to control
her daughter absolutely. She agreed Helen would be my
secretary as soon as I told her the salary. I got Helen’s
security clearance with one phone call; she had already been
investigated as part of tracing that uranium crystal. Mrs. Price
arranged for Helen to stay with a family she knew in Barker,
to protect her reputation. It was in no danger. I meant to
make love to her, if I had to, to charm hér out of her secret,
if she had one, but I would not harm her. I knew perfectly
well that. I was only playing a game called “The Revenge of
Duard Campbell.” I knew I would not find any uranium.

Helen was a plain little girl and she was made of frightened
ice. She wore low-heeled shoes and cotton stockings and plain
dresses with white cuffs and collars. Her one good feature was
her flawless fair skin against which her peaked, black Welsh
eyebrows and smoky blue eyes gave her an elfin look at times.
She liked to sit neatly tucked into herself, feet -together,
elbows in, eyes cast down, voice hardly audible, as smoothly
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self-contained as an egg. The desk I gave her faced mine and
she sat like that across from me and did the busy work I gave
her and I could not get through to her at all.

I tried joking and I tried polite little gifts and attentions,
and I tried being sad and needing sympathy. She listened and
worked and stayed as far away as the moon. It was only after
two weeks and by pure accident that I found the key to her.

I was trying the sympathy gambit. I said it was not so bad,
being exiled from friends and family, but what I could not
stand was the dreary sameness of that search area. Every spot
was like every other spot and there was no single, recogniza-
ble place in the whole expanse. It sparked something in her
and she roused up at me.

“It’s full of just wonderful places,” she said.

“Come out with me in the jeep and show me one,” I
challenged.

She was reluctant, but I hustled her along regardless. I
guided the jeep between outcrops, jouncing and lurching. I
had our map photographed on my mind and I knew where we
were every minute, but only by map coordinates. The desert
had our marks on it: well sites, seismic blast holes, wooden
stakes, cans, bottles and papers blowing in that everlasting
wind, and it was all dismally the same anyway. '

“Tell me when we pass a ‘place’ and I'll stop,” I said.

“It’s all places,” she said. “Right here’s a place.”

I stopped the jeep and looked at her in surprise. Her voice
was strong and throaty. She opened her eyes wide and smiled;
I had never seen her look like that.

“What’s special, that makes it a place?” I asked.

She did not answer. She got out and walked a few steps.
" Her whole posture was changed. She almost danced along. I
followed and touched her shoulder.

“Tell me what’s special,” I said.

She faced around and stared right past me. She had a new
grace and vitality and she was a very pretty girl.

“It’s where all the dogs are,” she said.

“Dogs?” ‘

I looked around at the scrubby sagebrush and thin soil and
ugly black rock and back at Helen. Something was wrong.

- “Big, stupid dogs that go in herds and eat grass,” she said.
She kept turning and gazing. “Big cats chase the dogs and eat
them. The dogs scream and scream, Can’t you hear them?”
© “That’s crazy!” I said. “What’s the matter with you?”
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I might as well have slugged her. She crumpled instantly
back into herself and I could hardly hear her answer.

“I'm sorry. My brother and I used to play out fairy tales
here. All this was a kind of fairyland to us.” Tears formed in
her eyes. “I haven’t been here since ... I forgot myself. 'm

sorry.”

I had to swear I needed to dictate “field notes” to force
Helen into that desert again. She sat stiffly with pad and
pencil in the jeep while I put on my act with the Geiger and
rattled off jargon. Her lips were pale and compressed and I
could see her fighting against the spell the desert had for her,
and I could see her slowly losing.

She finally broke down into that. strange mood and I took
good care not to break it. It was weird but wonderful, and I
got a lot of data. I made her go out for “field notes” every
morning and each time it was easier to break her down. Back
in the office she always froze again and I marveled at how
two such different persons could inhabit the same body. I
called her two phases “Office Helen” and “Desert Helen.” .

1 often talked with old Dave on the veranda after dinner.
One night he cautioned me.

“Folks here think Helen ain’t been right in the head since
her brother died,” he said. “They’re worrying about you and
her.”

“I feel like a big brother to her,” I said. “I’d never hurt her;
Dave. If we find the lode, I'll stake the best claim for her.”

He shook his head. I wished I could explain to him how it
was only a harmless game I was playing and no one would
ever find gold out there. Yet, as a game, it fascinated me.

Desert Helen charmed me when, helplessly, she had to
uncover her secret life. She was a little girl in a woman’s
body. Her voice became strong and breathless with excitement
and she touched me with the same wonder that turned her
own face vivid and elfin. She ran laughing through the black
rocks and scrubby sagebrush and momentarily she made them
beautiful. She would pull me along by the hand and some-
times we ran as much as a mile away from the jeep. She
treated me as if I were a blind or foolish child.

“No, no, Duard, that’s a cliff!” she would say, pulling me
back.

She would go first, so I could find the stepping stones
across streams. 1 played up. She pointed out woods and
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streams and cliffs and castles, There were shaggy horses with
claws, golden birds, camels, witches, elephants and many
other creatures. I pretended to see them all, and it made her
trust me. She talked and acted out the fairy tales she had once
played with Owen. Sometimes he was enchanted and some-
times she, and the one had to dare the evil magic of a witch
or giant to rescue the other. Sometimes I was Duard and
other times I almost thought I was Owen.

Helen and I crept into sleeping castles, and we hid with
pounding hearts while the giant grumbled in search of us and
we fled, hand in hand, before his wrath.

Well, I bad her now. I played Helen’s game, but I never
lost sight of my own. Every night I sketched in on my map
whatever 1 had learned that day of the fairyland topography.
Its geomorphology was remarkably consistent.

When we played, I often hinted about the giant’s treasure.
Helen never denied it existed, but she seemed troubled and
evasive about it.-She would put her finger to her lips and look
at me with solemn, round eyes. )

“You only take the things nobody cares about,” she would
say. “If you take the gold or jewels, it brings you terrible bad
lack.”

“I got a charm against bad luck and I'll let you have it
too,” I said once. “It’s the biggest, strongest charm in the
whole world.”

“No. It all turns into trash. It turns into goat beans and
dead snakes and things,” she said crossly. “Owen told me. It’s
a rule, in fairyland.” _

Another time we talked about it as we sat in a gloomy
ravine near a waterfall. We had to keep our voices low or we
would wake up the giant. The waterfall was really the giant
snoring and it was also the wind that blew forever across that
desert. '

“Doesn’t Owen ever take anything?” I asked.

I had learned by then that I must always speak of Owen in
the present tense.

“Sometimes he has to,” she said. “Once right here the witch
had me enchanted into an ugly toad. Owen put a flower on
my head and that made me be Helen again.”

“A really truly flower? That you could take home with
you?” ‘

“A red and yellow flower bigger than my two hands,” she
said. “I tried to take it home, but all the petals came off.”
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“Does Owen ever take anything home?”

“Rocks, sometimes,” she said. “We keep them in a secret
nest in the shed. We think they might be magic eggs.”

I stood up. “Come and show me.”

She shook her head vigorously and drew back. “I don’t
want to go home,” she said. “Not ever.”

She squirmed and pouted, but I pulled her to her feet. _

“Please, Helen, for me,” I said. “Just for one little minute.”

I pulled her back to the jeep and we drove to the old Price
place. I had never seen her look at it when we passed it and
she did not look now. She was freezing fast back into Office
Helen. But she led me around the sagging old house with its
broken windows and into a tumbledown shed. 'She scratched
away some straw in one corner, and there were the rocks. I
did not realize how excited I was until d1sappomtment hit me
like a blow in the stomach.

“ They were worthless waterworn pebbles of quartz and rosy

granite. The only thing special about them was that they
could never have originated on that basalt desert.

After a few weeks we dropped the pretense of field notes
and simply went into the desert to play. I had Helen’s
fairyland almost completely mapped. It seemed to be a recent
fault block mountain with a river parallel to its base and a’
gently sloping plain across the river..The scarp face was
wooded and cut by deep ravines and it had castles perched on
its truncated spurs. I kept checking Helen on it and never
found her inconsistent. Several times when she was in doubt I
was able to tell her where she was, and that let me even more
deeply into her secret life. One morning I discovered just how
deeply.

She was sitting on a log in the forest and plaiting a little
basket out of fern fronds. I stood beside her. She looked up at
me and smiled.

“What shall we play today, Owen"” she asked.

I had not expected that, and I was proud of how quickly I
rose to it. I capered and bounded away and then Jback to her
and crouched at her feet.

“Little sister, little sister, I'm enchanted,” I said. “Only you
in all the world can uncharm me.”

“Pll uncharm you,” she said, in that little girl voice. “What
are you, brother?”

“A big, black dog,” I said. “A wicked giant named Lewis
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Rawbones keeps me chained up behind his castle while he
takes all the other dogs out hunting.” .

She smoothed ‘her gray skirt over her knees. Her mouth
‘drooped.

“You're lonesome and you howl all day and you howl all
night,” she said. “Poor doggie.”

I threw back my head and howled.

“He’s a terrible, wicked giant and he’s got all kinds of
terrible magic,” I said. “You mustn’t be afraid, little sister. As
soon as you uncharm me I'll be a handsome prince and I'lt
cut off his head.” »

“Im not afraid.” Her eyes sparkled. “I'm not afraid of fire
or snakes or pins or needles or anything.”

“I'll take you away to my kingdom and we’ll live happlly
ever afterward. You'll be the most beautiful queen in the
world and everybody will love you.”

I wagged my tail and laid my head on her knees. She
stroked my silky head and pulled my long black ears.

» “Everybody will love me.” She was very serious now. “Wﬂl
- magic water uncharm you, poor old doggw"”

“You have to touch my forehead with a piece of the giant’s
treasure,” I said. “That’s the only onliest way to uncharm
me.”

I felt her shrink away from me. She stood up, her face
suddenly crumpled with grief and anger.

“You're not Owen, youre just a man! Owen’s enchanted
and I'm enchanted too and nobody will ever uncharm us!”

She ran away from me and she was already Office Helen by
the time she reached the jeep.

After that day she refused flatly to go into the desert with
me. It looked as if my game was played out. But I gambled
that Desert Helen could still hear me, underneath somewhere,
and I tried a new strategy. The office was an upstairs room
over the old dance hall and, I suppose, in frontier days
skirmishing had gone on there between men and women. I
doubt anything went on as strange as my new game with
Helen.

I always had paced and talked while Helen worked. Now I
began mixing common-sense talk with fairyland talk and I
kept coming back to the wicked giant, Lewis Rawbones.
Office Helen tried not to pay attention, but now and then I
caught Desert Helen peeping at me out of her eyes. I spoke of
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my blighted career as a geologist and how it would be
restored to me if I found the lode. I mused on how I would
live and work in exotic places and how I would need a wife to
keep house for me and help with my paper work. It disturbed-
Office Helen. She made typing mistakes and dropped things. I
kept it up for days, trying for just the right mixture of fact
and fantasy, and it was hard on Office Helen.

One night old Dave warned me again. ,

“Helen’s looking peaked, and there’s talk around Miz
Fowler says Helen don’t sleep and she cries at night and she
won’t tell Miz Fowler what’s wrong. You don’t happen to
know what’s bothering her, do you?”

“I only talk business stuff to her,” I said. “Maybe she’s
homesick. I'll ask her if she wants a vacation.” I did not like
the way Dave looked at me. “I haven’t hurt her. I don’t mean
her any harm, Dave,” I said. ‘

“People get killed for what they do, not for what they
mean,” he said. “Son, there’s men in this here town would kill
you quick as a coyote, if you hurt Helen Price.”

I worked on Helen all the next day and in the afternoon I
hit just the right note and I broke her defenses. I was not
prepared for the way it worked out. I had just said, “All life is
a kind of playing. If you think about it right, everything we
do is a game.” She poised her pencil and looked straight at
me, as she had never done in that office, and I felt my heart
speed up.

“You taught me how to play, Helen. I was so serious that I
didn’t know how to play.”

“Owen taught me to play. He had magic. My sisters
couldn’t play anything but dolls and rich husbands and I
hated them.”

Her eyes opened wide and her lips trembled and she was
almost Desert Helen right there in the office.

“There’s magic and enchantment in regular life, if you look
at it right,” I said. “Don’t you think so, Helen?”

“I know it!” she said. She turned pale and dropped her
pencil. “Owen was enchanted into having a wife and three
daughters and he was just a boy. But he was the only man we
had and all of them but me hated him because we were. so
poor.” She began to tremble and her voice went flat. “He
couldn’t stand it. He took the treasure and it Kkilled him.”
Tears ran down her cheeks. “I tried to think he was only
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enchanted into play-dead and if I didn’t speak or laugh for
seven years, I'd uncharm him.”

She dropped her head on her hands. I was alarmed. I came -
over and put my hand on her shoulder.

“I did speak.” Her shoulders heaved with sobs. “They made
me speak, and now Owen won’t ever come back.”

I bent and put my arm across her shoulders.

“Don’t cry, Helen. He'll come back,” I said. “There are
other magics to bring him back.”

I hardly knew what I was saying. I was afraid of what I
had done, and I wanted to comfort her. She jumped up and
threw off my arm.

“I can’t stand it! I'm going home!”

She ran out into the hall and down the stairs and from the
window I saw her run down the street, still crying. All of a
sudden my game seemed cruel and stupid to me and right that
moment I stopped it. I tore up my map of fairyland and my
letters to Colonel Lewis and I wondered how in the world I
could ever have done all that.

After dinner that night old Dave motioned me out to one
end of the veranda. His face looked carved out of wood.

“I don’t know what happened in your office today, and for
your sake I better not find out. But you send Helen back to
her mother on the morning stage, you hear me?”

“All right, if she wants to go,” I said. “I can’t just fire her.”

“I'm speaking for the boys. You better put her on that
morning stage, or we'll be around to talk to you.”

“All right, I will, Dave.”

. I wanted to. tell him how the game was stopped now and
how I wanted a chance to make things up with Helen, but I
thought I had better not. Dave’s voice was flat and savage
with contempt and, old as he was, he frightened me.

Helen did not come to work in the morning. At nine
o'clock I went out myself for the mail. I brought a large
mailing tube and some letters back to the office. The first
letter I opened was from Dr. Lewis, and almost like magic it
solved all my problems.

On the basis of his prehmmary structure contour maps Dr.
Lewis had gotten permission to close out the field phase.
Copies of the maps were in the mailing tube, for my informa-
tion. I was to hold an inventory and be ready to turn
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everything over to an army quartermaster team coming in a
few days. There was still a great mass of data to be worked
up in refining the maps. I was to join the group again and I
would have a chance at the lab work after all.

I felt pretty good. I paced and whistled and snapped my
fingers. I wished Helen would come, to help on the inventory.
Then I opened the tube and looked idly at the maps. There
were a lot of them, featureless bed after bed of basalt, like
layers of a cake ten miles across. But when I came to the
bottom map, of the prevolcanic Miocene landscape, the hair
‘on my neck stood up.

I had made that map myself. It was Helen’s fairyland. The
topography was point by point the same.

I clenched my fists and stopped breathing. Then it hit me a
second time, and the skin crawled up my back.

The game was real. I couldn’t end it. All the time the game
had been playing me. It was still playing me.

I ran out and down the street and overtook old Dave
hurrying toward the feedyard. He had a holstered gun on
each hip. '

“Dave, I've got to find Helen,” I said.

“Somebody seen her hiking into the desert just at daylight,” -
he said. “I'm on my way for a horse.” He did not slow his
stride. “You better get out there in your stinkwagon. If you
don’t find her before we do, you better just keep on going,
son.” ,

I ran back and got the jeep and roared it out across the
scrubby sagebrush. I hit rocks and I do not know why I did
not break something. I knew where to go and feared what I
would find there. I knew I loved Helen Price more ‘than my
own life and I knew I had driven her to her death.

I saw her far off, running and dodging. I headed the jeep to
intercept her and I shouted, but she neither saw me nor heard
me. I stopped and jumped out and ran after her and the world
darkened. Helen was all I could see, and I could not catch up
with her.

“Wait for me, little sister!” I screamed after her. “I love
you, Helen! Wait for me!”

She stopped and crouched and I almost ran over her. I
knelt and put my arms around her and then it was on us.

They say in an earthquake, when the direction of up and
down tilts and wobbles, people feel a fear that drives them
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mad if they can not forget it afterward. This was worse. Up
and down -and here and there and now and then all rushed
together. The wind roared through the rock beneath us and the
air thickened crushingly above our heads. I know we clung to
each other, and we were there for each other while nothing
else was and that is all I know, until we were in the jeep and I
was guiding it back toward town as headlong as I had come.

Then the world had shape again under a bright sun. I saw a
knot of horsemen on the horizon. They were heading for
where Owen had been found. That boy had run a long way,
alone and hurt and burdened.

1 got Helen up to the office. She sat at her desk with her
head down on her hands and she quivered violently. I kept
my arm around her.

“It was only a storm inside our two heads, Helen,” I said,
over and over. “Something black blew away out of us. The
game is finished and we're free and I love you.”

Over and over I said that, for my sake as well as hers. I
meant and believed it. I said she was my wife and we would
marry and go a thousand miles away from that desert to raise
our children. She quieted to a trembling, but she would not
speak. Then I heard hoofbeats and the creak of leather in the
street below and then I heard slow footsteps on the stairs.

Old Dave stood in the doorway. His two guns looked as
natural on him as hands and feet. He looked at Helen, bowed
over the desk, and then at me, standing beside her.

“Come on down, son. The boys want to talk to you,” he
said.

I followed him into the hall and stopped.

“She isn’t hurt,” I said. “The lode is really out there, Dave,
but nobody is ever going to find it.”

“Tell that to the boys.”

“We're closing out the project in a few more days,” I said.
“I'm going to marry Helen and take her away with me.”

“Come down or we'll drag you down!” he said harshly.
“We’ll send Helen back to her mother.”

I was afraid. I did not know what to do.

“No, you won't send me back to my mother!”

It was Helen beside me in the hall. She was Desert Helen,
but grown up and wonderful. She was pale, pretty, aware and
sure of herself.

“I'm going with Duard,” she said. “Nobody in the world is
ever going to send me around like a package again.” ,
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Dave rubbed his jaw and squinted his eyes at her.

“Ilove her, Dave,” I said. “I'll take care of her all my life.”

I put my left arm around her and she nestled against me.
The tautness went out of old Dave and he smiled. He kept his
eyes on Helen.

“Little Helen Price,” he said, wonderingly. “Who ever
would’ve thought it?” He reached out and shook us both
gently. “Bless you youngsters,” he said, and blinked his eyes.
“I'll tell the boys it’s all right.”

He turned and went slowly down the stairs. Helen and I
looked at each other, and I think she saw a new face too.

That was sixteen years ago. I am a professor myself now,
graying a bit at the temples. I am as positivistic a scientist as
. you will find anywhere in the Mississippi drainage basin.
When I tell a seminar student “That assertion is operationally
meaningless,” I can make it sound downright obscene. The
students blush and hate me, but it is for their own good.
Science is the only safe game, and it’s safe ‘only if it is kept
pure. I work hard at that, I have yet to meet the student I can
not handle. .

My son is another matter. We named him Owen Lewis, and
_he has Helen’s eyes and hair and complexion. He learned to
read on the modern sane and sterile children’s books. We
haven’t a fairy tale in the house—but I have a science library.
And Owen makes fairy tales out of science. He is taking the
measure of space and time now, with Jeans and Eddington.
He cannot possibly understand a tenth of what he reads, in
the way I understand it. But he understands all of it in some
other way privately his own. ’

Not long ago he said to me, “You know, Dad, it isn’t only
space that’s expanding. Time’s expanding too, and that’s what
makes us keep getting farther away from when we used to
be.”

And T have to tell him just what I did in the war. I know I
found manhood and a wife. The how and why of it I think
and hope I am incapable of fully understandine. But Owen
has, through Helen, that strangely curious heart. 'm afraid.
I'm afraid he will understand.
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“Light ‘of Other Days” is one of the three short stories that

tied for first place in the penultimate ballot. Its author, Bob
Shaw, is a newspaper reporter who has sold a small but steady

stream of tales to the science fiction magazines. He confesses

he is addicted to puns and whiskey—and the “e” in that

“whiskey” goes toward revealing something of his origins; for

Bob Shaw is a sturdy Irishman in his mid-thirties, Belfast

born and bred. He is married and has three children. He says’
he admires the writing of Lawrence Durrell; the only science

fiction writer he will commit himself to naming is Anthony

Burgess. Though by no means as prolific a writer as Burgess,

Shaw is now working on his first novel, which has been

contracted for by Avon. :

LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS

Bob Shaw

Leaving the village behind, we followed the heady sweeps of
the road up into a land of slow glass.

I had never seen one of the farms before and at first found
them slightly eerie—an effect heightened by imagination and
circumstance. The car’s turbine was pulling smoothly and
quietly in the damp air so that we seemed to be carried over
the convolutions of the road in a kind of supernatural silence.
On our right the mountain sifted down into an incredibly
perfect valley of timeless pine, and everywhere stood the great
frames of slow glass, drinking light. An occasional flash of
afternoon sunlight on their wind bracing created an illusion of
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movement, but in fact the frames were deserted. The rows of
windows had been standing on the hillside for years, staring
into the valley, and men only cleaned them in the middle of
the night when their human presence would not matter to the
thirsty glass.

 They were fascinating, but Selina and I didn’t mention the
windows. I think we hated each other so much we both were
reluctant to sully anything new by drawing it into the nexus of
our emotions. The holiday, I had begun to realize, was a
stupid idea in ‘the first place. I had thought it would cure
everything, but, of course, it didn’t stop Selina being pregnant
and, worse still, it didn’t even stop her being angry about
being pregnant.

Rationalizing our dismay over her condition, we had circu-
lated the usual statements to the effect that we would have .
liked having children—but later on, at the proper time.
Selina’s pregnancy had cost us her well-paid job and with it
the new house we had been negotiating for and which was far
beyond the reach of my income from poetry. But the real
source of our annoyance was that we were face to face with
the realization that people who say they want children later
always mean they want children never. Our nerves were
thrumming with the knowledge that we, who had thought
ourselves 'so unique, had fallen into the same biological trap
‘as every mindless rutting creature which ever existed.

The road took us along the southern slopes of Ben Cru-
achan until we began to catch glimpses of the gray Atlantic far
ahead. I had just cut our speed to absorb the view better when
I noticed the sign spiked to a gatepost. It said: “SLOW
GLASS—AQuality High, Prices Low—1J. R. Hagan.” On an
impulse I stopped the car on the verge, wincing slightly as
tough grasses whipped noisily at the bodywork.

“Why have we stopped?” Selina’s neat, smoke-silver head
turned in surprise.

“Look at that sign. Let’s go up and see what there is. The
stuff might be reasonably priced out here.” .

Selina’s voice was pitched high with scorn as she refused,
but I was too taken with my idea to listen. I had an illogical
conviction that doing something extravagant and crazy would
set us right again.-

“Come on,” I said, “the exercise might do us some good.
We've been driving too long anyway.”

She shrugged in a way that hurt me and got out of the car.
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We walked up a path made of irregular, packed clay steps
nosed with short lengths of sapling. The path curved through
trees which clothed the edge of the hill and at its end we found
a low farmhouse. Beyond the little stone building tall frames
of slow glass gazed out towards the voice-stilling sight of
Cruachan’s ponderous descent towards the waters of Loch
Linnhe. Most of the panes were perfectly transparent but a
few were dark, like panels of polished ebony.

As we approached the house through a neat cobbled yard a
tall middle-aged man in ash-colored tweeds arose and waved
to us. He had been sitting on the low rubble wall which
bounded the yard, smoking a pipe and staring towards the
house. At the front window of the cottage a young woman in
a tangerine dress stood with a small boy in her arms, but she
turned disinterestedly and moved out of sight as we drew near.

“Mr. Hagan?” I guessed.

“Correct. Come to see some glass, have you? Well, you’ve
come to the right place.” Hagan spoke crisply, with traces of
the pure highland which sounds so much like Irish to the
unaccustomed ear. He had one of those calmly dismayed
faces one finds on elderly roadmenders and philosophers.

“Yes,” I said. “We’re on holiday. We saw your sign.”

Selina, who usually has a natural fluency with strangers,
said nothing. She was looking towards the now empty window
with what I thought was a slightly puzzled expression.

“Up from London, are you? Well, as I said, you’ve come to
the right place—and at the right time, too. My wife and I
don’t see many people this early in the season.” .

I laughed. “Does that mean we might be able to buy a little
glass without mortgaging our home?”

“Look at that now,” Hagan said, smiling helplessly. “I’ve
thrown away any advantage I might have had in the transac-
tion. Rose, that’s my wife, says I never learn. Still, let’s sit
down and talk it over.” He pointed at the rubble wall then
glanced doubtfully at Selina’s immaculate blue skirt. “Wait till
I fetch a rug from the house.” Hagan limped quickly into the
cottage, closing the door behind him.

“Perhaps it wasn’t such a marvelous idea to come up here,”
I whispered to Selina, “but you might at least be pleasant to
the man. I think I can smell a bargain.”

“Some hope,” she said with deliberate coarseness. “Surely -
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even you must have noticed that ancient dress his wife is
wearing? He won’t give much away to strangers.”

“Was that his wife?” ‘

“Of course that was his wife.”

“Well, well,” I said, surprised. “Anyway, try to be civil with
him. I don’t want to be embarrassed.”

Selina snorted, but she smiled whitely when Hagan reap-
peared and I relaxed a little. Strange how a man can love a
woman and yet at the same time pray for her to fall under a
train.

Hagan spread a tartan blanket on the wall and we sat down,
feeling slightly self-conscious at having been translated from
our city-oriented lives into a rural tableau. On the distant slate
of the Loch, beyond the watchful frames of slow glass, a
slow-moving steamer drew a white line towards the south.
The boisterous mountain air seemed almost to invade our
lungs, giving us more oxygen than we required.

“Some of the glass farmers around here,” Hagan began,
“give strangers, such as yourselves, a sales talk about how .
beautiful the autumn is in this part of Argyll. Or it might be
the spring, or the winter. I don’t do that—any fool knows that
a place which doesn’t look right in summer never looks right. -
What do you say?”

I nodded compliantly.

“I want you just to take a good look out towards Mull,
Mr....”

“Garland.”

“...Garland. That’s what you’re buying if you buy my
glass, and it never looks better than it does at this minute. The
glass is in perfect phase, none of it is less than ten years thick
—and a four-foot window will cost you two hundred
pounds.”

" “Two hundred!” Selina was shocked. “That’s as much as
they charge at the Scenedow shop in Bond Street.”

Hagan smiled patiently, then looked closely at me to see if
I knew enough about slow glass to appreciate what he had
been saying. His price had been much higher than I had
hoped—but ten years thick! The cheap glass one found in
places like the Vistaplex and Pane-o-rama stores usually
consisted of a quarter of an inch of ordinary glass faced with

a veneer of slow glass perhaps only ten or twelve months
thick.

e
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“You don’t understand, darling,” I said, already determined
“to buy. “This glass will last ten years and it’s in phase.”

“Doesn’t that only mean it keeps time?”

Hagan smiled at her again, realizing he had no further
- necessity to bother with me. “Only, you say! Pardon me, Mrs.
Garland, but you don’t seem to appreciate the miracle, the
genuine honest-to-goodness miracle, of engineering precision
needed to produce a piece of glass in phase. When I say the
glass is ten years thick it means it takes light ten years to pass
through it. In effect, each one of those panes is ten light-years .
thick—more than twice the distance to the nearest star—so a
variation in actual thickness of only a millionth of an inch
would ...”

He stopped talking for a moment and sat quietly looking
towards the house. I turned my head from the view of the
Loch and saw the young woman standing at the window
again. Hagan’s eyes were filled with a kind of greedy rever-
- ence which made me feel uncomfortable and at the same time
convinced me Selina had been wrong. In 'my experience
husbands never looked at wives that way, at least, not at their
own. ‘ .
The girl remained in view for a few seconds, dress glowing
warmly, then moved back into the room. Suddenly I received
a distinct, though inexplicable, impression she was blind. My
feeling was that Selina and I were perhaps blundering through
an emotional interplay as violent as our own.

“I'm sorry,” Hagan continued, “I thought Rose was going
to call me for something. Now, where was I, Mrs. Garland?
Ten light-years compressed into a quarter of an inch-
means ...”

I ceased to listen, partly because I was already sold, partly
because I had heard the story of slow glass many times before
and had never yet understood the principles involved. An
acquaintance with scientific training had once tried to be
helpful by telling me to visualize a pane of slow glass as a
hologram which did not need coherent light from a laser for
the reconstitution of its visual information, and in which
every photon of ordinary light passed through a spiral tunnel
coiled outside the radius of capture of each atom in the glass.
This gem' of, to me, incomprehensibility not only told me
nothing, it convinced me once again that a mind as nontechni-
cal as mine should concern itself less with causes than effects.
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The most important effect, in the eyes of the average
individual, was that light took a long time to pass through a
sheet of slow glass. A new piece was always jet black because
nothing had yet come through, but one could stand the glass
beside, say, a woodland lake until the scene emerged, perhaps
a year later. If the glass was then removed and installed in a
dismal city flat, the flat would—for that year—appear to
overlook the woodland lake. During the year it wouldn’t be
merely a very realistic but still picture—the water would
ripple in sunlight, silent animals would come to drink, birds
would cross the sky, night would follow day, season would
follow secason. Until one day, a year later, the beauty held in
the subatomic pipelines would be exhausted and the familiar
gray cityscape would reappear.

Apart from its stupendous novelty value, the commercial
success of slow glass was founded on the fact that having a
scenedow was the exact emotional equivalent of owning land.
The meanest cave dweller could look out on misty parks—
and who was to say they weren’t his? A man who really owns
tailored gardens and estates doesn’t spend his time proving his
ownership by crawling on his ground, feeling, smelling, tast-
ing it. All he receives from the land are light patterns, and
with scenedows those patterns could be taken into coal mines,
submarines, prison cells.

On several occasions I have tried to write short pieces
about the enchanted crystal but, to me, the theme is so
ineffably peetic as to be, paradoxically, beyond the reach of.
poetry—mine at any rate. Besides, the best songs and verse
had already been written, with prescient inspiration, by men
who had died long before slow glass was discovered. I had no
hope of equaling, for example, Moore with his:

Oft in the stilly night,

Ere slumber’s chain has bound me,
Fond Memory brings the light,
Of other days around me . ..

It took only a few years for slow glass to develop from a
scientific curiosity to a sizable industry. And much to the
astonishment of we poets—those of us who remain convinced
that beauty lives though lilies die—the trappings of that
industry were no different from those of any other. There
were good scenedows which cost a lot of money, and there
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were inferior scenedows which cost rather less. The thickness,
measured in years, was an important factor in the cost but
there was also the question of actual thickness, or phase. .

Even with the most sophisticated engineering techniques
available thickness control was something of a hit-and-miss
affair. A coarse discrepancy could mean that a pane intended
to be five years thick might be five and a half, so that light
which entered in summer emerged in winter; a fine discrep-
ancy could mean that noon sunshine emerged at midnight.
These incompatibilities had their peculiar charm—many night
workers, for example, liked having their own private time
zones—but, in general, it cost more to buy scenedows which
kept closely in step with real time.

Selina still looked unconvinced when Hagan had finished
speaking. She shook her head almost imperceptibly and 1
knew he had been using the wrong approach. Quite suddenly
the pewter helmet of her hair was disturbed by a cool gust of
wind, and huge clean tumbling drops of rain began to spang
round us from an almost cloudless sky.

“I'll give you a check now,” I said abruptly, and saw
Selina’s green eyes triangulate angrily on my face. “You can
arrange delivery?” :

“Aye, delivery’s no problem,” Hagan said, getting to his
feet. “But wouldn’t you rather take the glass with you?” ‘

“Well, yes—if you don’t mind.” I was shamed by his
readiness to trust my scrip.

“T’'ll unclip a pane for you. Wait here. It won’t take long to
slip it into a carrying frame.” Hagan limped down the slope
towards the seriate windows, through some of which the view
towards Linnhe was sunny, while others were cloudy and a
few pure black.

Selina drew the collar of her blouse closed at her throat,
“The least he could have done was invite us inside. There
can’t be so many fools passing through that he can afford to
neglect them.” v ,

I tried to ignore the insult and concentrated on writing the
check. One of the outsize drops broke across my knuckles,

splattering the pink paper.
"~ “Allright,” I said, “let’s move in under the eaves till he gets
back.” You worm, I thought as I felt the whole -thing go
completely wrong. I just had to be a fool to.marry you, A
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prize fool, a fool’s fool—and now that you've trapped part of
me inside you I'll never ever, never ever, never ever get away.

Feeling my stomach clench itself painfully, I ran behind
Selina to the side of the cottage. Beyond the window the neat
living room, with its coal fire, was empty but the child’s toys
were scattered on the floor. Alphabet blocks and a wheelbar-
row the exact color of freshly pared carrots. As I stared in,
the boy came running from the other room and began kicking
the blocks. He didn’t notice me. A few moments later the
young woman entered the room and lifted him, laughing
easily and whole-heartedly as she swung the boy under her
arm. She came to the window as she had done earlier. I
smiled self-consciously, but neither she nor the child re-
sponded. -

My forehead prickled icily. Could they both be blind? 1
sidled away. '

Selina gave a little scream and I spun towards her.

“The rug!” she said. “I’s getting soaked.”

She ran across the yard in the rain, snatched the reddish
square from the dappling wall and ran back, towards the
cottage door. Something heaved convulsively in my subcon-
sious. . '

“Selina,” I shouted. “Don’t open it!” ,

But I was too late. She had pushed open the latched
wooden door and was standing, hand over mouth, looking
into the cottage. I moved close to her and took the rug from
her unresisting fingers. :

As T was closing the door I let my eyes traverse the
cottage’s interior. The neat living room in which I had just
seen the woman and child was, in reality, a sickening clutter
of shabby furniture, old newspapers, cast-off clothing and
smeared dishes. It was damp, stinking and utterly deserted.
The only object I recognized from my view through the
window was the little wheelbarrow, paintless and broken.

1 latched the door firmly and ordered myself to forget what
I had seen. Some men who live alone are good housekeepers;
others just don’t know how.

Selina’s face was white. “I don’t understand. I don’t under-
stand it.” ' . ~

“Slow glass works both ways,” I said gently. “Light passes
out of a house, as well as in.”

“You mean ...?”

“I dom’t know. It isn’t our business. Now steady up—

24



Hagan’s coming back with our glass.” The churning in my
stomach was beginning to subside.-

Hagan came into the yard carrying an oblong, plastic-cov-
ered frame. I held the check out to him, but he was staring
at Selina’s face. He seemed to know immediately that our
uncomprehending fingers had rummaged through his soul.
Selina avoided his gaze. She was old and ill-looking, and her
eyes stared determinedly towards the nearing horizon.

“Pll take the rug from you, Mr. Garland,” Hagan finally
said. “You shouldn’t have troubled yourself over it.”

“No trouble. Here’s the check.”

“Thank you.” He was still looking at Selina with a strange
kind of supplication. “It’s been a pleasure to do business with -
you,”

“The pleasure was mine,” I sa1d with equal, senseless
formality. I picked up the heavy frame and guided Selina
towards the path which led to the road. Just as we reached the
head of the now slippery steps Hagan spoke agam

“Mr. Garland!”

I turned unwillingly. )

“It wasn't my fault,” he said steadily. “A hit-and-run driver
got them both, down on the Oban road six years ago. My boy
was only seven when it happened. I'm entitled to keep
something.”

I nodded wordlessly and moved down the path, holding my
wife close to me, treasuring the feel of her arms locked
around me. At the bend I looked back through the rain and
saw Hagan sitting with squared shoulders on the wall where
we had first seen him.

He was looking at the house, but I was unable to tell if
there was anyone at the window.
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Insurance is of course a form of gambling, with the odds
carefully calculated so that the house always wins—since the
insurance companies always make a profit no matter how
much they pay out during the year. If we could read the
future and discover when we were going to die—or when our
homes might burn down—the insurance companies would be
out of business -within a day. Another thing that might cause -
the companies trouble would be a safety-prone, a man who
would be the opposite of an accident-prone, an individual
who never got into trouble. With realistic appraisal Mr. Scott
examines just this interesting problem.

WHO NEEDS INSURANCE?

Robin S. Scott

I've always been a pretty lucky guy. I don’t mean at cards or
even—before Marty—with women, Just lucky in the sense
that my ration of ill fortune has always been slight. All my
life I seem”to have walked dry through the shower of
vicissitude which seems to be the normal human Iot. I never
broke a bone as'a kid or had more than the usual run of
childhood diseases. I never piled up a car, or had appendicitis,