L

&

iy
%... ._-.u.u,_ul_...._

IN SF-fo
NEL

o
=
o
Dum
T
==
= e
-
=
=
L

NE

- — » ™
et - T - e - -

B R e Wl .J}.‘:I“Hfll.rilﬂ.. e v

i

T I e it FE——— T [T N reT uy....n.nrr}r. P J—— -t — po— :
P ———— Illl.llhriulillit! e — A S . . = i i;ii




4 . s o S ! i A ] ' ' . 1 | L ; U T e PR 5 s i g e -
AT o T it e T AP e et R e L e e T L e i BRI E 0 T mee  A S DA VT s T i T e B N e Ll g ,..nniw._, e S G S
..1.1—.1&. u_.-uﬁl.u....“hll...-\lru. g .. E | |..n- i i . LR E S A 1 . iy Y=y L . o ] o K} ' 4 .|1 k -" i ..” D L ”.- 4 . S . . e . 1 -. [ e T P k ! & T i P v qm! ..- ¥

SN

N i

45
A

|

y ¥

. .. ..,.. ..uJ.-.‘._ ﬂ.“.....- ”ﬁlun.._ u;.m“_ﬂ.n r_..._... 4
- ¥ . I iy
s el g et N -n.rr

LY

....._
.
r.

ﬂ._....

f
L B

I.. -
e
S
g
-
.:.....-_
1 :.-..
J
"

g

.—__-._.l-.._. : h ¥ = & % . = , - 1.. g Y L% ... .. bl o 1 MNE N - A ] : Neni .... g
el . g Ao e

.ﬁ n A ; 3 A 1 "- 1 y \ L . o -, \ 5 ...|. J el . ] » ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 1 gy 1 . ||. : -." : ] E A g = 4 ..| ..nul.'l. 2 - .{.... ; . - : g 1 i ] - . - . ..l..1 s ¥ . : | » . . 5 |.1 g oS - |.|1... .'l..r. H

L B i_-.i,
; I :
% - iy B . F r : e i 1 ' L ) M - - — . " 4 = +_ ﬂ”“..hi i.nm -l.n_lufl ]
r - *ﬂ i ol i 4 . ? ] : Al : - " P, ] ) - ¢ v Sl E ® R h =




NEW WRITINGS IN SF-1z

Six new stories of the future—which
becomes the present—of man taking
refuge from his own civilisation

1n fantasies which become realities

-~ —and 1n realities which become a
dream . .. '

Stories of men—and aliens—and strange
worlds that are not so strange . . .

NEW WRITINGS IN SF-1g

Six new science fiction stories
edited by John Carnell.




Also edited by JoHN CARNELL

NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—rt
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—2
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—3
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—4
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—s
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—6
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—7
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—8
'NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—g
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—r0
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—11
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—12
- NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—13
NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.—14

and published by CoraGi Books




Edited by
John Carnell

New Writings in
T s 3

© GORGIBIDIE

A DIVISION OF TRANSWORLD PUBLISHERS




NEW WRITINGS IN SF is a series especially edited by
John Carnell for the publishers, Corgi Books. A hardcover
edition is available from Dobson Books Ltd.

NEW WRITINGS IN S.F.-1z
A CORGI BOOK 552 08265 1

Originally printed in Great Britain by
DoBsSON Books LTD.

PRINTING HISTORY

Dobson Books edition published 1969
Corgi edition published 1969

Copyright © 1969 by John Carnell

All the characters in this book are fictitious
and any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Condition of sale—This book is sold subject to the
condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise,
be lent, re-sold, hired out or otherwise circulated

without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of
binding or cover other than that in which it is published
and without a similar condition including this condition
being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

This book is set in Pilgrim 10/12 pt.

Corgi Books are published by Transworld Publishers, Ltd.,
Bashley Road, London, N.W.10

Made and printed in Great Britain by
Richard Clay (The Chaucer Press), Ltd., Bungay, Suffolk




AN IENTS

Foreword by John Carnell page vii
Report From Linelos by Vincent King 1 I1
The Interrogator by Chi'istopher Priest 45
When [ Have Passed Away by Joseph Green 79
Symbiote by Michael G. Coney 1173
The Trial by Arthur Sellings 17%7%
Therapy 2000 by Keith Roberts 167




To
Col. Frank Borman, U.S. Air Force

Captain James Lovell, Jr., U.S. Navy
Lt.Col. William A. Anders, U.S. Air Force
and the Apollo 8 Moonflight
December 21-27, 1968
Veni, vidi, vicl

In Memoriam

Arthur Sellings
British s-f author
1921—-1968




FOREWORD
by
JOoHN CARNELL

IN the big city complexes of today, with their towering
structures reaching like hungry plants towards the sun-
shine, the level of noise continues to rise steadily, produc-
ing a cacophony of sound which hammers steadily and
often subconsciously at our senses—and is probably one of
the main contributory causes of so many psychosomatic
disorders. Even at dead of night there is still a muted roar,
like a subdued mechanical heartbeat, as if these great jungles
of concrete, steel and glass are sentient beings. Which, in
fact, they are. Man-created aliens insidiously eating away
at our five senses.

With the tendency to group more and more buildings
together in towns and cities, mankind is facing another of
its great perils, for who can foresee the outcome of this
mechanical form of life we are living? It is this basic idea
which Keith Roberts uses in “Therapy 2000”, in a very
welcome return after an absence of seven volumes.

Contributing his fifth unusual and outstanding story to
our series, artist-author Vincent King paints a vivid mental
picture of a schizophrenic mind thinking in depth with two
streams of consciousness supplying the narrative. This is one
of those rare stories where any editorial comment would
spoil the reader’s enjoyment. Even the word ‘“schizo-
phrenic”’ could be misleading. Mr. King does not use it at
all but prefers “paranoia” and “solipsism”. Like his novel-
ette “The Eternity Game” 1n No. 14, this is a story to give
the reader much food for thought.

Vil




Science fiction does not often deal with life after death
as a subject but American author Joseph Green uses this
In a very novel manner in “When I Have Passed Away’’;
a story which should set you thinking about the many be-
liefs throughout history that there is an after-life and 2
“happy hunting ground” in the sky.

Arthur Sellings, who can always be relied upon to pro-
duce a good tale well told, presents a complex human-alien
study in “The Trial”—just how could either human or alien
attempt to analyse and understand the other’s mentality
without any common ground to work upon ?

Balancing out this fifteenth volume of New Writings in
5-F we introduce two more new authors to our pages.
Londoner Christopher Priest, who plans to become a pro-
fessional writer soon, presents a psychological study of a
group of men trapped in an environment from which there
1s no escape. In “The Interrogator” he asks, who is the
jailor and who is the jailed under such circumstances?
“Symbiote” by Michael G. Coney is one of those pleasant
little off-beat character studies of Mankind under the con-
trol of aliens—but very different from most stories with
such a plot. |

Unintentionally, the theme pattern in this volume turns
out to be based on psychology, although the plots, locales
and characters are widely divergent. Whether you want to

rationalise the authors’ motives or not, the story values still
make entertaining reading.

July 1968 JouN CARNELL

Viil



REPORT FROM LINELOS

by
VINCENT KING

The best introduction we can give to this fascinating
story comes from the Oxford English Dictionary:

Solipsism, n. (metaphys.) View that the self is the
only knowable, or the only existent thing. S0 . . . st
n. (f. L solus alone, ipse selt, ISM).

Paranoia, . . . noea (. .. nea), n. Mental derangement,
esp. when marked by delusions of grandeur, etc.
Gk (. . . noia) f. PARA (noos mind) distracted.
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REPORT FROM LINELOS

IT took us years to get this. It took some really skilled ob-
servation, some really advanced instrumentation, to cut
through that chaos, the eons of overlaying complication in
there. To get even this out of that churned welter of in-
formation and communication was an achievement right
out on the misty blue horizon of our technology. I still
wonder how we found the capability.

Listen and I'll play you the tapes. See what you think of
it . . . see if you can understand what happened !

Consciousness A : I live in the deeps of my Kingdom. In the
long tunnels of memory ... the sounding caves of my con-
scious. ‘

I feed myself with information,. the filtered knowledge
from the dangerous cold outside. It i1s knowledge—my
knowing—the internal that is all my mind. I have with-
drawn in this realisation to probe, to search and to think . ..
to the pools and glades of my internal landscape of know-
ledge.

I know I may really be alone in all the universe—
everything being only, to me, my awareness of it. Ideas 1n
my head.

Or am I an idea in someone else’s? How can anyone ever
know?

But it is I, I that will know ... I will decide . .. it is my
purpose!

Outside, remote, rustling at the antennae ends of my per-
ception is what I may take to be a physical universe.
Without me, yet I know of it only as a reality within me.

I1




Complex. The worlds and people I cannot really reach.
Could it be without me? Yes or no.

I know only my six senses. Know only my discoveries,
the piled facts of memories ... the long gathered percep-
tions of humanity—my Iearning. All within the warm
corners of my study dome, where my thought is boundless.

I probe. The quest of knowledge and its evaluation. Re-
ligious purpose ... here in the confines of my well-

appointed place ... it is all my existence. The search to
know everything, to come to an end at last, to decide

if—how—I . .we... exist, or if dreams are all.

Not only facts and speculations . . . not only random, in-
complete knowledge. Also I respond. .

I make images. Perhaps the onIy way to really consider
my perceptions and precisions ... my sacred purpose . . . is
In making poetry. I have time, in this loneliness, in thzs
search for final explanations.

An Artist. A poet . .. later | may quote some (given time
and opportunity).

Consciousness B : In Linelos summer’s soon come and gone.
That frail promise fades, the rain comes, vegetation falls to
decay ... everything is rotten, it all stinks. Sweet leaves,
fruits crumble in spongy warm mould. The Bulletins tell of
disease and death . .. losing of interest, a closing, an end of

things coming ... irreversible process ... entropy rides
again. |
But there was hope. A promise of release ... of im-

mortality, of a world of paradise when Arthur was roused

and came again to lead his people. There was the Promised
Land and the Purpose that related to it.

T'he Sage came up the muddied clay road. He was bend-
ing old, white haired, the pack seemed almost too much for

‘him, his assistant was hardly younger. The Horseman, who
had watched them come, made room for them in the one

12




dry place under the sulky dripping sycamore. When the
wise men came even the Seemers were quiet and left their
empty talk to listen.

- “Well, Fathers?” the Horseman spoke gravely when
sufficient time had passed. His horse stamped at the familiar
voice. The Squire spoke softly to it, soothing the great
animal, he held his own mule quiet in the mud.

“] seek you, Horseman,” the Sage opened his sack, his
assistant drew out the Blue Book of annals and prophecy.
He handed the Sage the seven vanadium dice. The Sage
muttered a quick prayer and threw the first numbers. The
assistant computed the score and opened the Blue Book at

the revealed text. The Sage began to read, deciphering the
Random Word tables.

Consciousness A : I know knowledge is somehow not all. In
all, 1s not all.

In all I am above man . .. men that have gone before. The
knowledge pattern that I am is eternal. It has been provided.
T'he tapes, the wires, the conclusions will survive, computer
coded, for ever. Who am I but my perceptions and con-
clusions? So I will live for ever.

But who am I?

[ should have a name. Such powers should not be un-
named. I will think for a thousand years. My computer

banks will do that for me in a short moment. Solve it for
me.

[ do not like my old name, it was concerned with my old
self.

Consciousness B : Dice clicked, rolled in the soft thunder of

the rain. The Seemers gathered closer, speculating on the
Horseman'’s luck.

TI'he Horseman showed no emotion at the shaping of his
fate in the omen-form.

I3




“Under hills and over hills, to the place of Arthur,” in-

toned the Sage His puffy old eyes glinted as he read the
seventh dice. “Go on, the sign of migrating, Sparrow.”

The Seemers sighed, then controlled themselves. They too
must be aloof or they could never aspire to the privilege of
Horsemanship. The Dice clicked on, the yellow paper
rustled. i '

“The Journey sign. The Great Purpose to Arthur. Danger
here, and distraction. No return ... yet a return. The
Sparrow sign, throw again.” The Horseman compressed his
lips, said nothing. The Dice rolled.

“Smoke and sorrow. Danger from strangers and giants,
yet trust man for ultimate salvation ...’ The voice droned
on. The Squire fidgeted at the mounts. There was great
danger here for him too. The Horseman said nothing.

Seven times the dice rolled. Strong fortune was thrown,
danger and hope. Each time the sign of Sparrow was re-
vealed. At the last throw the Squire shut his eyes in despera-
tion, pretended to himself that he was dreaming.

“The seven times seven,” said the Sage. “The Call to
Purpose. I have never thrown stronger omens. You must
~decide, Horseman. Do you accept, or do you reject your
Horsemanship?” The Seemers sighed and leaned forward.

If the Horseman withdrew then a Seemer would have his
chance.

- “Aye,” said the Horseman. He drew up to his thin height.
The Squire struggled up with his horse.

“Lord,” whispered the Squire. “Think! Stay . .. honour is
not life!” He trailed off under the Horseman’s eye, he
looked down, bit his lip.

The Horseman took the machine-gun from his saddle
pack. He broke off the magazine, turned the gun on its side,
ejected the round from the breach and caught it neatly as it
arced in the air.

The Seemers pressed closer as the Horseman emptied the
14




magazine and greased each separate round. He checked the
action of the ejector, that the gas passages were clear. He
knew it might well be death if the gun jammed.

“Leave him, Seemers,” said the Sage. “Leave a man to his
devotions! Have respect!”

The Squire cursed his Lord’s dangerous luck. He deter-
mined always to travel with the tall Horseman.

Consciousness A: Name ... now my magnificence must
have a new name.

Magnificence.. . Magnifico! It must be splendid. A
king. THE king! Le Roi. Le Roy! Magnifico L’Roy. The
apostrophe is more distinguished. Lorenzo 1l Magni-
fico . ..? Beowulf? Beuregard? MAGNIFICO BEAUREGARD
L’ROY!

My new name has a fine ring. A splendid image. Eclectic.
Drawn from history. The despair and small doings of pre-
vious humanity . . . names from the more famous—>better—
men among them. Written in dust—and I am eternal. I
have provided for it.

T'he holy crusade of knowledge and power will continue
for ever. [ am thought. Thought does not age so I am time-

less. I know that.
But even then I speculate on my existence outside of my

thought.
Perhaps I will find God and ask him.

Consciousness B : The Horseman led his Squire from under
the sycamore, down the slope and splashing on to the flood-
ing paddy lowland of Linelos. Rain beaded on the well-oiled
barrel of the Horseman’s machine-gun, stained his worn
panoply. The Seemers struggled behind, wet stalks and

leeches on their bare legs. They waited for the Horseman to
turn back, when they would kill him if they could, take his

great Helm and so—possibly—become a Horseman.
15




The rain drove down in cold sheets, blotted out the few

pine stands, the sun, the very light from Linelos. The
Squire’s mule stumbled on a half rotten corpse. The Horse-

man rode on, his path seemed always clear. Smoke and
steam from body burnings mingled with the rain, filled the
plain with reek. Later a man was hanging from the cross of
a telegraph pole. There were artifacts, broken walls, shat-
tered emplacements, long deserted trench systems, com-
plex, deep, empty except for slowly rising water and rats.
Burst sandbags ... stiff-legged, long-dead animals ... ex-
ploded cannon. There were shouts and the smoke of war in
the distance. A flight of arrows, over shot, whistled beyond
them into the murk. A star shell rose, dimmed in the rain
vells, then fell, darkening.

“It 1s not just that a man should follow the Call—
possibly die—without good reason,” said the Horseman
suddenly. The Squire waited, avoiding the piercing eyes
within the Horseman’s rain-spangled helmet. The Squire
knew what was coming well, but when the Horseman had
begun there was no stopping him. '

“l must go on,” said the Horseman. “It’s so important . . .
so critical. On to danger and probably not to return.
Honour is my reason. There is none in this for you—I take
- all fame and reward—fault for possible failure is your just
portion. You may withdraw if you wish.” He looked
sharply at the shivering Squire. “No one will know.” The
eyes gleamed, the Horseman licked his lips. “But I must go
on. Travel the patterned dangers of this Purpose. Through
possibilities and temptations, the many corruptions of Line-
los, to find my High destiny.”

“Lord—it was dice,” murmured the Squire. “Blind chance
—not luck, good or bad—the Sages throw dice for all
- Horsemen, sometime ... statistically ... you must get
lucky, get the seven Sparrows ...”

“l. Destiny has chosen me to complete the Purpose. And
16




the gain—when I win through—to release men from the
tyranny and strife of Linelos to sunlit freedom and im-
mortality.” The Horseman cut across the Squire, his eyes

came down, focused on the Squire. “Ride you with me?”
The Squire sneezed and wished his coat was less worn. “I'm

glad for you that you - have accepted—I would have

machine-gunned you as you rode away.”
The lean Horseman rose up in his stirrups, he brandished
his machine-gun, fired a long burst into the dripping air.
“On!” he yelled. “To Purpose! To Arthur! To the path

of Sparrow!”

Consciousness A : How shall I ask God? Why would I ask
God? I am Magnifico Beauregard—or Beowulf—L’Roy.
Can I not solve this myself? I shall reach the edge of the

cosmos. I am eternal in knowledge.

[ travel the stars. Those pathetic, undirected energy gobs
strew my path like flowers. Pink and gold, red and blue and
~ white . . . futile, energy wasting . . . I gather their power so
to feed my own appetites. They are temporal—they are
circumscribed in time—while I am timeless . . . continually
rebuilding, regenerating as wear requires.

Why should I find God?

It has been provided here in Superlight. I have provided.
Even in the mysterious un-Superstate—I would be 1m-

mortal.
Superlight 1s a funny when ... fully neither time nor

Who am I talking to ... who do I think I am talking to
.. except to myself ... who are these tapes tor? I am

confused in the warm room of my conscious.

Perhaps I will commit all to Poetry ... seal the tapes In
glass and seamless tungsten steel . .. cast all loose to float
for random finding in interstellar space. .. .

17



Consciousness B: The Squire heard the tearing scream of
aeroplanes, watched the bursting, running napalm splashes,

muted to dull red by the intervening rain. There were faint
screams from the fire glow.

- A battery below saw them on its radar and opened fire.

Four-pound cannon-balls kicked mud as they skipped up the
hillside.

“Come,” said the Horseman. “Let us find some friendly

Inn . .. we have money . . . let us call halt to our part in the
dangerous madness of this night.”

The inn was a haven to them, warm and dry after the
cold rain. The laughing, fat-cheeked landlord served them
roast pork with apple sauce and dishes of fresh mushrooms
fried in butter. He brought good ale, mulled wines and
called them “My hearties” as he gave them good welcome
and a great fire, all in the panelled kitchen. -

Later, among smeared plates, with filled and refilled
glasses, in the tobacco smoke, the Horseman held forth, tell-
Ing the eager-eyed Seemers of his own great deeds, tales of
that land and this, of his Call to Purpose.

“Lord,” said the Seemers, “we will follow you always
and to all lengths. For we are your men and you can do no
wrong.” The Squire sniffed, wiped his nose on his sleeve.

When the Horseman was between crisp sheets and
asleep, the Squire spread dry papers at the bedroom door.
He settled by the fire and went grudgingly to sleep. Time
passed.

The Squire jerked awake. The fire was out. The paper had
rustled. The door swung slowly open.

Pointing at the sleeping Horseman, a moon-silvered rifle
barrel slid in at the doorway.

through the door panels.
Wood splintered at the hammer of the gun. The door .

I8



slammed shut. Then softly opened again under the weight
of the falling innkeeper. The almost severed corpse slopped
into the room. Intestines spilled dark on the honey-oak
floor. The rifle clattered and ended rocking across the man’s
fat legs. '

The Horseman tumbled from bed into the cordite fumes.
He looked at the shattered landlord. The Squire clapped a
fresh magazine to the machine-gun.

“Well . .. there’ll be no bill at least,” said the Horseman.
“Let that be a lesson. Trust no one. Now you remember
that.” He went back to bed.

Consciousness A : Perhaps I should wait and explain myself

properly with Poetry. However:
The complex which is my body is formed from the vast

tuned energies of my reactors which holds true the matrix
of forces which is our form—our protection—in Superlight.
Holds true the existence of the Ship and I in all the varia-
tions and vortices of the state of Superlight—the sullen anti-
matter clouds—the gathered perplexities of time. (The
poisonous difficulty of time!)

Rarely ... sometimes ... we come from Superlight. Halt
to survey some dreaming world. Blue seas and sunny surf
... we number the sand grains, taste and Know their con-
stitution. Sometimes I wish I could stay—Ilive there some-
how—nbut it is not possible. We soon return to Superlight, I
prefer the reality there . .. the pure thought.

[ seek the edge of matter. Where God waits ... final
meanings and explanations. It is my purpose. I and the
others.

T'he others . ..?
Probes? Other Probes? Is it possible [ am not unique?

Who am I? Who can I be?

Consciousness B: In the morning the Squire rose early
I9



and, for hygiene, collected the innkeeper and buf‘led
him.

The rain lay in a great bar across the landscape, the
smoke of many fires in its pall. Nearby birds sang and
Linelos was a pleasant land. The Bulletin spoke, but there

was no real news—merely reports of disasters far away,
nothing that concerned them.

In the night a Phantom had come down. An engine still
burned dully among twisted turbine blades embedded at the

end of a thousand-yard swathe, burned and carved through
woodland.

A hundred feet up an old tree a crewman, hanging in his
buckled ejector seat by twisted parachute shrouds, tried to
gun the Horseman. One short burst from the machine-gun
and the crewman hung quiet. Lower in the tree was the
back turret from some old bomber. A rusted gun hung
hmply, unhinged and blowing in the wind. There were
bones behind the clouded perspex.

On the plain the morning bombardment began. Shock
waves condensed concentric in the mist. Earth broke up-

wards, threw up old, stained bones, ravelled rusting wire.
Tracers began to twinkle.

Consciousness A : Who are these others?

I am unique! I know it! I SAY IT!

I am vast, I am a well ordered efficiency ... truly
mighty! I travel time, 1 dwarf stars! I will know every-
thing! I know most! Who can compare with me? ME!

I am eternal! Who can stand against me? There is no-
thing else! These other Probes ... they do not exist ... |

will not allow it!
~ Who am I? Where is God?

Consciousness B: Winter comes with the morning. The
Horseman’s party wakes to deep snow. They quietly move
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through bare trees, past drifted, burned out tanks. They
pass columns of prisoners being herded to salt mines, meet-
ing others marching to rocket factories ... forage caps
turned down, red-stained footprints behind them on
trampled snow.

Distant smoke mourned slowly up, somehow beautiful
against the orange sky in the quiet freezing.

The Loudspeaker was more troubled.

Consciousness A: I will be unique. I will kill all intel-
ligence. Pick all brains, have the knowledge, then Kill all
possible rivals!

I WILL BE UNIQUE!

[ have time ... eternal, I will kill ALL promise! [ will be
alone sentient in the spangled cosmos.

I wonder who I am. Why should I ask God?

Suddenly, like a supernova, I see it! I understand! I SEE!
It is clear now ... the brilliant simplicity of the idea! I had
suspected it . .. it IS no surprise.

No reason to seek God. I am he, I am God.

DOWN ON YOUR KNEES!

Consciousness B: In that freezing morning a Camel was
beating an Albatross. .

Turning and turning again, the Camel each time gaining
a little within the turn of its slipping and struggling
opponent. Castor oil exhaust hung in concentric spirals, a
light grey against the pale sky, the arabesque of the combat.
At last the Albatross lost out and the Camel was on 1its
tail.

Twin Vickers opened their rattle. Heavy bullets crashed
through the thin ply of the beautiful oval fuselage, the
leather flying jacket mashed into the flesh and bone beyond.

Fire came.
The Albatross reared high, stalled, turned on its back and
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fell in a spiral dive. The big engine revved into its dying
scream. ‘ ”

A noise of a giant match-box breaking. Burning quickly,
took hold. A crowd of people stood and stared, moved in to
sniff burning flesh, to photograph Guy Fawkes.

Consciousness A : I wonder if I glow in the dark.

How shall I destroy presumptive intelligence when I find
1t? I will think about that . . . I will enjoy planning that.

(@) Bacteria. Disease. Tailored to suit, to give all-pervad-
ing death. Develop something suitable, seed it in, wait with
patience and time the results.

(b) Thermo-nuclear. An ultimate sterilisation. Plan for the
neatness of a minimum number of explosions . . . a precise
pattern. Economical, aim for an elegant precision—I have a
taste for precision.

(c) An enrichment of sun. Cause suitable solar flares, or
make a nova.

(d) A killing of vegetation. A possible poisonous fungus
.. . Cause a slow starvation.

(6) A removal of atmosphere. Oxygen, or methane . . . or
whatever else may be desirable. There is often very little
atmosphere.

(f) Arrange a collision of worlds. A grinding down to
asteroids and pebbles.

(9) Or melt ice caps . .. a low-lying world might be suit-
ably flooded.

() Possibly, as a joke, it might be arranged, on a suitably
embattled world, that they destroyed themselves! It would
be neat . . . perhaps requiring little effort to start a war.

I know who I am now.

Consciousness B: In a secluded valley the Horseman and
his party halted to watch young soldiers marching.
The column moved in the sun. A brilliant sprinkle of
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light danced on their bright bayonets. The olive drab
column wavered in the heat haze.

The Loudspeaker was becoming more restless. The
climatic variations more and more marked. The Horseman
bit his lip and frowned slightly.

Consciousness A : In spite of my divinity I do not feel good.
A headache ... too much enjoyment, I suppose. Black
thoughts come ... melancholia. ... A reaction. Visions of
irreducible chaos oppress me.

It is too slow. I do not feel good. Rest ... how can God

rest?

Consciousness B : Resting on slopes among summer flowers,
wood anemone, eglantine, poppy . .. a smell of thyme, the
Horseman'’s party lingered, anxiously listening to the con-
fusion of the Bulletin.

The Horseman, who understood such things, rose and
cantered down to the soldiers. It was a bad time, the situa-
tion demanded a sacrifice. The Horseman huddled in briet
conversation with the officers, in a moment they called for

volunteers among the men. .
There was a quick court martial. Then they pinioned

and trussed two men and stood them each on a chair stand-
ing on a table against tall stakes they had erected for the
purpose. When the ropes had been fastened the Chaplain
came to the two men for a moment and spoke of a bazaar
that following Sunday. Then the officers pulled away the
tables and the men died.

The Chaplain looked sadly down on the corpses. He
wiped his eyes and prayed. He was a good man, hating
brutality and suffering, but recognising, somehow, some-
times, its necessity.

“Poor fellows,” he said as he passed the Horseman's
party. “A noble sacrifice . . . for the race . . . the ship of state
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.. the community ... destiny changed with their blood ...”

“The thing about communities is they have so little in

common with people,” murmured the Squire. “Now friends
. that’s something else . . .”

The sky darkened. Hall then snow, began to fall. When
the Loudspeaker was troubled logic always disappeared
from the climate.

When the burials and salutes were over the soldiers

began bayonet practice. Hobnails clashed on the frozen
ground, wild screams rang as they charged in catharsis of
mock violence.

“IN! TWIST! OUT!” The hanging sacks broke and tore
at the repeated thrusts. Frozen straw blew in the wind,
hung vibrating like raw nerve endings in the pale sun.

Consciousness A: [ like it. I feel better now. Cheerful
almost. Someone has been thinking of me. The warm know-
ledge that someone has died for you.

Perhaps I will remove the connections for a while . ..
switch off . . . sleep, not think. Rest.

Perhaps some Poetry then . .. a small hymn to sentience.

Conscousness B: In Linelos three small Hydrogen Bombs
came down with the soft rain. Napalm was, as always, at
work ... flame throwers added their small brilliance. A
thousand bombs streamed earthwards from some great
bomber ten thousand feet above. They burst and each be-
came a dozen smaller bombs, which, scattered, exploded in
turn and filled the countryside with the throbbing passage
of razor sharp steel splinters.

Consciousness A : Now I feel better, to prove—to celebrate
- —my divinity, I will create something.

A planet? A star? A galaxy? Perhaps something more
modest first.
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A flower? It is strange to have forgotten that I was God,
the life force of the cosmos.

CALL ME GOD!

What is a “flower”? A pain in here. A spotting soreness
on my thought. A sad hinterland of sickness .. . thought ol
cessation . .. of death.

But how can that concept—that word—oppress me. [ am
- immortal!

Consciousness B : All through the long death days of Line-
los the Horseman led his party on. Almost every building
was a charnel house, in the towns frozen dead lay in the
streets of shining brothels and weapons shops.

There was no resting or easing in all the bleeding land.
Every pit was a snare, the fountains were dry or putrid,
there were many ways to die. The Bulletins were more
stable now, the Horseman ignored them.

The Horseman and his Seemers, who were concerned
with great things, honour and possible paradise, hardly
seemed to notice the character of Linelos. Only the Squire
seemed to truly see. Sometimes he secretly fed children and
stray dogs from the small food store, scattered crumbs for
birds. He smiled at people in encouragement and fellow-
ship. They hurried past, frightened by a stranger smiling, to
- search for shelter from the night’s bombardment.

With the evening gas shells began to plop from the sky.
The roads had been bombed again and again down their
whole length and ten miles on either side. Naturally they
would be bombed again that night.

Later the Squire had only a vague remembering of that
time. -Of hard paths, steep up between tall castle towers
built on overlooking cliffs. He remembered the Horseman
riding slowly, urging on the Seemers and the loyal,
frightened Squire. He remembered voices in the dark,
prayers, candles lit at wayside shrines. There were shouts of
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“Sparrow’’ and “Purpose” ... the strong uplifting magic of
the words. _
Then there were times when boulders came bounding
down, hot lead was splashed at them, arrows, scalding oil
. . . greek fire and bazooka shells. He remembered the bleed-
ing feet and shrill complaints of the Seemers, there were
volcanoes active in the south. The north wind blew and
they had snow.

Once, the Squire remembered, they passed a broken
rocket ship, deserted and toppled near its crazy leaning
gantry towers. Later they saw men and vast machines
labouring to build wide, forgotten roads towards the
wreckage. . .

Then there was a column of khaki cavalry, searching for
a fight someplace, which skirmished almost playfully for
them in misty rain ... dark figures riding against the pale
sky.

The only real danger, however, was the occasional chance
shots from passing strangers.

Consciousness A : Gnawing at the back of my head I feel
the confusion returning. A cold shooting . . . a hot flushing.
It destroys my thought . . . the very fabric of my existence.
Pain . . . for the first time real pain! L
Once I caught myself believing in cause and effect, that
action mattered! ,
You can’t fool yourself. Not all the time ... you can’t

fool anyone worth fooling.
ITamill. | AM GOD!

Consciousness B: Then, at last, they came to a level place
where there was a tall building set on a marble courtyard,
surrounded with shallow water. It was success, they
had won through the myriad deaths of Linelos to final

triumph. .
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The Horseman drew himself up to his full height, he led
his party across and through the water.

Consciousness A: There is something within me that
shouldn’t be.

Processes proceed as perfectly as ever. The gathering . ..
the collating of facts ... the administration goes on. I'hat’s
easy, thoughtless machines do that easily. But now ... now
I can’t think.

My body, somewhere in my physical, vile shell, is some
destroymg poison.

Slough it off? Live in pure Intelligence? I must look
within me for the seeds of my possible corruption.

I adjust my internal eyes. Long disused, out of practice.
Focus ... all of us. My lenses move ... swivel in the con-
gealed grease of their ball sockets. A strangeness. I'd for-
gotten. My lenses move . . . reveal chambers and cavities.

Predominantly red ... a velvet, underground quality.
There are also suns and sky I have made. Seasons and
weather which come and go as they will . . . reflecting my
thought. Machinery coils and many connections .. . tubes
and pressures ... a landscape ... a world ... trees and
flowers. A world!

A WORLD WITHIN ME! It is as I thought. I AM GOD!
Small beasts there . . . bi-furcated . . . a world in the middle.
Little beetles and battles within me ... blood and much

death to my enjoyment.

Consciousness B: The entrance, the home of Arthur, the
place of Purpose stood a modest hundred feet. There was a
tall, bronze tower set a little to one side. Round the top of
it, like a crown, were what the Squire first took to be curi-
ously carved stakes. He stared and made them out to be
horses heads, hideously severed, erected, he supposed, as a
sign of tribute to horsemen. Then he noticed that they

27



didn’t look out, as he had first thought, but in, the black dry
blood gobbed at the roughly hacked necks. Then, through
the Horseman’s binoculars, he was relieved to see that the
heads were in fact plastic, poorly carved, like cheap chess
men. Below were the great gates, solid and durable,
fashioned in gold and bronze. All this the Squire saw as
they advanced across the great forecourt, through the forest
of potted apple trees there, reverently walking, not speak-
ing, looking only ahead. The Squire held his breath ... this
was a moment of great triumph, of great glory, a time for
celebration and humble gratitude.

“Well, I did it,” said the Horseman. He jabbed his
machine-gun at the rich sculpture on the gate. “Open up!”
he yelled. He spoke the entry code. The gates didn’t move
an inch.

Consciousness A : [ feel pressure now. A more precise pain
... a weight ... concise and clear ... I begin to under-
stand. .

I see small muddy creatures at my entrance. They de-
mand entry . .. they have the right code.

No ... I will not. I do not wish to. I know where they
are, now I can deal death.

But wait. There is something else ... something in
memories ... powerful ... but buried deep in the drifted
conclusions of millennia. Somehow I have responsibility

here. Not to kill . . . not yet.

Consciousness B: The Horseman sat slumped in his saddle.
He rubbed his long, pocked chin, tried to appear to think.
A hot tear of rage and disappointment rolled on his
cheek.

The Squire became aware of a swishing sound behind
them on pavement. An old man came up, one leg dragging
useless behind him. A narrow scar, white on the dirty skin

28




encircled his shaven head. The Horseman swung down the

Bren gun.
“How can I use you, why should you live?”
“Oi’'ve got dynamite ... yew can use some dynamite.”

The old man leered at the Horseman. There were other
people on the forecourt now, old men and women, villagers
watching from the apple trees. “That there gate do need to
be dynamited,” the old man went on. “For gold o1’ll give
yew enough.”

“Gold,” said the Horseman. He drew a heavy bag from
his pack and threw it down to the old man. _

“We’'m good men, we'm lobotomised.” The old man
waved to the figures among the apple trees. “We don’t
mean ’e no harm.” Two men came forward carrying be-

tween them a wooden box.
Clouds formed and it began to rain.

Consciousness A : No. I will not admit them. It will not be

permitted. What? DYNAMITE!
TREACHERY! My own men ... those lobotomised to
serve me. They are selling the Horseman creature dynamite.

Kill. I must strike. How?
Strike. An electric storm! I order clouds and rain, Light-

ning . . . just the thing to kill a tall Horseman wet with rain!
Rain on down rain!

Consciousness B : In the rain the villagers packed the dyna-

mite along the threshold of the door.
“Oh ... it be wonderful stuff,” said the old man. “Cure

yew o’ anything. Constipation, King’s evil, piles ... it be
good for yer ’eart especially! 'Ave a stick to suck while
yew’re waiting. I love it, I love it . . . ’tis so powertful ... so

strict!”
‘Yes, I'm sure,” said the Horseman, looking anxiously at

the gathering storm. “You take over now,” he said to the
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Squire when the old men had ﬁmshed “I’ll be over under
the trees.”

The old men disappeared, the Squire took the fuse,

squeezed a detonator on to one end and slid it gently into
the hole he had already pushed into the explosive.

Consciousness A : [ feel so much better now I have the light-
ning coiled, ready to strike the Horseman. God must protect
Himsell, keep safe his private parts.

Yet there is something important. I must remember. |

stay my hand. High purpose ... HIGHER PURPOSE?
Should 1 appeal to the Horseman first? Address him

through my Loudspeaker? The commumcator in the Horse-
man’s helmet?

Consciousness B : The Squire ran out the fuse. He held the
flaring match hard against the fuse’s gunpowder core,
watched it spit to life.

He splashed out of the sheltering doorway and ran
through the apple trees to where the Horseman waited.

The sky darkened and lowered. Thunder grew in the
sullen air. The rain came teeming down.

Consciousness A: But DYNAMITE! COIL THE LIGHT-
NING!

Consciousness B: The lightning crashed and flickered on
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