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“We don'’t have anyone like him. Teller
of tales, wandering scholar — as much
at home in Roman Naples as in Geor-
gian London, nineteenth-century
Austria-Hungary, the modern South-
west of the American Indian, or the
second planet of Fisher’s Binary
(commonly called Fishbein Two’),”
says Peter Beagle of Avram Davidson in
his foreword to this collection of Mr.
Davidson’s work.

Here are a dozen stories—the cream
of the crop from one of the masters of
science fiction and fantasy. Selections
include “The Golem,” considered a sci-
ence fiction classic; “What Strange
Stars and Skies”; and a chapter from his
brilliant fantasy novel The Phoenix and
the Mirror. Avram Davidson's style and
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Toreword

By
PETER BEAGLE

The real disservice one does to an old friend in writing about
his work is not that one tends to overpraise him extravagantly,
but rather to take his artistry as much for granted as breath-
ing, or any other daily wonder. I have been reading Avram
Davidson’s stories for twenty-five years, since I was twelve or
thirteen, and I keep forgetting how good he is. From trees you
expect green leaves.

Mostly, when I talk about Avram, I talk about how he
knows everything in the world. I have always had what I'm
used to referring to as a garbage mind, possessed by a com-
pletely disorderly fascination with scraps of information, col-
lected magpie fashion, to play with, and to keep me company
on freezing subway platforms at three in the morning. But
Avram transcends garbage; he plays too, but it’s different. He
knows what he’s playing with.

I love to remember him sitting in the front row of a class-
room at U.C. Irvine (he was teaching there, and I had come
to give a reading), looking impishly patriarchal in a suit he
described as “early St. Vincent de Paul,” and holding a beau-
tiful young woman with one hand and a balloon with the
other. When I had finished reading, he came up, embraced
me, then stood back and asked seriously, “What do you know
about feral camels?” Whatever the reason for the question (I
think he was working on a story), I didn’t know as much as he
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did, and so we walked over to his campus apartment for re-
freshment, talking about feral camels. Remembering, I always
imagine us as looking a bit like Pooh and Piglet. I'm sure we
didn’t.

At Irvine he was giving a course that he called something
like An Outline of Un-History. I don’t know how to describe
it, except as a course in Davidsonian Speculation: things that
happened, and never happened, and almost happened, and
were once thought to have happened, and maybe happened,
and are maybe waiting to happen—the sort of things that
Avram wonders about. . . .

May not the forms and figures of the legend of the satyrs
have originated among the perpetually more-or-less ithy-
phallic Bushmen now confined to Southwest Africa? Why
do the so-called onyx eggs of Mexico (which are not re-
ally onyx at all) appear to contain a cell-like structure
reminiscent of the honeycomb? (And, for that matter,
how do there come to be “onyx eggs” at all?) May there
not exist more than one nexus or conjunction in space-
time unknown to us which can be thought of as people
crossings, whereat occur deaths of people as puzzling to
us as the deaths of deer at deer crossings must be to
deer? And . . .

The university didn’t know whether to classify him as a
member of the English, History, or Philosophy Department,
which is exactly the sort of thing that upsets a university. It
messes up the bookkeeping. Some of the grosser Irvine stu-
dents fell asleep during these recondite lectures, except when
Avram was recounting his peculiar adventures in the U. S.
Navy and Marines, and as a sheepherder and fish-liver inspec-
tor. Although no one fell asleep in his writing workshop, still,
he was not rehired at Irvine.

The more a fool Irvine—and yet, according to Irvine’s lights,
there was probably nothing else to be done, even should
Avram have turned out to be a great success with mellow,
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wealthy, laid-back Southern California students. What does a
modern American university want with a middle-aged former
fish-liver inspector from Yonkers, who attended four colleges
and never graduated from any of them, who publishes books
with titles like RoRk!, MUTINY IN SPACE, ROGUE DRAGON, and
URSUS OF ULTIMA THULE, who simply will not fill out forms,
can’t be bothered to keep up with the box scores and league
standings of intradepartmental warfare, is never ever going to
be asked to read a paper on anything at the MLLA convention,
and happens to know everything in the world for its own
sakeP Modern American universities have enough troubles.

Damon Knight considers Avram to be the best short-story
writer since John Collier; and Collier is certainly the only
writer to whom I can imagine comparing him. They both
have the same shifty, deceptively rambling way of telling a
tale, the same gallows humor (which is not at all like black
humor, but almost its antithesis), and the same delight in the
gravely outlandish and the menacingly silly. One might sug-
gest Saki too, and Roald Dahl; and yet none of these, even
Collier, comes near matching either Avram’s gifts of language
or his understated compassion. It's hard to imagine Collier,
Saki, or Dahl writing The Certificate or Now Let Us Sleep; or,
for that matter, the opening paragraph of a story called The
Singular Events Which Occurred in the Hovel on the Alley off
of Eye Street.

In 1961, the year when the dragons were so bad, a young
man named George Laine, an industrial alchemist by pro-
fession, attended the coronation of the new president in
Washington. The guilds were in high favor with the pres-
ident-select, John V (the first of that name since John IV
C. Coolidge), who sent to each and every of their delega-
tion, as a mark of his esteem, garments of virtue worthy
of the occasion, viz. a silken hat, a pair of galoshes with
silvern buckles, a great-coat with a collar of black samite,
cuff-links enchased in gold, and a pen-and-pencil set of
malachite and electrum which was guaranteed to write
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under water and over butter: both, as it happened, essen-
tial to the practice of industrial alchemy.

Or this random passage from Avram’s astonishing and neg-
lected novel The Phoenix and the Mirror, in which a Ser-
geant of the Hunt patiently explains the exact difference be-
tween a forest and a deer park:

“Now, perceive, mesires,” he said, “the beasts of venery,
or beasts of the forests, if you prefer, they be five—are
called silvestres tantum—the hart, the hind, the hare, the
boar, the wolf. But not the buck, no mesires. Because
why? Because he’s entitled a beast of the field, is why.
Now, the beasts of the forests, making their abode all the
daytime in these great coverts, and have their secret
places in the woods . . . yes. And in the nighttime com-
ing out into the meadows and pastures and all the pleas-
ant feeding places . . . a-hah. Mamma mine! And that’s
why we says about a park, ‘What’s a park? Vert, venison,
enclosure—that’s a park.” Forest, now, or chase, perhaps
having venison and it perhaps has vert, or peradventure
the two both, but enclosure, no. Lord indeed. Only your
park has all three.”

I am perfectly willing to admit that there must be living
writers as knowledgeable as Avram about such things as the
ancient terms and strictures of the hunt; and there are proba-
bly several people still as concerned with the rhythms of
human speech, and even as joyously subtle in playing with
them. But not both. Only your Davidson has both.

We don’t have anyone like him. Teller of tales, wandering
scholar—as much at home in Roman Naples as in Georgian
London, nineteenth-century Austria-Hungary, the modern
Southwest of the American Indian, or the second planet of
Fisher’s Binary (commonly called “Fishbein Two”)—as satia-
bly curious as the Elephant’s Child about matters which are
recognized as mattering by few publishers, fewer critics,
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hardly any universities and no Rich Foundations, he is un-
likely ever to have much money or to be officially pronounced
Real by The New York Times Book Review. Avram just plain
messes up the bookkeeping. He can’t be decently categorized;
he eludes all genres while playing happily with their bounda-
ries and their textures (the man is no more a proper science-
fiction writer than John Collier is, or Saki, or Roald Dahl);
and there’s no point in considering him seriously anyway,
since you never see any full-page advertisements for his
books. That’s how you tell, in the end.

In James Thurber’s The Thirteen Clocks, there is a moment
when “something very much like nothing anyone had seen be-
fore” comes trotting down the stairs and crosses the room. The
wicked Duke of Coffin Castle clutches his henchman and asks
palely, “What is that?”

“I don’t know what it is,” his henchman replies, “but it’s the
only one there ever was.”

Avram to the life.

Bless you, effendi sir. To paraphrase the punch line of a
very old joke: by captains, who cares? By me, you're a cap-
tain.






Introduction

By
MICHAEL KURLAND

As the title of this collection is THE BesT oF AvRAM DAvIDSON,
you may wish to know by whose standards these stories are
the best, by what criteria they were so adjudged.

Each story was subjected to a weighted excellence scale,
using criteria selected by the chairmen of the Departments of
English and/or Literature of twenty-five major universities. I
will describe the process:

All of Avram’s published works were converted to binary
code and fed into an IBM 370-Aleph by two Chinese ex-
change students who spoke no English (to eliminate uncon-
scious bias in the typing), where they were sorted and rated
by the following quality indicators: ratio of Latin to Anglo-
Saxon word stems; alliterative sentence balancing; use of the
subjunctive; literary allusions; hidden meanings; insulting ref-
erences to American culture; the symbolic use of weather, fire,
water, or death to represent death, water, fire, or weather; the
adverb-adjective ratio; and the use of long phrases in obscure
foreign languages without a gloss.

The stories that attained over five weighted points were
then handed over to U.C. Berkeley freshmen, who were asked
to write papers comparing and contrasting each story with
Silas Marner.

Unfortunately this process failed to eliminate any of the












INTRODUCTION

to

“Or the Grasses Grow”

Perhaps twenty years ago, when both The Magazine of Fan-
tasy and Science Fiction and Ellery Queen’s Mystery Maga-
zine were published (along with one or two others) by the
Davis company, I dropped into their office to have a word
with Robert P. Mills, then managing editor of both. Whilst
waiting (in the waiting room, where else?) I picked up one of
these magazines and riffled through it. On one of the pages
there must have appeared a word or phrase (it sped by too
fast for me to catch it with my uppermost mind) which trig-
gered a memory. The United States Senate had been once
again engaged in breaking a treaty with an Indian tribe, a
treaty presumably unbreakable since its terms declared that it
was to endure (familiar words) “while the sun rises, or the
grasses grow. . . .” This story at once sprang fully grown to
the surface of my mind, I went to my typewriter, and the
story proceeded to write itself.

The problems, of course, have refused to solve themselves.






Or the Grasses Grow

About halfway along the narrow and ill-paved county road
between Crosby and Spanish Flats (all dips and hollows
shimmering falsely like water in the heat till you get right up
close to them), the road to Tickisall Agency branches off. No
pretense of concrete or macadam—or even grading—deceives
the chance or rare purposeful traveller. Federal, State, and
County governments have better things to do with their
money: Tickisall pays no taxes, and its handful of residents
have only recently (and most grudgingly) been accorded the
vote.

The sunbaked earth is cracked and riven. A few dirty sheep
and a handful of scrub cows share its scanty herbage with an
occasional swaybacked horse or stunted burro. Here and there
a gaunt automobile rests in the thin shadow of a board shack,
and a child, startled doubtless by the smooth sound of a
strange motor, runs like a lizard through the dusty wastes to
hide, and then to peer. Melon vines dried past all hope of
fruit lie in patches next to whispery, tindery cornstalks.

And in the midst of all this, next to the only spring which
never goes dry, are the only painted buildings, the only de-
cent buildings in the area. In the middle of the green lawn is
a pole with the flag, and right behind the pole, over the front
door, the sign:

U. S. BUREAU OF INDIAN AFFAIRS
TICKISALL AGENCY
OFFICE OF THE SUPERINTENDENT
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There were already a few Indians gathering around that af-
ternoon, the women in cotton-print dresses, the men in over-
alls. There would soon be more. This was scheduled as the
last day for the Tickisall Agency and Reservation. Congress
had passed the bill, the President had signed it, the Director
of the Bureau of Indian Affairs had issued the order. It was
supposed to be a great day for the Tickisall Nation—only the
Tickisalls, what was left of them, didnt seem to think so. Not
a man or woman of them spoke. Not a child whimpered. Not
a dog barked.

Before Uncle Fox-head sat a basket with four different
kinds of clay, and next to the basket was a medicine gourd
full of water. The old man rolled the clay between his mois-
tened palms, singing in a low voice. Then he washed his
hands and sprinkled them with pollen. Then he took up the
prayer-sticks, made of juniper—(once there had been juniper
trees on the reservation, once there had been many trees)—
and painted with the signs of Thunder, Sun, Moon, Rain,
Lightning. There were feathers tied to the sticks—once there
had been birds, too . .

Oh, People-of-The-Hidden Places,
Oh, take our message to The Hidden Places,
Swiftly, swiftly, now . . .

the old man chanted, shaking the medicine-sticks.

Oh, you, Swift Ones, People-with-no-legs,
Take our message to The-People-with-no-bodies,
Swiftly, swiftly, now . . .

The old man’s skin was like a cracked, worn moccasin.
With his turkey-claw hand he took up the gourd rattle, shook
it: West, South, Up, Down, East, North.

Oh, People-of-the-hollow Earth,

Take our message to the hollow Earth,
Take our song to our Fathers and Mothers,
Take our cry to the Spirit People,
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Take and go, take and go,
Swiftly, swiftly, now . . .

The snakes rippled across the ground and were gone, one
by one. The old man’s sister’s son helped him back to his
sheepskin, spread in the shade, where he half-sat, half-lay,
panting,

His great-nephews, Billy Cottonwood and Sam Quar-
terhorse, were talking together in English. “There was a fel-
low in my outfit,” Cottonwood said, “a fellow from West Vir-
ginia, name of Corrothers. Said his grandmother claimed she
could charm away warts. So I said my great-uncle claimed he
could make snakes. And they all laughed fit to kill, and said,
‘Chief, when you try a snow-job, it turns into a blizzard!’ . . .
Old Corrothers,” he reflected. “We were pretty good buddies.
Maybe I'll go to West Virginia and look him up. I could hitch,
maybe.”

Quarterhorse said, “Yeah, you can go to West Virginia, and
I can go to L.A.—but what about the others? Where they
going to go if Washington refuses to act?”

The fond smile of recollection left his cousin’s lean, brown
face. “I don’t know,” he said. “I be damned and go to Hell, if
I know.” And then the old pick-up came rattling and coughing
up to the house, and Sam said, “Here’s Newton.”

Newton Quarterhorse, his brother Sam, and Billy Cotton-
wood, were the only three Tickisalls who had passed the
physical and gone into the Army. There weren’t a lot of others
who were of conscripting age (or any other age, for that mat-
ter), and those whom TB didn’t keep out, other ailments ac-
tive or passive did. Once there had been trees on the Reserva-
tion, and birds, and deer, and healthy men.

The wash-faded Army suntans had been clean and fresh as
always when Newt set out for Crosby, but they were dusty
and sweaty now. He took a piece of wet burlap out and re-
moved a few bottles from it. “Open these, Sam, will you, while
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I wash,” he said. “Cokes for us, strawberry pop for the old
people . . . How’s Uncle Fox-head?”

Billy grunted. “Playing at making medicine snakes again.
Do you suppose if we believed he could, he could?”

Newt shrugged. “So. Well, maybe if the telegrams don’t do
any good, the snakes will. And I'm damned sure they won't do
no worse. That son of a bitch at the Western Union office,” he
said, looking out over the drought-bitten land. “‘Sending a
smoke-signal to the Great White Father again, Sitting Bull?®
he says, smirking and sneering. I told him, ‘You just take the
money and send the wire. They looked at me like coyotes
looking at a sick calf.” Abruptly, he turned away and went to
dip his handkerchief in the bucket. Water was hard come by.

The lip of the bottle clicked against one of Uncle Fox-
head’s few teeth. He drank noisily, then licked his lips. “Today
we drink the white man’s sweet water,” he said. “What will
we drink tomorrow?” No one said anything. “I will tell you,
then,” he continued. “Unless the white men relent, we will
drink the bitter waters of The Hollow Places. They are bitter,
but they are strong and good.” He waved his withered hand
in a semi-circle. “All this will go,” he said, “and the Fathers
and Mothers of The People will return and lead us to our old
home inside the Earth.” His sister’s son, who had never
learned English nor gone to school, moaned. “Unless the
white men relent,” said the old man.

“They never have,” said Cottonwood, in Tickisall. In Eng-
lish, he said, “What will he do when he sees that nothing hap-
pens tomorrow except that we get kicked the Hell out of
here?”

Newt said, “Die, I suppose . . . which might not be a bad
idea. For all of us.”

His brother turned and looked at him. “If you’re planning
Quarterhorse’s Last Stand, forget about it. There aren’t twenty
rounds of ammunition on the whole reservation.”

Billy Cottonwood raised his head. “We could maybe move
in with the Apahoya,” he suggested. “They’re just as dirt-poor
as we are, but there’s more of them, and I guess they’ll hold
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on to their land awhile yet.” His cousins shook their heads.
“Well, not for us. But the others . . . Look, I spoke to Joe
Feather Cloud that last time I was at the Apahoya Agency. If
we give him the truck and the sheep, he’ll take care of Uncle
Fox-head.”

Sam Quarterhorse said he supposed that was the best thing.
“For the old man, I mean. I made up my mind. I'm going to
L.A. and pass for Colored.” He stopped.

They waited till the new shiny automobile had gone by to-
wards the Agency in a cloud of dust. Newt said, “The buz-
zards are gathering.” Then he asked, “How come, Sam?”

“Because I'm tired of being an Indian. It has no present
and no future. I can’t be a white, they won’t have me--the
best I could hope for would be that they laugh: ‘How, Big
Chief’—Hi, Blanket-bottom.” Yeah, I could pass for a Mexican
as far as my looks go, only the Mexes won’t have me, either.
But the Colored will. And there’s millions and millions of
them—whatever price they pay for it, they never have to feel
lonely. And they’ve got a fine, bitter contempt for the whites
that I can use a lot of. ‘Pecks,” they call them. I dont know
where they got the name from, but, Damn! it sure fits them.
They've been pecking away at us for over a hundred years.”

They talked on some more, and all the while the dust never
settled in the road. They watched the whole tribe, what there
was of it, go by towards the Agency—in old trucks, in buck-
boards, on horses, on foot. And after some time, they loaded
up the pick-up and followed.

The Indians sat all over the grass in front of the Agency,
and for once no one bothered to chase them off. They just sat,
silent, waiting. A group of men from Crosby and Spanish
Flats were talking to the Superintendent; there were maps in
their hands. The cousins went up to them; the white men
looked out of the corners of their eyes, confidence still tem-
pered—but only a bit—by wariness.

“Mr. Jenkins,” Newt said to one, “most of this is your doing
and you know how I feel about it—"



8 The Best of Avram Davidson

“You better not make any trouble, Quarterhorse,” said an-
other townsman.

Jenkins said, “Let the boy have his say.”

“—but I know you’ll give me a straight answer. What's
going to be done here?”

Jenkins was a leathery little man, burnt almost as dark as an
Indian. He looked at him, not unkindly, through the specta-
cles which magnified his blue eyes. “Why, you know, son,
there’s nothing personal in all this. The land belongs to them
that can hold it and use it. It was made to be used. You peo-
ple’ve had your chance, Lord knows— Well, no speeches. You
see, here on the map, where this here dotted line is? The
county is putting through a new road to connect with a new
highway the state’s going to construct. There’ll be a lot of
traffic through here, and this Agency ought to make a fine
motel.

“And right along here—" his blunt finger traced, “—there’s
going to be the main irrigation canal. There’ll be branches all
through the Reservation. I reckon we can raise some mighty
fine alfalfa. Fatten some mighty fine cattle ... I always
thought, son, you'd be good with stock, if you had some good
stock to work with. Not these worthless scrubs. If you want a
job—"

One of the men cleared his sinus cavities with an ugly
sound, and spat. “Are you out of your mind, Jenk? Here we
been workin for years ta git these Indyins outa here, and you
tryin ta make um stay . . .”

The Superintendent was a tall, fat, soft man with a loose
smile. He said ingratiatingly, “Mr. Jenkins realizes, as I'm sure
you do too, Mr. Waldo, that the policy of the United States
government is, and always has been—except for the unfortu-
nate period when John Collier was in charge of the Bureau of
Indian Affairs—man may have meant well, but Lord! hopeless
sentimentalist—well, our policy has always been: Prepare the
Indian to join the general community. Get him off the reserva-
tion. Turn the tribal lands over to the Individual. And it’s
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been done with other tribes, and now, finally, it’s being done
with this one.” He beamed.

Newt gritted his teeth. Then he said, “And the result was
always the same—as soon as the tribal lands were given to the
individual red man they damn quick passed into the hand of
the individual white man. That’s what happened with other
tribes, and now, finally, it's being done with this one. Don’t
you know, Mr. Scott, that we can’t adapt ourselves to the sys-
tem of individual land-ownership? That we just aren’t strong
enough by ourselves to hold onto real estate? That—"

“Root, hog, er die,” said Mr. Waldo.

“Are men hogs? Newt cried.

Waldo said, at large, “Told ya he w’s a trouble-maker.”
Then, bringing his long, rough, red face next to Newt’s, he
said, “Listen, Indyin, you and all yr stinkin relatives are
through. If Jenkins is damnfool enough ta hire ya, that’s his
look-out. But if he don't, you better stay far, far away, be-
cause nobody likes ya, nobody wants ya, and now that the
Guvermint in Worshennon is finely come ta their sentces, no-
body is goin ta protec ya—you and yr mangy cows and y’r
smutty-nosed sheep and y’r blankets—"

Newt’s face showed his feelings, but before he could voice
them, Billy Cottonwood broke in. “Mr. Scott,” he said, “we
sent a telegram to Washington, asking to halt the break-up of
the Reservation.”

Scott smiled his sucaryl smile. “Well, that’s your privilege
as a citizen.”

Cottonwood spoke on. He mentioned the provisions of the
bill passed by Congress, authorizing the Commissioner of In-
dian Affairs to liquidate, at his discretion, all reservations in-
cluding less than one hundred residents, and to divide the
land among them.

“Mr. Scott, when the Treaty of Juniper Butte was made be-
tween the United States and the Tickisalls,” Cottonwood said,
“there were thousands of us. That treaty was to be kept ‘as
long as the sun shall rise or the grasses grow.” The Govern-
ment pledged itself to send us doctors—it didn’t, and we died
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like flies. It pledged to send us seed and cattle; it sent us no
seed and we had to eat the few hundred head of stock-yard
cast-offs they did send us, to keep from starving. The Govern-
ment was to keep our land safe for us forever, in a sacred
trust—and in every generation they've taken away more and
more. Mr. Scott—Mr. Jenkins, Mr. Waldo, and all you other
gentlemen—you knew, didn’t you, when you were kind
enough to loan us money—or rather, to give us credit at the
stores, when this drought started—you knew that this bill was
up before Congress, didn’t you?”

No one answered him. “You knew that it would pass, and
that turning our lands over to us wouldn’t mean a darned
thing, didn’t you?P That we already owed so much money that
our creditors would take all our land? Mr. Scott, how can the
Government let this happen to us? It made a treaty with us to
keep our lands safe for us ‘as long as the sun rises or the
grasses grow.” Has the sun stopped rising? Has the grass
stopped growing? We believed in you—we kept our part of
the treaty. Mr. Scott, won't you wire Washington—won’t you
other gentlemen do the same? To stop this thing that’s being
done to us? It’s almost a hundred years now since we made
treaty, and we've always hoped. Now we've only got till mid-
night to hope. Unless—?”

But the Superintendent said, No, he couldn’t do that. And
Jenkins shook his head, and said, sorry; it was really all for the
best. Waldo shrugged, produced a packet of legal papers.
“I've been deppatized to serve all these,” he said. “Soons the
land’s all passed over ta individjl ownership—which is 12 p.a1.
tanight. But if you give me y’r word (whatever that’s worth)
not ta make no trouble, why, guess it ¢'n wait till moming. Yo
go back ta y'r shacks and I'll be round, come morning. We'll
sleep over with Scott fr tanight.”

Sam Quarterhorse said, “We won’t make any trouble, no.
Not much use in that. But we’ll wait right here. It’s still possi-
ble well hear from Washington before midnight.”

The Superintendent’s house was quite comfortable. Logs
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(cut by Indian labor from the last of the Reservation’s trees)
blazed in the big fireplace (built by Indian labor). A wealth
of rugs (woven by Indians in the Agency school) decorated
walls and floor. The card-game had been on for some time
when they heard the first woman start to wail. Waldo looked
up nervously. Jenkins glanced at the clock. “Twelve mid-
night,” he said. “Well, that’s it. All over but the details. Took
almost a hundred years, but itll be worth it.”

Another woman took up the keening. It swelled to a chorus
of heartbreak, then died away. Waldo picked up his cards,
then put them down again. An old man’s voice had begun a
chant. Someone took it up—then another. Drums joined it,
and rattles. Scott said, “That was old Fox-head who started
that just now. They’re singing the death-song. Theyll go on
till morning.”

Waldo swore. Then he laughed. “Let'm,” he said. “It’s their
last morning.”

Jenkins woke up first. Waldo stirred to wakefulness as he
heard the other dressing. “What time is it?” he asked.

“Don’t know,” Jenkins said. “But it feels to me like gettin-
up time. . . . You hear them go just a while back? No? Don’t
know how you could miss it. Singing got real loud—seemed
like a whole lot of new voices joined in. Then they all got up
and moved off. Wonder where they went . . . 'm going to
have a look around outside.” He switched on his flash-light and
left the house. In another minute Waldo joined him, knocking
on Scott’s door as he passed.

The ashes of the fire still smoldered, making a dull red
glow. It was very cold. Jenkins said, “Look here, Waldo—
look.” Waldo followed the flash-light’s beam, said he didn’t
see anything. “It’s the grass . . . it was green last night. It’s all
dead and brown now. Look at it . . .

Waldo shivered. “Makes no difference. We'll get it green
again. The land’s ours now.”

Scott joined them, his overcoat hugging his ears. “Why is it
so cold?” he asked. “What'’s happened to the clock? Who was
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tinkering with the clock? It’s past eight by the clock—it ought
to be light by now. Where did all the Tickisalls go to? What’s
happening? There’s something in the air—I don’t like the feel
of it. I'm sorry I ever agreed to work with you, no matter what
you paid me—"

Waldo said, roughly, nervously, “Shut up. Some damned
Indyin sneaked in and must of fiddled with the clock. Hell
with um. Govermint’s on our side now. Soons it's daylight
we'll clear um all out of here fr good.”

Shivering in the bitter cold, uneasy for reasons they only
dimly perceived, the three white men huddled together alone
in the dark by the dying fire, and waited for the sun to rise.

And waited . . . and waited . . . and waited. . . .



INTRODUCTION

to

“The Golem™

The golem is an old Jewish legend which I first heard in my
childhood, not from my grandfather, from my radio. My
grandfather told me instead a legend about Senator George
Hearst, father of old W.R. the publisher, into whose Nob Hill
mansion (the senator’s) my grandfather had installed window
glass (he was a glazier, like Mr. Gumbeiner), videlicet [the
legend] and to wit, in its entirety: Made his money jumping
claims. Mr. and Mrs. Gumbeiner I named and wrote about be-
fore I met the (alas) late Richard Gumbiner, the best and the
least known of the Beat poets. “I liked it,” he said, “but it
gave me a jolt.” Life was to give him many more; someone
should print all his poetry: he had more in it than most. “Mr.
and Mrs. Gumbeiner” are based on more than two people:
about 1,757,321 other people. May I mention only one in this
connection: Reb Menasha Grablowski, A.E.F., olav ha-sholem.
The city of Los Angeles, circa 1952, of course I made up.






The Golem

The gray-faced person came along the street where old Mr.
and Mrs. Gumbeiner lived. It was afternoon, it was autumn,
the sun was warm and soothing to their ancient bones. Any-
one who attended the movies in the twenties or the early thir-
ties has seen that street a thousand times. Past these bunga-
lows with their half-double roofs Edmund Lowe walked
arm-in-arm with Leatrice Joy and Harold Lloyd was chased
by Chinamen waving hatchets. Under these squamous palm
trees Laurel kicked Hardy and Woolsey beat Wheeler upon
the head with codfish. Across these pocket-handkerchief-sized
lawns the juveniles of the Our Gang Comedies pursued one
another and were pursued by angry fat men in golf knickers.
On this same street—or perhaps on some other one of five
hundred streets exactly like it.

Mrs. Gumbeiner indicated the gray-faced person to her hus-
band.

“You think maybe he’s got something the matter?” she
asked. “He walks kind of funny, to me.”

“Walks like a golem,” Mr. Gumbeiner said indifferently.

The old woman was nettled.

* “Oh, I don’t know,” she said. “I think he walks like your
cousin Mendel.

The old man pursed his mouth angrily and chewed on his
pipestem. The gray-faced person turned up the concrete path,
walked up the steps to the porch, sat down in a chair. Old Mr.
Gumbeiner ignored him. His wife stared at the stranger.

“Man comes in without a hello, goodbye, or howareyou, sits
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himself down and right away he’s at home. . . . The chair is
comfortable?” she asked. “Would you like maybe a glass tea?”

She turned to her husband.

“Say something, Gumbeiner!” she demanded. “What are
you, made of wood?r”

The old man smiled a slow, wicked, triumphant smile.

“Why should I say anything?” he asked the air. “Who am
I? Nothing, that’s who.”

The stranger spoke. His voice was harsh and monotonous.

“When you learn who—or, rather, what—I am, the flesh will
melt from your bones in terror.” He bared porcelain teeth,

“Never mind about my bones!” the old woman cried.
“You've got a lot of nerve talking about my bones!”

“You will quake with fear,” said the stranger. Old Mrs.
Gumbeiner said that she hoped he would live so long. She
turned to her husband once again.

“Gumbeiner, when are you going to mow the lawn?”

“All mankind—" the stranger began.

“Shah! I'm talking to my husband. . . . He talks eppis kind
of funny, Gumbeiner, no?”

“Probably a foreigner,” Mr. Gumbeiner said, complacently.

“You think so?” Mrs. Gumbeiner glanced fleetingly at the
stranger. “He’s got a very bad color in his face, nebbich. 1
suppose he came to California for his health.”

“Disease, pain, sorrow, love, grief—all are naught to—"

Mr. Gumbeiner cut in on the stranger’s statement.

“Gall bladder,” the old man said. “Guinzburg down at the
shule looked exactly the same before his operation. Two pro-
fessors they had in for him, and a private nurse day and
night.”

“I am not a human being!” the stranger said loudly.

“Three thousand seven hundred fifty dollars it cost his son,
Guinzburg told me. ‘For you, Poppa, nothing is too expensive
—only get well,” the son told him.”

“I am not a human being!l”

“Ai, is that a son for youl” the old woman said, rocking her
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head. “A heart of gold, pure gold.” She looked at the stranger.
“All right, all right. I heard you the first time. Gumbeiner| I
asked you a question. When are you going to cut the lawn?”

“On Wednesday, odder maybe Thursday, comes the Japa-
neser to the neighborhood. To cut lawns is his profession. My
profession is to be a glazier—retired.”

“Between me and all mankind is an inevitable hatred,” the
stranger said. “When I tell you what I am, the flesh will melt—"

“You said, you said already,” Mr. Gumbeiner interrupted.

“In Chicago where the winters were as cold and bitter as
the Czar of Russia’s heart,” the old woman intoned, “you had
strength to carry the frames with the glass together day in and
day out. But in California with the golden sun to mow the
lawn when your wife asks, for this you have no strength. Do I
call in the Japaneser to cook for you supper?”

“Thirty years Professor Allardyce spent perfecting his
theories. Electronics, neuronics—"

“Listen, how educated he talks,” Mr. Gumbeiner said, ad-
miringly. “Maybe he goes to the University here?”

“If he goes to the University, maybe he knows Bud?” his
wife suggested.

“Probably theyre in the same class and he came to see him
about the homework, no?”

“Certainly he must be in the same class. How many classes
are there? Five in ganzen: Bud showed me on his program
card.” She counted off on her fingers. “Television Appreci-
ation and Criticism, Small Boat Building, Social Adjustment,
The American Dance . . . The American Dance—nu, Gum-
beiner—"

“Contemporary Ceramics,” her husband said, relishing the
syllables. “A fine boy, Bud. A pleasure to have him for a
boardner.”

“After thirty years spent in these studies,” the stranger, who
had continued to speak unnoticed, went on, “he turned from
the theoretical to the pragmatic. In ten years’ time he had
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made the most titanic discovery in history: he made mankind,
all mankind, superfluous: he made me.”

“What did Tillie write in her last letter?” asked the old
man.

The old woman shrugged.

“What should she write? The same thing. Sidney was home
from the Army, Naomi has a new boy friend—"

“He made Me!l”

“Listen, Mr. Whatever-your-name-is,” the old woman said;
“maybe where you came from is different, but in this country
you don’t interrupt people the while they’re talking. . . . Hey.
Listen—what do you mean, he made you? What kind of talk is
that?”

The stranger bared all his teeth again, exposing the too-pink

s.

“In his library, to which I had a more complete access after
his sudden and as yet undiscovered death from entirely natu-
ral causes, I found a complete collection of stories about an-
droids, from Shelley’s Frankenstein through Capek’s R.U.R. to
Asimov’s—"

“Frankenstein?” said the old man, with interest. “There
used to be Frankenstein who had the soda-wasser place on
Halstead Street: a Litvack, nebbich.”

“What are you talking? Mrs. Gumbeiner demanded. “His
name was Frankenthal, and it wasn’t on Halstead, it was on
Roosevelt.”

“~clearly shown that all mankind has an instinctive an-
tipathy towards androids and there will be an inevitable
struggle between them—"

“Of course, of course!” Old Mr. Gumbeiner clicked his
teeth against his pipe. “I am always wrong, you are always
right. How could you stand to be married to such a stupid
person all this time?”

“I don’t know,” the old woman said. “Sometimes I wonder,
myself. I think it must be his good looks.” She began to laugh.
Old Mr. Gumbeiner blinked, then began to smile, then took
his wife’s hand.
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“Foolish old woman,” the stranger said; “why do you
laugh? Do you not know I have come to destroy your”

“What!l” old Mr. Gumbeiner shouted. “Close your mouth,
youl” He darted from his chair and struck the stranger with
the flat of his hand. The stranger’s head struck against the
porch pillar and bounced back.

“When you talk to my wife, talk respectable, you hear?”

Old Mrs. Gumbeiner, cheeks very pink, pushed her hus-
band back in his chair. Then she leaned forward and ex-
amined the stranger’s head. She clicked her tongue as she
pulled aside a flap of gray, skin-like material.

“Gumbeiner, look! He's all springs and wires insidel”

“I told you he was a golem, but no, you wouldn’t listen,”
the old man said.

“You said he walked like a golem.”

“How could he walk like a golem unless he was one?”

“All right, all right. . . . You broke him, so now fix him.”

“My grandfather, his light shines from Paradise, told me
that when MoHaRaL.—Moreynu Ha-Rav Léw—his memory for
a blessing, made the golem in Prague, three hundred? four
hundred years ago? he wrote on his forehead the Holy
Name.”

Smiling reminiscently, the old woman continued, “And the
golem cut the rabbi’s wood and brought his water and
guarded the ghetto.”

“And one time only he disobeyed the Rabbi Léw, and
Rabbi Low erased the Shem Ha-Mephorash from the golem’s
forehead and the golem fell down like a dead one. And they
put him up in the attic of the shule and he’s still there today if
the Communisten haven’t sent him to Moscow. . . . This is
not just a story,” he said.

“Avadda not!” said the old woman.

“I myself have seen both the shule and the rabbi’s grave,”
her husband said, conclusively.

“But I think this must be a different kind golem, Gum-
beiner. See, on his forehead: nothing written.”

“What's the matter, there’s a law I can’t write something
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there? Where is that lump clay Bud brought us from his
class?”

The old man washed his hands, adjusted his little black
skullcap, and slowly and carefully wrote four Hebrew letters
on the gray forehead.

“Ezra the Scribe himself couldn’t do better,” the old woman
said, admiringly. “Nothing happens,” she observed, looking at
the lifeless figure sprawled in the chair.

“Well, after all, am I Rabbi LowP” her husband asked,
deprecatingly. “No,” he answered. He leaned over and ex-
amined the exposed mechanism. “This spring goes here . . .
this wire comes with this one . . .” The figure moved. “But
this one goes where? And this one?”

“Let be,” said his wife. The figure sat up slowly and rolled
its eyes loosely.

“Listen, Reb Golem,” the old man said, wagging his finger.
“Pay attention to what I say—you understand?”

“Understand . . .”

“If you want to stay here, you got to do like Mr. Gumbeiner
says.

“Do-like-Mr.-Gumbeiner-says . . .”

“That's the way I like to hear a golem talk. Malka, give
here the mirror from the pocketbook. Look, you see your
face? You see on the forehead, what's written? If you don't do
like Mr. Gumbeiner says, he’ll wipe out what’s written and
you'll be no more alive.”

“No-more-alive . . .”

“That’s right. Now, listen. Under the porch you’ll find a
lawnmower. Take it. And cut the lawn. Then come back. Go.”

“Go . . .” The figure shambled down the stairs. Presently
the sound of the lawnmower whirred through the quiet air in
the street just like the street where Jackie Cooper shed huge
tears on Wallace Beery’s shirt and Chester Conklin rolled his
eyes at Marie Dressler.

“So what will you write to Tillie?” old Mr. Gumbeiner
asked.

“What should I write?” old Mrs. Gumbeiner shrugged. “T'll









INTRODUCTION

to

“King’s Evil”

The germ of this story is, I would suppose, in Mackay’s Ex-
traordinary Popular Delusions and the Madness of Crowds.
Anyway, one germ of it is. Another would be in the first life of
Samuel Johnson I ever read, that of Macaulay, in the refer-
ence to his, Johnson’s, childhood. Is that all? I think that a
third germ was in a nineteenth-century anecdote, popular
enough to have made the pages of Punch. A bishop about to
confirm a group notices an old woman and asks if he has not
confirmed her before: she concedes that he has. Suspicions
now rising rapidly, he asks how many times she has been
confirmed before: she thinks, eleven. Good heavens! Why?
“Because, my lord,” she says—and this must have really
wowed them over the crumpets and clotted cream; “Because,
my lord, they say it is good for the rheumatism!” Ah, the
lower classes, they are so droll. —Well. It probably was good
for the rheumatism, and nowadays I believe that almost any
Anglican cleric will administer Holy Unction, but (say) a
hundred years ago about the only way that the old woman
could have obtained the laying on of hands was to sneak an-
other confirmation. But—

—but perhaps I have laid enough germ onto you and it is
time to read the story.






King’s Evil

When I first saw the copy of The Memoirs of Dr. Mainauduc,
the Mesmerist (bound in flaking leather, the spine in shreds,
and half the title page missing: which is why I was able to
buy it cheap), I assumed it to be a work of fiction. There is
something extremely Gothick about “Mainauduc, the Mes-
merist.” It sets one in mind at once of Melmoth, the Wan-
derer. No one today would venture to invent such a name for
such a person. (Unless, of course, he were writing for televi-
sion or the movies, in which case he might venture anything.)
But the times bring forth the man, and the man bears the
name. Consider, for example, “the Jesuit Hell.” This is not a
theological conception, it was a man, a Jesuit, whose family
name was Hell. Father Hell devised a system or theory of
healing based on “metallic magnetism”; he passed it on to
Franz Anton Mesmer, who almost at once quarreled with him,
produced the countertheory of “animal magnetism.” Mesmer
begat (so to speak) D’Eslon, D’Eslon begat Mainauduc. Full
of enthusiasm, Mainauduc came to England, and settled in, of
all places, Bristol. All this, I admit, sounds most improbable.
Truth so often does. Who is not familiar with the bewildered
cry of the novice writer, “But that’s the way it happened/”?
Not altogether trusting to my own ability to convince the
reader that there really was such a person as the Jesuit Hell or
such a person as Mainauduc, the Mesmerist, I refer him to
Mackay’s Extraordinary Popular Delusions and the Madness
of Crowds; but should he (the reader) not be able to credit
that this work exists either, then I must throw up my hands.
Mackay, in my opinion, was really too hard on “The Magne-
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tisers,” as he called them. Himself so great a sceptic, he could
have little cause for complaint if other, later, sceptics should
not care to believe that any book bearing such a title ever
existed. In a way, it would serve him right. . . .

In Bristol Dr. Mainauduc flourished to the degree that his
reputation went on ahead of him to London. In a short time
London was coming to him; he cured dukes of the dropsy and
generals of the gout, he magnetized countesses into convul-
sions and they emerged from them free of the phthysic, while
vicountesses left their vapors behind them—or so he says. At
any rate he determined upon going to London and setting up
practice there. He recounts in detail his plans for setting up
something called “the Hygienickal Society . . . for Females of
high Position . . . the fees, Fifteen Guineas” at his house in
the capital. And he describes, amongst many other cases, one
where he cured a longseated complaint (“pronounced beyond
help”) entirely by proxy.

It may be that Dr. Mainauduc’s success in Bristol was per-
haps not quite so dazzling as his memory in later years led
him to fancy. He had come up to London, to discuss his set-
ting up practice there, at the invitation of a Mr. Wentworth,
“a Bachelor of Physick,” who lived in Rosemary Lane; and
despite its pretty name, Rosemary Lane was not located in a
pretty district. We might consider it a depressed area. And
Mr. Wentworth had arranged to meet him, not in his own
quarters, but at an inn called the Mulberry Tree, where they
were to dine. Mr. Wentworth had made the necessary ar-
rangements, but Mr. Wentworth was late.

“Dr. Mainauduc? To meet Mr. Wentworth? Certainly, sir,”
the waiter said. “If the Doctor will only please to step in here,
Mr. Wentworth will be along presently.” And he led him
along to a medium-sized room, with paneled walls, and a fire
which seemed to beckon pleasantly from the grate, for it was
the first of October, and the air was chill. He had scarcely had
the time to give his full attention to the flames licking greedily
at the greasy black slabs of coal when he noticed that there
was someone already in the room. This person came forward
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from his corner, where he had been engaged in softening the
nether end of one candle in the flame of another so that it
might hold fast in its sconce and not wobble, with his hand
extended.

“Have I, sir,” he asked, with the slightest of smiles, and an
air of deference and courtesy, “the honor of beholding the au-
thor of the great treatise on the magnetical fluid?”

“You are too kind, sir,” said Mainauduc, indicating to the
waiter with but a flick of his eye that there was no objection
taken to the stranger’s presence and that the waiter might
leave. “I am sensible of the compliment you pay me merely by
having heard of my little pamphlet.” And he bowed.

“Heard of it, Doctor?” cries the other, a smallish, slender
man, clad in dark garments. He holds up his finger as if to
command attention, and begins to speak.

“‘The magnet attracts iron, iron is found everywhere, ev-
erything is therefore under the influence of magnetism. It is
only a modification of the general principle, which establishes
harmony or foments discord. It is the same agent that gives
rise to sympathy, antipathy, and the passions.” Have I not the
passage right, sir? My name is Blee, sir: James Blee.”

“I am enchanted to meet you, Mr. Blee. I commend your
memory. However—" he seated himself at right angles to the
fire—“you will doubtless recall that the passage you quote is
not mine. I was quoting from the Spaniard, Balthazar Gra-
cian.” He spread his long fingers to the blaze. “Are you a phy-
sician, sir?”

Mr. Blee perhaps did not hear the question.

“Then try my memory on this, Doctor,” he said. “There is a
flux and reflux, not only in the sea, but in the atmosphere,
which affects in a similar manner all organized bodies through
the medium of a subtile and mobile fluid, which pervades the
universe, and associates all things together in mutual inter-
course and harmony.” Were you . . . dare we hope . . . is it
that s

Dr. Mainauduc raised his dark brows.

“What is your question, Mr. Blee?”
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“Can it be that London is destined to enjoy the great for-
tune which has hithertofore been Bristol’s alone, Dr. Mainau-
duc? The reluctant tones of my voice must discover to you
that I know I have no right to enquire, but . . .”

The mesmerist smiled. “It may be,” he began; but at this
moment the door was thrown open and two gentlemen en-
tered, one nervously, the other laughing,

“Oh, pray, pray forgive me, Dr. Mainauduc—how d’ye do,
Mr. BleeP—for my lateness,” said the nervous gentleman, tak-
ing off his hat so hurriedly his wig came with it. He struggled
to replace it, and, at the same time, gestured towards his com-
panion, who rubbed his hands as he looked about the room
and laughed. “This is Mr. Farmer, sir; Mr. Farmer—Dr. Main-
auduc, Mr. Blee.” He smiled faintly. His face was pale.

“Dr. Mainauduc, Mainauduc, very pleased. Mr. Blee, I
hope you do well, well, well. Farmer by name, gentlemen,”
the other man said, “and farmer by profession, farmer by pro-
fession. What, what?” He then laughed once more at length
and proceeded to repeat his remarks all over again. His face
was ruddy.

Mr. Blee courteously asked if he had had good crops, and
while Mr. Farmer was merrily discussing corn, hay, and wall-
fruit with his questioner, Mr. Wentworth drew Dr. Mainau-
duc to one side, and spoke closely to his ear.

“The fact of the matter is that I never saw this gentleman
in my life before, till just above an hour ago, when he came
into the barber’s where I was having my hair attended to, and
desired to be shaved. 'Tis my belief, sir, that he is some coun-
try squire unused to London ways,” Mr. Wentworth said; “for
when the man was finished, the gentleman said, oh, as blandly
as you please, that he had no money. I presume he’d had his
pocket picked, for one can see by his clothes that he is—"

“Oh, quite so,” murmured Dr. Mainauduc.

“Have you not often wondered,” Mr. Farmer chattered to
Mr. Blee, “how the people do? How they live? What their
lives are like? What they think, really think? Hey, sir? What,
what?”
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“Oh, frequently, Mr. Farmer!”

Wentworth murmured, “And so I thought best to pay for
the barber, and then I really did not know how to get rid of
him.”

Dr. Mainauduc saw that his fellow physician was consid-
erably embarrassed at the introduction of two extra men to
what was intended for a private meeting. He assured him that
he did not mind, and said that, indeed, it was just as well, for
they might get a lay opinion on the subject of introducing to
London the practice of the Mesmeric therapy. And so they all
four sat down to supper. There was beef and brawn and game
pie and goose.

“I little thought to have this honor, Doctor,” Mr. Blee said;
“but, chancing to hear from Mr. Wentworth, of whose profes-
sional parts I bear the highest opinion, that you were to be
here, I felt I must hazard it, and come to see the prophet of
the new-found philosophy.”

Wentworth, who had treated Blee for an amorous dis-
temper, kept silence, but his principal guest smiled.

“Newly re-found philosophy, I should rather term it,”
Mainauduc said. “What was the laying on of hands but ani-
mal magnetism, anciently practiced? And in what other way
did Elisha bring to life the dead child, but by conveyance of
the magnetical fluid?” Wentworth nodded gravely.

Mr. Farmer, who had been talking with his mouth full, and
smiling happily, suddenly threw down his knife. His face fell.

“Suppose—d’ye see, gentlemen—suppose a man makes mis-
takes—ehP—bad ones, very bad, bad, bad. Terrible losses.
What? Now, now, oughtn’t he have the chance, the chance, I
say, to do better? Better® What, what? Well, so he must see
for himself how things go. See for himself. Eh? How things
go. Terrible losses. Was it not a thing to break your heart? It
broke my heart. I never meant it to happen so——"

“Gaming!” Wentworth whispered to Mainauduc.

“To what losses do you refer, Mr. Farmer?” Blee asked, in a
solicitous tone. “Did I not understand you to say the harvest
was good this year?”
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“The Mesmeric method—" Wentworth began, rather
loudly. Abashed, he lowered his voice. “Dr. Mainauduc is
desirous of opening in London an institute for the practice of
the Mesmeric method of healing. In this, it is contemplated, I
am to assist him.” The faintest shadow of color came and went
in his face. “What think you of the scheme, gentlemen? We,
that is he, should like to know.”

Blee rose from the table and gave the fire a poke. The gray
pyramid collapsed and the coals blazed up again, making the
shadows dance. Mr. Farmer laughed.

“Is not this pleasant?” he cried. “I am so very much obliged
to you for the pleasure. Pleasure. We dine simply at home. At
home—ehP—we dine very simply. But there is such a degree of
stiffness. Strain. Stiffness and strain.”

Mr. Blee tapped the poker on the iron dogs. “Such an insti-
tution, if headed by such a man as Dr. Mainauduc, can not
possibly do otherwise than succeed.” The two physicians
looked at one another, pleased. Their faces quickened.

“You will make a deal of money,” Blee told the fire,

Wentworth looked hastily at a darned place on his hose,
and crossed his legs. “It is the science, not the money. The
money is not of any consequence to us.”

“Not of the least consequence,” Mainauduc said easily. His
coat and waistcoat were of French flowered silk. Blee turned
from the fire. He drew up his chair and sat, facing Dr. Main-
auduc.

“Gentlemen,” he said in low tones, “pray give me leave to
speak openly. The alchymists strove for centuries to make
gold; that they succeeded, no one can say with certainty. But
magnetism is the new alchymy. It will make gold, I know it.
Already London is atremble with the reports of its success.
People who would never go so far as Hackney to consult the
best physician of the old school ever known, have gone all the
way to Bristol to be magnetized by Dr. Mainauduc. You have
only to throw open your doors in London, sir, to have your
chambers thronged—with the richest . . . and the wealthi-
est . . .” His voice hissed upon the sibilants. He brought his
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dark, clever face nearer. “You will need a man of business. May
I serve you?”

The two physicians looked at one another. Dr. Mainauduc’s
lips parted. Mr. Wentworth inclined his head to the side. And,
then, as abrupt as the bursting of a bubble, the mood or spell
was shattered: Mr. Farmer, seemingly from nowhere, had
produced a grubby child, and was patting its head and strok-
ing its cheeks and asking what its name was and if it would
like a glass of wine—all in a tone of boisterous good cheer, his
eyes popping with joy.

“Now, damme, sir!” cries Blee, jumping to his feet in a rage
and overturning the chair. The child begins to weep.

“Oh, pray, don't,” Farmer implores. “I love children. Don’t
fret, poppet.”

“Take care, Mr. Farmer,” Wentworth warns him. “Do you
not see the child is diseased? See the lesions—it is certainly
scrofulous. Have done, Mr. Farmer!”

Then the waiter came, with many apologies, for it was his
child, begged their pardon, took the boy away.

“Well, we shall think of your proposal, Mr. Blee.” Dr.
Mainauduc sat back, languid from food and fire, tired from
his journey. “What, Wentworth, was the child with scrofule?”

“Assuredly, sir, Shall I call it back? Perhaps you wish to ex-
amine, or treat it?” But the Doctor waved his hand. “King’s
Evil, is what the common people call it, you know. Scrofula, I
mean to say. Some of them profess to regard it as beyond
medical aid. They still remember that the monarchs of the for-
mer dynasty, as late as Queen Anne, used to ‘touch’ for it. An
interesting ceremony it must have been. The touch of an
anointed king, the common people say, is the only cure for it.
Now what think you, Doctor, of sympathetical mummy, or
capons fed with vipers?”

Dr. Mainauduc, who had been listening with a trace of im-
patience, cleared his throat. Blee stood once more by the fire.

“You mentioned, sir, my pamphlet, earlier in the evening—
my pamphlet entitled, A Treatise on the Magnetickal Fluid.
Whilst I was in Paris I met the eminent American sage, Dr.
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Franklin, and I presented him a copy, for it seems to me evi-
dent that what he calls the positive and negative of electricity
is none other than the intension and remission of which that
great giant of natural philosophy, Franz Anton Mesmer,
writes. Mr. Blee—Mr. Blee?” But that gentleman was staring,
his lower lip caught up beneath his teeth, at Mr. Farmer; and
Mr. Farmer was weeping.

“Directly you mentioned Franklin, Doctor, he began to
shed tears,” whispered Wentworth. “Do you know, Doctor, I
commence to think that he is an American himself—a Loyalist
—and that the Toss” he spoke of was his property—or perhaps
his son—in the Rebellion there. What think you, sir?”

“I commence to think, sir, that he is a man whom I am
shortly to magnetize, for it is plain he is in need of it.”

Dr. Mainauduc rose and blew out all but one of the can-
dles. Wentworth’s eyes glistened and he stepped nearer, but
Blee retreated further into the gloom. Only a dull red glow
now came from the fire. Dr. Mainauduc seated himself facing
Mr. Farmer, touching him knee to knee. He took his hands in
his.

“Attend to me now, sir,” Dr. Mainauduc said.

“My head does ache,” Mr. Farmer murmured.

“It shall presently ache no more. . . . Attend.”

He gently placed Farmer’s hands so they rested, palms up,
on his knees, and slowly began to stroke them with the palms
of his own hands. He did this for some time, then drew his
hands along Mr. Farmer’s arms, leaning forward, until they
rested with the fingers touching the neck. Slowly his hands
passed up the sides of the man’s face, then withdrew till they
were opposite his eyes. Again and again he repeated these
passes. The candle’s light glittered on the single ring he wore,
and Wentworth saw the glitter reflected in Mr. Farmer’s
wide-open eyes. Mr. Farmer was motionless, and the noise of
his heavy breathing died away. It seemed to Wentworth, as
he watched, that a smoke or vapor, like a thin mist, or the
plume from a tobacco-pipe, was exuded from the mesmerist’s
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face and hands. It moved slowly and sluggishly and hung in
the air about Mr. Farmer’s head.

And as Wentworth watched, he fancied that he saw strange
scenes take form for fleeting moments in this miasmic suspira-
tion: a procession of people in heavy robes and men with
miters, a phantasm of silent men in violent riot, and noiseless
battles on land and sea. Then all vanished, ghosts and mists
alike. He heard once more the sound of Mr. Farmer’s breath-
ing, and Dr. Mainauduc had lit the candles and the light was
reflected on the paneled walls.

Wentworth cleared his throat. Mainauduc looked at him,
and there was terror in his eyes. He started to speak, and his
voice caught in his throat.

“We had better leave, you and I,” he said, at last. “Do you
know who your country squire is, your Loyalist?”

“I know,” said Blee’s voice from the door. He stood there,
his sallow skin gone paler than Wentworth’s, but a look of de-
termination fixed upon his face. Behind him were two broad-
shouldered, shifty-looking men. “We will take charge of Mr.
Farmer, if you please.”

“No, I think not,” Mr. Farmer said. He stood up, an air of
dignity upon him. “There has been enough taking charge of
Mr. Farmer, and Mr. Farmer has a task to do.”

“Oh, sir, you are unwell,” Blee said, in a fawning tone, and
he sidled forward, followed by his minions. And then, without
warning, the room was filled with men: constables with their
staves in their hands, soldiers in red coats, Mr. Martinson, the
magistrate, and a tall young man looking very much like Mr.
Farmer himself, and others.

“You had better come with us, sir, I think,” said the tall
young man. Mr. Farmer slumped. The air of dignity fell from
him. Then he laughed vacantly.

“Very well, Fred, very well,” he said. “Very well, very well.
You think it best, what, what?” He shambled forward,
stopped, looked over his shoulder. “These two gentlemen’—
he indicated Dr. Mainauduc and Mr. Wentworth—“treated
me with great consideration. They are not to be bothered,
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d’ye hear?” The magistrate bowed. Mr. Farmer went out
slowly, leaning on the arm of the tall man, and muttering,
“Bothered, bothered, bothered . . .”

Let us return to the Memoirs.

“On this occasion [Mainauduc writes] the entire Atmos-
phere was so saturated with the Magnetickal Fluid that there
was cured in another part of the House a Child suffering from
a Complaint long-seated and pronounced beyond help, viz.,
Scrofula, or King’s Evil. There was not a Lesion or Scar or
Mark left, and all this without my even having touched him.”

As to the identity of Mr. Farmer, Dr. Mainauduc is coy. He
says only that he was “a Gentleman of exceedingly high Sta-
tion, exceedingly afflicted. Had I been allowed to treat him
further, a Privilege denied me, he might have been spared the
terrible Malady which had already begun its Ravages, and
which, save for a few brief periods, never entirely left him.

Thus far, on this subject, The Memoirs of Dr. Mainauduc,
the Mesmerist, a man of his time—or behind his time, if you
prefer; or, considering that mesmerism was the forerunner of
hypnotism and that the study of hypnotism led Freud on to
psychoanalysis, perhaps a man ahead of his time. Could he,
perchance—or could anyone—really have cured “Mr. Farmer™?
It is impossible to say. If certain private papers of Frederick,
Duke of York, still sealed to public inspection, could be
opened, we might learn what truth there was—if any—to a cu-
rious legend concerning his father. Is it really so that he evaded
all who surrounded him, and for six hours one day in early
October 1788 wandered unrecognized through London on
some strange and unsuccessful quest of his own, in the month
when it was finally deemed impossible to doubt any longer
that he was mad—that longest-lived and most unfortunate of
British Kings, George III?



INTRODUCTION

to

“The Ogre”

I no longer remember how I got the idea for this story. What
I remember with great clarity, however, was that it was
somewhat rewritten—and the penultimate paragraph supplied
entirely (and deftly) by Damon Knight, then editor of If . . .
who refused either a by-line or a share in the moneys on the
grounds that what he had done “wasn’t enough to bother
about.” But let the record so state.






The Ogre

When the menace of Dr. Ludwig Sanzmann first appeared, like
a cloud no bigger than a man’s hand, Dr. Fred B. Turbyfil, at
twenty-seven, had been the youngest museum director in the
country; and now at thirty-five he was still one of the youngest.
Moreover, he had a confident, if precarious, hold on greater
glories to come: the Godbody Museum of Natural History; Dr.
Fred B. Turbyfil, Director.

The salary would be splendid, the expense account lavish
and tax-free, and the director would have ample time to finish
his great work, at present entitled Man Before the Dawn—
recondite, yet eminently readable. There were already seven-
teen chapters devoted to the Mousterian—or Neanderthal—
Era alone. (It would be certain to sell forever to schools and
libraries; a big book, firm in the grasp, profusely illustrated
and done in so captivating a style that even a high school sen-
ior, picking it up unwarily in search of nudes, would be una-
ble to extricate himself for hours.)

Mr. Godbody, the future source of all these goodies, was a
skeptic of the old-fashioned sort. “Where did Cain get his
wife?” was a favorite cackle, accompanied by a nudge of his
bony elbow. “Found any feathers from angels’ wings yet?”
was another.

There was, at the moment, a minor hitch. Old Mr. Godbody
affected to be shaken by the recent revelation of scandal in
anthropology. From that respectable group of ancestors,
whose likenesses were known to every schoolchild, from that
jolly little club—judgment falling like a bolt of thunder—Pilt-
down Man had been expelled for cheating at cards.
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If Piltdown Man was a fake, why not all the rest? Java
Man, Peiping Man, Australopithecus Africanus—all bone-
scraps, plaster of paris, and wishful thinking!

In vain, Turbyfil assured him that competent scholars had
been leery of H. Piltdown for years; ugly old Mr. Godbody
testily replied: “Then why didn’t you say so?”

Having lost one faith in his youth, the merchant prince was
reluctant to lose another in his old age. But Dr. Turbyfil
trusted his patron’s doubt was only a passing phase.

In sum, Dr. Turbyfil was about to reap the rewards of vir-
tue and honest toil, and when he reflected on this (as he often
did) it amused him to sing—a trifle off-key—a song from his
childhood, called “Bringing in the Sheaves.”

That was before the advent of Dr. Sanzmann.

The two men had come to Holden within a few months of
one another, Dr. Turbyfil from his two-year stay at the Mu-
seum of Natural Philosophy in Boston, and Dr. Sanzmann
from a meager living translating in New York, whither he had
come as an exile from his native country. Sanzmann was polit-
ically quite pure, with no taint of either far right or near left;
was, in fact, a Goethe scholar—and what can be purer than a
Goethe scholar? He had a post at the local denominational
university: Professor of Germanic gnd Oriental Languages,
neatly skipping the questionable Slavs. Dr. Turbyfil was not
an ungenerous man, and he was quite content to see Prof.
Sanzmann enjoy the full measure of linguistic success.

But Dr. Philosoph. Ludwig Sanzmann was also an amateur
anthropologist, paleontologist, and general antiquarian; and
this was enough to chill the blood of any museum director or
even curator. Such amateurs are occupational hazards. They
bring one smelly cowbones, and do it with a proud air of ex-
pectancy, fully anticipating the pronouncement of a new spe-
cies of megatherium or brontosaurus.

“My dear Dr. Turbyfill I have looked forward to this our
meeting for so long! I cannot tell you—" Sanzmann shook the
proffered hand, sat down, holding a cardboard carton as if it
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contained wedding cake, took out a handkerchief, wiped his
rosy face, and panted.

“Dr. Turbyfill” the name assumed the qualities of an indict-
ment. “What is that which they used always to tell us? Uhr-
mencsh—Primal Man, that is—he was a stunted little creature,
like a chimpanzee, with a molybdenum deficiency, and he—
which is to say, we—grew larger and bigger and more so,
until, with the help of the actuarial tables of the insurance
companies, we have our present great size attained, and also
life expectancy. And we, pres-u-mably, will greater grow yet.

“But!” (Dr. Turbyfil quivered.) “What then comes to pass?
An anthropologist goes into an apotheke—a druckstore, yes?—
in Peiping—oh, a bea-u-tiful city, I have been there, I love it
with all my heart!—he goes into a native Chinese pharmacy,
and there what is it that he finds? He finds—amongst the dried
dragon bones, powdered bats, tigers’ gall, rhinoceros hom,
and pickled serpents—two humanlike gigantic molar teeths!
And then, behold, for this is wonderfull The whole picture
changes!”

Oh, my, oh my! thought Dr. Turbyfll, suffering.

“Now Primal Man becomes huge, tremendous, like the Sons
of Anak in the First Moses Book. We must now posit for him
ancestors like the great apes of your Edgar Burroughs-Rice,
and how it is that we, his children, have shrunken! Pit-i-full
Instead of the pigs becoming elephants, the elephants are be-
come pigs!” Dr. Sanzmann clicked his tongue.

“But that is nothing! Nothing at alll Wherefore have I come
to you now? To make known to you a something that is so
much more startling, I must begin earlier than our own times.
Charles the Fifth!”

Dr. Turbyfil quavered, “I beg your pardon?”

“Charles the Fifth of Hapsburg. In fifteen hundred and
fifty-five, Charles the Emperor resigns, no retires? Abdicates.
His brother Ferdinand succeeds him as sovereign of the Haps-
burg dominions, and Charles retreats himself to a monastery.

“‘With age, with cares, with maladies opprest,

“He seeks the refuge of monastic rest—"
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“Ahh, Professor Sanzmann,” Dr. Turbyfil began.

“Yes-yes: I di-gress. Well. Charles and Ferdinand. A medal-
lion is struck, Charles, one side—Ferdinand, the other. And
the date, fifteen hundred and fifty-five. Here is the medallion.”
Dr. Sanzmann reached into an inner pocket and pulled out a
flat little box, such as jewelers use. He opened it.

Inside lay a blackened disk about the size of a silver dollar,
and a piece of paper with two rubbings—the profiles of two
men, Latin mottoes, and the date: fifteen hundred and fifty-
five. Completely at sea, and feeling more and more sorry for
himself, Dr. Turbyfil looked at his rosy-faced, and gray-haired
caller. He made a small, bewildered gesture.

“Soon, soon, you will understand everything. Nineteen-
thirty. My wacations—I am still in Chairmany—I spend at Mal-
denhausen, a little rural hamlet in a walley. Then things are
quiet. Ah, these Chairman walleys! So green, remote, enchant-
ing, full of mysteries! I drink beer and wine, I smoke my pipe,
and go on long walks in the countryside. And—since I am a
scholar, and ever the dog returns to his womit—I spend also
some time in the willage archives. ... Many interesting
things. . . . A child named Simon.

“In fifteen hundred and fifty-five a child named Simon is
stolen by an ogre.”

Dr. Turbyfil pressed a fist to his forehead and moaned
faintly. “Is—what?” he said fretfully.

“Please! You see the hole in the medallion? The child wore
it about his neck on a thong. They were very reverend, these
peasant people. An Imperial medallion, one wears it on one’s
bosom. A photostatic copy of the testimony.” Prof. Sanzmann
opened the box, removed papers. Photostatic copies, indeed,
were among them, but the language was a monkish Latin, and
in Gothic lettering. Dr. Turbyfil felt his eyes begin to hurt; he
closed them.

Prof. Sanzmann, dreadful man, spoke on. “There were two
witnesses, an old man of the name Sigismund, a boy called
Lothar. It was winter. It was snow. The child Simon runs with
his dog down the field. He shouts. He is afraid. Out of the
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snow behind him the ogre comes. He is just as they always
knew ogres to be: Huge, hairy, crooked, clad in skins, carry-
ing a cudgel. Terrible.

“Lothar runs for help. The old man cannot run, so he stays.
And prays. The ogre seizes up the child Simon and runs away
with him, back into the fields, toward the hills, until the snow
hides them.

“The people are aroused, they are fearful, but not sur-
prised. This happens. There are wolves, there are bears, there
are ogres. Such are the hazards of living on the remote farms.”

Dr. Turbyfil shivered. A chill crept into his flesh. He
rubbed his fingers to warm them. “Folklore,” he said. “Old
wives® tales.”

Dr. Sanzmann waved his hands, then placed them on the
photostats. “This is not the Brothers Grimm,” he said. “These
are contemporary accounts with eyed witnesses. I continue.
The people go out in the storm, with dogs and pikes and even
a few matchlocks; and since they huddle fearingly together
and the snow has hid all foot-marks, it is not a surprise that
they do not find the child or the ogre’s spoor. The dog, yes—
but he is quite dead. Crushed. One tremendous blow. The
next day they search, ‘and then the next, and then no more.
Perhaps in the spring they will find some bones for Christian
burial. . . .

“The child had been warned that if he went too far from
home he would be stolen by an ogre. He did go too far away
from home, and he was stolen by an ogre. So, fifteen-sixty.”

Dr. Turbyfil ventured a small smile. “The child has been
dead for five years.” He felt better, now that he knew what
was in the carton. He visualized the card which would never,
certainly never, be typed: “Bones of child devoured by ogre
in 1555. Gift of Prof. Ludwig Sanzmann, Dr. Phil.”

The Goethe scholar swept on. “In fifteen hundred and sixty,
the child Simon,” he said, “is discovered trying to pilfer fowls
from a farmyard in the nexten walley. He is naked, filthy,
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long-haired, lousy. He growls and cannot speak coherent
speech. He fights. It is wery sad.”

The Museum Director agreed that it was very sad. (Then
what was in the cardboard carton?)

“Child Simon is tied, he is delivered up to his parents, who
must lock him in a room to keep him from escaping. Gradu-
ally he learns to speak again. And then comes to see him the
burgemeister, and the notary, and the priest, and the baron,
and I should imagine half the people of the district, and they
ask him to tell his story, speaking ever the truth.

“The ogre (he says) carried him away wery distantly and
high up, to his cave, and there in his cave is his wife, the
ogress, and a small ogre, who is their child. At first Simon
fears they will consume him, but no. He is brought to be a
companion to the ogre-child, who is ill. And children are
adaptive, wery adaptive. Simon plays with the ogre-child, and
the ogre brings back sheep and wenison and other foods. At
first it is hard for Simon to eat the raw meat, so the ogress
chews it soft for him—"

“Pleasel” Dr. Turbyfil held up a protesting hand, but Pro-
fessor Sanzmann neither saw nor heard him. With gleaming
eyes gazing afar, he went on.

“It comes the spring. The ogre family sports in the forest,
and Simon with them. Then comes again the autumn and win-
ter and at last the ogre-child dies. It is sad. The parents can-
not believe it. They moan to him. They rock him in their arms.
No use. They bury him finally beneath the cave floor. Now
you will ask,” he informed the glassy-eyed Turbyfil, “do they
smear the dead body with red ochre as a symbol of life, of
blood, and flesh, as our scientists say? No. And why not? Be-
cause he is already smeared. All of them. All the time. They
like it so. It is not early religion; it is early cosmetic only.”

He sighed. Dr. Turbyfil echoed him.

“And so, swiftly pass the years.” Prof. Sanzmann patted his
hand on the empty air to indicate the passing years. “The old
ogre is killed by a she-bear and then the ogress will not eat.
She whimpers and clasps Simon to her, and presently she
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grows cold and is dead. He is alone. The rest we know. Simon
grows up, marries, has children, dies. But there are no more
ogres.

“Not ever.

“Naturally, I am fascinated. I ask the peasants, where is
there a cave called the Cave of the Ogres? They look at me
with slanting glances, but will not answer. I am patient. I
come back each summer. Nineteen hundred thirty-one, nine-
teen hundred thirty-two, nineteen hundred thirty-three. Ev-
eryone knows me. I give small presents to the children. By
myself I wander in the hills and search for caves. Nineteen
hundred and thirty-four. There is a cow-tending child in the
high pastures. We are friends. I speak of a cave near there.
This, I say, is called the Cave of the Ogres. The child laughs.
No, no, he says, that is another cave; it is located thus and so.

“And I find it where he says. But I am circumspect. I wait
another year. Then I come and I make my private excawa-
tions. And—I—find—this.”

He threw open the carton and unwrapped from many
layers of cotton-wool something brown and bony, and he set it
in front of Dr. Turbyfil.

“There was a fairly complete skeleton, but I took just the
skull and jaw-bone. You recognize it at once, of course. And
with it I found, as I expected, the medallion of Charles and
Ferdinand. Simon had allowed them to bury it with the ogre-
child because he had been fond of it. It is all written in the
photostatic paper copies. . . . In nineteen hundred thirty-six,
the Nazis—"

Dr. Turbyfil stared at the skull. “No, no, no, no,” he whis-
pered. It was not a very large skull. “No, no, no,” he whis-
pered, staring at the receding forehead and massive chinless
jaw, the bulging eye-ridges.

“So, tell me now, sir Museum Director: Is this not a find
more remarkable than big teeths in a Peiping herbshop?” His
eyes seemed very young and very bright.

Dr. Turbyfil thought rapidly. It needed just something like
this to set the Sunday supplements and Mr. Godbody ablaze,
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and ruin forever both his reputation and that of the Holden
Museum. Years and years of work—the seventeen chapters on
the Mousterian Era alone in Man Before the Dawn—the be-
quest from old Mr. Godbody—

He arose, placed a hand on Professor Sanzmann’s shoulder.

“My friend,” he said, in warm, golden tones. “My friend, it
will take some time before the Sanzmann Expedition of the
Holden Museum will be ready to start. While you make the
necessary personal preparations to lead us to the site of your
truly astounding discovery, please oblige me by saying noth-
ing about this to our—alas—unscholarly and often sensational
press. Eh?”

Dr. Sanzmann’s rosy face broke into a thousand wrinkles;
tears of joy and gratitude rolled down his cheeks. Dr. Turbyfil
generously pretended not to see.

“Imagine what a revolution this will produce,” he said, as if
he were thinking aloud. “Instead of being tidily extinct for
fifty thousand years, our poor cousins survived into modern
times. Fantastic! Our whole timetable will have to be rewrit-
ten. . . .” His voice died away. His eyes focused on Prof.
Sanzmann, nodding his head, sniffling happily, as he tied up
his package.

“Incidentally, my dear Professor,” he said, “before you
leave, I must show you some interesting potsherds that were
dug up not a mile from here. You will be fascinated. Aztec
influences! This way . . . mind the stairs. I am afraid our cel-
lar is not very well arranged at present; we have been recata-
loguing. . . . This fascinating collection formerly belonged to
a pioneer figure, the late Mr. Tatum Tompkins.”

Behind a small mountain of packing cases, Dr. Turbyfil
dealt Prof. Sanzmann a swift blow on the temple with one of
Uncle Tatum’s tomahawks. The scholar fell without a sound,
his rosy lips opened upon an unuttered aspirate. Dr. Turbyfil
made shift to bury him in the farthest corner of the cellar, and
to pile upon his grave such a pyramid of uncatalogued horrors
as need not, God and Godbody willing, be disturbed for sev-
eral centuries.









INTRODUCTION

to

“The Phoenix and the Mirror”
(Chapter Eight)

When I finished this book I said to Grania, my then-wife,* “T
have just finished the book which will crown my career, win
me the Hugo [award], and make me famous.” I was serious,
too. I don’t know if it crowned my career or not, but it cer-
tainly did not make me famous or win me the Hugo. The
Hugo (for that matter: and the Nebula) for the year Phoenix
was published was won by Ursula K. Le Guin for The Left
Hand of Darkness—a far-outstanding book, one of the true en-
chantments. As I wrote to her thereafter, “I should not at all
have minded my book coming in second to yours, but I
minded that it was not even in the running.” Mrs. Le Guin
replied, “Keep on with Vergil Magus and I am sure it will
bring you the credit it deserves; I only hope that by that time
you will not be eighty, like Tolkien, or dead, like Peake.” And
I said of course that I also hoped.

I have “kept on with Vergil Magus,” the name of the com-
plete corpus of which Phoenix forms a part; a trinity of trilo-
gies is projected and planned. But I have not kept on writing
the rest of the novels. I have kept on gathering my materials
for the background of the medieval Vergil Legend, and, as

¢ whose assistance, along with that of others mentioned in the book,
I desire again to acknowledge.
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of the date I write this (July 19, 1977), I have at hand twenty-
five large notebooks and over five thousand file cards bearing
on the matter: the ensuing year of my life is to be mainly
devoted to reworking it all, going backward over it at an angle,
and so producing, both systematically and by inspiration, The
Encyclopedia of the World of Vergil Magus—

—it has been revealed to me, for example, that Byzantium
was named after the vyzant or wisant, the European bison,

whose image appeared on its coins . . . that the Mage Vergil
invented the navigators’ compass . . . that he sought to break
the ban on alum because he used it in his alchemy . . . that

when the Negus and the Soldan between them had shut up
the Gates of the Erythraean Sea, Vergil kept the other key
. . . that—

But I must stop. By revelation and by research (many be-
side me must know that the King of Mali’s five thousand
horses had each its own copper urinal; that Archimedes
burned the Roman ships not by “mirrors” but by burnished
shields; and that the Corridors of the Cumaean Sybil, so long
buried as to sink them almost into myth, were rediscovered
this very century), by research and by revelation reckoning
perhaps five references per file card, I have now accumulated
about 25,000 data.

It is now up to me to get them into order during this next
year of my life, upon the generous soil of Virginia, where the
College of William and Mary has appointed me for that pe-
riod of time its Writer-in-Residence. In this I am very fortu-
nate. I am very humble. And I am very proud.



The Phoenix and the Mirror
(Chapter Eight)

The admiralty office had informed Vergil’s courier that Ser-
gius Amadeus, Lord-of-the-Sea, commanding the Fleet of the
South, would receive him and his request provided he arrived
before noon.

Accordingly, well before that hour, the day after the puz-
zling interview with Queen Cornelia, he set out in state to pay
his visit. No formality had been neglected. He wore his doc-
toral robes, and the golden chain signifying his rank as honor-
ary member of the Senate; in one hand he carried the bag of
purple silk, embroidered with the Imperial monogram, in
which were his letters of state; and in the other was the bac-
culum, or wand, of hazelwood, symbolic of his association
with the Order. The Imperial Navy was not what it had been,
but ritual things were yet important.

He neither went afoot nor on horseback, but rode in a litter
carried by six bearers, with two footmen preceding and two
following; these four with staves in their hands. The whole
team of ten had been selected and trained by a famous and
luxury-loving old proconsul, Lentonius, when Governor of
Lesser Nubia. Freed by virtue of a testamentary manumission
of old Lentonius, who also left them perpetual stipends, they
hired out their services for special occasions.

They moved smoothly enough in the hilly, narrow streets,
but on entering the broad and level range of Kings Way, they
slipped immediately into their intricate and ritual pace, said
to have been derived from that in use at the courts of the
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Candaces, the Queens of Cush, whose territory was adjacent
to that of Lesser Nubia. They took a step forward, halted,
drew the other foot slowly up to an exact parallel; paused;
stepped forward on the other foot.

So they made their slow, almost hieratic way through the
crowded morning streets. The people responded in their indi-
vidual ways—some by ignoring the sight; some with awe;
some with fear; some with shouted comments (not always re-
spectful), and with quips, taking advantage of that tradition
of Naples which held that Fate and Fortune—having be-
stowed wealth or power—compensated those who received nei-
ther with the right to be free of tongue about either.

So they passed by fishmongers with baskets full of squirm-
ing sardines; processions of schoolboys off to take lessons in
archery, swordsmanship, or harp-playing; porters bowed be-
neath loads of charcoal; peripatetic vendors of woven stuffs,
displaying lengths of yellow broadcloth and striped cotton; a
squad of gentlemen crossbowmen marching out to a target
shoot; swarms of children with dirty arms, dirty legs, and
dirty noses, who had never seen the inside of a school and
never would.

It was one of those—or so he thought—who came running
up and jumped and darted to attract his attention, crying,
“Lord! Lordl” A grubby boy who might have been ten, or
perhaps a stunted twelve.

Placing his wand in his lap, the Magus began to grope auto-
matically for a small coin, when the boy leaped up, seized the
frame of the litter, and pulled himself in. The footmen broke
pace and came to drag him out, but the boy eluded them.

“Lord!” he exclaimed. “Your house is on firel”

“What!”

“For true, lord—it burns, it burns!”

Vergil called to the bearers to let him down, to fetch him a
horse; instead, at a word in their own language, they wheeled
about in an instant—the fore footmen clearing a way with
shouts and gestures—and set off, back the way they came, at
an effortless run. Old Lentonius had trained them well.
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Soon enough Vergil saw the plume of smoke; he could not
have told exactly that it was his house, but it was in the right
direction. Fire! He thought of his books, collected with
infinite pains and expense from all the known world. Of his
machinery and engines, constructed with loving labor over the
course of the years—there were not three men alive who could
reconstruct them; perhaps there were not even two. He ran
over, in his mind, the experiments and works in progress—that
of the speculum majorum had barely begun, was only one of
many: there were some of such long duration and great deli-
cacy that to interrupt them even briefly was to destroy them.
He thought of his cunningly wrought water system, his globes
of light, his automatons, homunculi, horlogues, his mandrakes,
his instruments, equipment . . . his furniture and personal
gear, his objects of art. . . . And he thought of his three
master workmen: Tynus, Iohan, and Perrin, any one of whom
was worth an Imperial ransom.

And all of whom were flesh and blood—friends—had fami-
lies. . . .

News of the fire had spread, crowds were thicker, the foot-
men cried out their coming in unison, voices rising higher
than the noise of the crowds, cleared a path for the bearers—
who, saving their breath, spoke not a word, but loped along.

The Street of the Horse-Jewelers was a contrast between
plan and panic. Some there were whose houses lay at the ex-
tremities, safe of fire for hours, probably—who had procured
carts and wagons and were carrying their movable property to
places of safety. There were others, such as Appolonio the
loriner, and the tavernkeeper of the Sun and Wagon, a notori-
ous old rogue named Prosenna—whose places lay adjacent to
Vergil’s house, and these had formed a bucket brigade from
the Fountain of Cleo. The leathern vessels, brimming, splash-
ing, passed rapidly along the line of men, which vanished
from sight through the open door of the House of the Brazen
Head.

Shouts and cries, not all of alarm and fear, filled the smoky
air,
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From her roof, old Dame Allegra caught sight of Vergil,
coming up from below as fast as the Nubians could part the
crowd (“Abrech!” the fore footmen shouted, a cry as ancient
as the Crown of Egypt; “Abrech! Abrech!”).

“My lord!” she screamed. “My lord! Greek fire! A charm] A
spelll A tetragrammaton! Greek fire] My lord! Greek fire!”

The bearers forged steadily through the swarm tll they
reached the foot of the steps. A word—they brought down the
poles from shoulder-height to the length of their lowered arms;
before he could get out, at another word, they knelt. Vergil
raced up the steps. They placed the litter down against the
wall, stood in front of it with folded arms. Their dedication
was perfect, but it did not include fighting fires.

The men at the door of the balcony of the great hall, from
which smoke came billowing, saw Vergil appear in their
midst. Before they could say a word to him or to each other,
he had vanished into the obscurity where blackness was from
time to time shot through with a red and orange tongue of
flame. Sweaty, sooty, coughing, they continued to receive the
leather buckets of water, to dash them forward over the bal-
cony, to return them down the line.

At length he reappeared. “Enough,” he said. “Stop!” They
had fallen into a rhythm from which his words could not
remove them. He seized the wrists of the man in front. “The
fire is out!” he cried. “It’s out!”

They gaped at him. Then the man whose wrists he held
said, “Sir . . . the smoke . . .”

“The smoke will be a long time in going away. But the fire
is out.” He raised his voice. “The fire is out! Men—friends,
neighbors, strangers—I thank you for your work of saving my
house. Let Prosenna bring out his best wine and I will pay for
it, and for an ox—"

“There are embers enough to roast him, for sure,” someone
said. A burst of laughter followed; died away, uncertainly, as
they gazed at the buckets in their hands, suddenly become an
encumbrance. After a moment the brigade took up its work
again, now returning them as full as they got them.
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From out in the haze, in rustic accents, perhaps those of a
wagoner, a comment—“You may thank us, sir, it be your cour-
tesy to do so . . . but we all knows it weren’t our work as put
the fire out. You'd only to return and douse it with a spell.
All's we did was keep it in check till then.” A murmur of
agreement followed. A familiar figure approached through the
murk—Iohan.

“Master, it was Greek fire,” he said. “A projectile—"

“Ah,” the countryman agreed. “A sallymandros, it were.
Bain't that a Greek word? I see un and I heard un, a-flyin’ and
a-flamin’ through the air. I tell ’ee—"

“I haven't time, I must get back at once—the Admiral-"
Even as he spoke, Vergil was moving. He glanced at an hor-
logue. It showed close to noon. He broke into a run. The floor
was slippery with water, but he held his footing until he
reached the stairs. And there he lost it . . .

Sergius Amadeus, Lord-of-the-Sea, commanding the Fleet
of the South, stood on the quarter-deck of his flagship and
squinted shoreward suspiciously. Everything he wore was
white and freshly starched. At length he pointed a hairy,
freckled hand.

“What's that cockleshell craft approaching us so fast from
astern?” he demanded.

Bonifavio, the ship’s navigator, followed the gesture. “An it
please Your Lordship, looks to me like a Punic ship’s boat,” he
said.

The Admiral continued to look suspicious. He never fully
trusted anything on shore, near shore, or coming from shore.
“She wouldn’t be overhauling us if this damned wind hadn’t
dropped so damned low,” he said. “Who’s that aboard of her,
clutching that gear in his hand and dressed in all that flum-
mery?”

“An it please Your Lordship,” Bonifavio said, “I do b’lieve
it’s that famous mage, as they call him. Vergil, he is by name.
Them would be his doctor’s uniform, what he’s got on, me
lord.”
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“Damned chap broke an appointment with me this mom-
ing,” growled the Admiral. “Don’t like that. Shan’t let him
aboard. A woman, a white horse, and a witch doctor—bad
luck, all three, on shipboard. . . . Damn that wind! Where’s it
gone to?”

Bonifavio looked up at the drooping sails, looked aft to
where the craft steadily gained on them, its four oars flashing
in the sun. “An it please your Lordship,” he said, “the thought
what’s occurring to me is, maybe the mage has taken the
winds outen our sails so’s he could ketch up to us, in a manner
of speaking, me lord.”

Sergius Amadeus swore, stamped his foot, but made no ob-
jection to a line being thrown to the swift, slender little shell
when she overhauled his flagship. Then, suddenly deciding to
make the most of a bad matter, he invoked protocol. Two
trumpeters wound their horns and a company of spearmen
presented arms as Vergil, not indicating by anything in his
manner that his doctoral robes were filthy with soot and water
or that the blood on his bruised forehead was scarcely dry,
came aboard.

Vergil saluted the quarter-deck with his wand, extended the
pouch of purple silk to the Admiral, who touched it, did not
take it. “Neptune’s navel!l” he exclaimed, throwing protocol to
the winds. “What in Hades has happened to Your Sapience?
Flood, fire, and civil commotion, it looks like. . . . I trust the
Emperor’s enemies were not involved?” he added, suddenly
grim, seemingly prepared to put his ship about to grapple and
board anything reachable on a heavy dew.

“You'd better come below, sir,” he said, pretending not to
notice that Bonifavio had surreptitiously spat three times to
ward off the malign influences, then dipped his right great toe
in the water still dripping from Vergil’s robes to attract the
benign ones.

Briefly, in the Admiral’s cabin, the Magus explained his er-
rand.

The Lord-of-the-Sea was interested. “Speculum majorum,
heard something about ’em here and there,” he said. “Be use-
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ful to have one on board to see where enemy forces are lo-
cated. Sea-Huns, filthy swine. They stay out of my sea, I can
tell you, else I'd hang ’em up on high, directly I catch them—
only, of course, sometimes one can’t catch them, skittering
away like water bugs. Cyprus . . . Paphos port . . . Temple
of Aphrodite . . . ah-ah, Doctor!”~here he dug Vergil in the
ribs, guffawed—“there’s the kernel in the nut, eh? No? Hmm,
well, I'm sure Your Sapience won't take an old sea dog’s little
joke amiss. Surely you'll at least see the Temple? Respect all
religions, is my motto, believe in none. Sensible principle.
Still, you know, must say, after all, two thousand beautiful
priestesses! All ready, willing, able—and I must say—dextrous!
—to do their best to inspire male worshipers with love for
their goddess, hah-hah!”

The Admiral's wind-burned face took on an added glow of
recollection, which was, despite his disclaimer, almost pious.
Then he sighed. “Use of Imperial ships to get to Cyprus,
quite impossible, sir, sorry, like to be of assistance. Impos-
sible.”

“Why so, Lord-of-the-Sea?” asked Vergil.

Use of an Imperial ship, the Admiral explained to him
(looking up at the drooping sails with dismay, regret, and
semiconcealed impatience), was impossible without Imperial
consent. The Viceroy could no more give such consent than he
could coin money or issue patents of nobility. Letters of state
were one thing—pieces of parchment with pretty words on
them. But to risk one of the Emperor’s ships? Only the Em-
peror could permit it.

Vergil beat one fist into the other palm. “So we must send
to Rome,” he said, vexed. “A delay of—"

Sergius Amadeus interrupted him. “Sorry, sir, Rome’s no
good. Wasting your time, Rome. No official business been
done for weeks by the August House, and everyone knows
why . . . don’t you? NoP Surprised at Your Sapience. Well,
sir, the Crown and Staff—that is to say, the Emperor—has a
new girl, the Empress is wild, so himself has gone to Avignon
with his doxy. He likes ’em young, always has, no secret. And
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herself is not only long in the tooth, but bad-tempered about
it. That’s a fault I could never abide in women, so why should
the Emperor? Of course, this is just a bit of fun and games,
this latest girl, it won't last—but the scuttlebutt has it that the
Imperial marriage won't, either, don’t you see. . . .”

Muttering polite phrases, Vergil rose to leave. The Admiral
accompanied him topside. Again, the trumpets sounded, the
spearmen presented arms, and Vergil prepared to descend
into the boat.

“You understand, then,” the Admiral said, “that with-
holding the ship is not of my doing. Rules, you know. Regula-
tions.”

“Yes, yes. Certainly. Thank you for—"

The face of the Lord-of-the-Sea grew redder than usual.
“Then perhaps you’ll be good enough,” he said, in a low bel-
low, “to give me my wind back! I've got to make my inspec-
tion tour of the damned fleet, and—"

The wind flapped into the sails with loud cracks. The flag-
ship gave a lurch. Vergil almost tumbled into the boat. Ser-
gius Amadeus shouted his thanks. “’Ware the Huns!” his
voice came over the widening gap. “No quarter! And don't
pass up the Temple! Two thousand . . .” His voice vanished
into the wind, but his gestures were unmistakable.

The Bay of Naples was, for once, its famous blue. Rocked,
but not violently, by the wind and water, Vergil pondered. The
subject of his thoughts were the words of old, mad Allegra,
which he had almost forgotten. “It's the Empire thats
wanted.” By Cornelia? It had made no sense at the time. How
could the widow of an obscure frontier king, daughter of a
provincial doge, aspire to the Empire?

But if Admiral Amadeus should be right, if his scuttlebutt
was correct, if the Imperial Consortium was going to break
up by reason of the Empress’s inability to accept the Emperor’s
infidelity, then—then, perhaps, more than just a gleam of light
could be shed on the cat woman’s quasi-oracular pro-
nouncement. If there was a chance for a new consort to the
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August House, then there was indeed a chance at the Empire.
The current consort had no interest in politics, had never
used her influence for any more than the award of minor posts
to members of her not very influential family. Nothing inter-
ested her greatly, except the Emperor—and she could not
bring herself to recognize that he was not, could not, be sepa-
rated from his appetites. An aging, angry woman . . . and a
barren one!

Surely, though, it was absurd to expect that Cornelia had
any hopes of wearing the crown matrimonial herself? She
must be older than the one who wore it now. Though was not
barren .

Of course. Of course! Of course! Vergil saw again the curi-
ous, calm look that had passed between Cornelia and the
Viceroy Agrippa at the stag hunt, when Doge Tauro—display-
ing Laura’s miniature and so loudly boasting—had hinted,
broadly, that he and Cornelia’s daughter would wed. What
could be more natural than that the daughter of a doge of
Naples should desire to see her own daughter its dogessa?
Why, that she should desire to see that daughter Empress;
that was what.

The reigning sovereign never desired more than an excuse
to slough off cares of state. How natural, how inevitable, that
he should—via a new, young, and beautiful wife—let those
cares slip into the hands of . . . say, the Viceroy Agrippa. He
would not object to becoming the husband of the ambitious
dowager, the step-father-in-law of the Emperor. Oh vyes, it
began to make sense; more and more sense . . . if an Imperial
marriage were intended for the Princess Laura, then a great
deal more was involved in finding her than maternal concern
(which appeared nonetheless genuine) and keeping open the
Great High Road. . . .

There was a polite cough. He looked up, blinked, suddenly
conscious of his sodden, filthy robes; of the fact that he was
tossing on the Bay of Naples, a quarter of a league (or al-
most) off shore.

“Pardon me, Captain An-Thon,” he said. “I'm obliged to
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you for your efforts. In fact, if I hadn’t been lucky enough to
find you and your ship’s boat by the Water Stairs—"

“Yes. Right.” The Red Man continued to call the strokes,
beating with his bolt of wood upon the gunwale, and, although
absently, as deftly as any water bailiff. The oarsmen bent to
their tasks, the cedar-skin skimmed swiftly over the sea. Vergil
returned to his own thoughts, did not emerge from them until
they were almost in port. Grain freighters in from Sicily and
not yet unladen wallowed heavily in the clotted waters of the
harbor, and then the oars flashed and the boat glided beneath
a figurehead carved in the shape of a grotesque and heavily
stylized bird.

“What ship is this? Why are we here?”

But An-Thon Saphir was already balanced on one foot in a
line, grasped Vergil's wrist, did not so much help as haul him
aboard. “Mine,” he said. “Why not?”

Vergil suddenly had neither mind nor stomach for display-
ing his present sorry condition again to the whole of Naples.
Clean clothes and a chance to wash off blood and grime were
certainly available on board the Red Man’s ship.

The Red Man led his guest to a cabin carved in cedarwood
that came from scented Lebanon, and did the valet’s part
while Vergil stripped off his clammy garments and bathed in
water containing nard and calamus. Offered his pick of the
captain’s closet, he chose a suit in the local and current mode
—fawn-colored shirt and tights, and a black doublet with sil-
ver laces.

This done, “I smell fire,” said the host, leading him to a
place on deck where the sail had been rigged as an awning,
for shade. They took seats on the cushions spread out upon a
red rug, and the Phoenician poured wine and held out a plat-
ter of olives, raisins, and small dried cakes.

“I do not doubt it.”

“Each fire has its own odor . .. and this one stinks of
Byzantium. Have you been there, by some mage-like art? Or
has Byzant fire been brought to you? A gift, I should say,
which you did not request, and which brings to my mind
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what one of the priests of Tyre, Léo-Cohan by name, said
during that fatal siege: ‘Beware the Greeks when they come
bearing gifts.””

Vergil, nose dipped into wine goblet, reflected that mad
old Dame Allegra had shrieked of Greek fire, and he told the
Red Man so. The latter listened to his account of the
conflagration at the House of the Brazen Head, then said,
“Well, certainly, it’s possible that it was a salamanderos. But
it’s not likely. It takes seven years to hatch one, and, besides,
who in Neapolis has the craft to carry out such a project? You
and Dr. Clemens. It wasn’t either one who did this day’s
work.

“No—I think your man Iohan was correct. It must have
been done with a projectile—a bolt of iron, likely, wrought to
carry tow steeped in the Grecian fire. As to who is so skilled in
artillery that his catapult could find your house at first at-
tempt, I cannot say. An appeal or at least an inquiry to the
Doge’s Master at Arms might produce results. In the mean-
while you appealed to Admiral Amadeus. Do you care to say
with what results?”

The bosun of the ship alongside, a black man, came to the
cancel and, leaning upon his massive arms, exchanged greet-
ings in the Punic dialect with Ebbed-Saphir; and stayed there,
at rest, regarding them with untroubled eyes.

“He said I would have to appeal to Caesar, but that Caesar
was disporting himself in Southern Gaul, beyond the vexa-
tious reach of appeals.”

“Where will you get your ship, then, for Cyprus? Do you
know of any private shipmaster who might agree to such a
perilous voyager”

Vergil shook his head, looked at the Red Man.

Who said, “I understand your mind. And I am agreeable. It
would be a straight commercial transaction—one thousand
ducats for the charter, and the customary demurrage fees if
we remain in Cyprus longer than a fortnight. The risk is great,
and I can’t chance—without protecting myself—missing my
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customary cargoes by reason of a late return. What do you
say?”

In reply, Vergil gave him his hand. The man took it, then
said, hesitating a moment, “There is a condition. I can’t afford
trouble with the copper cartel. My connection has to remain a
secret one, We'll have to rendezvous off Messina, and off Mes-
sina is where I'll have to leave you upon our return . . . if we
return.”

The Phoenician’s ship seemed a good one. It would not be
easy to get another. Vessels plied constantly between Naples
and Messina, and it was worth the inconvenience. He asked
one or two more questions; then gave his hand once more.
“Remember,” said the Red Man. “No one must know. No
one.”

“No one need know. And no one shall.”

The black bosun of the Sicilian freighter rowed him ashore.
He spoke a word or two of Latin, not more; and, though
declining with a grin Vergil’s offer of money, accepted with
an even wider grin a jack of wine when put before him.

The Street of the Horse-Jewelers had not quite returned to
normal when Vergil got back. Though the ox was reduced to
bones being cracked for marrow, the wine still flowed. Allegra’s
cats lay about her feet, too stuffed to move. She waved him a
greeting, so busily finishing a spit of tripes that she couldn’t
talk. Flagons were lifted toward him as he passed, and winey
voices pledged his health and commended his generosity. One
or two offered to put out as many fires as he cared to name, at
the same reward.

He felt a tug at the hem of his doublet, and, looking down,
saw one of the swarming children who had gathered around
the ox roast like flies. Doubtless they, too, had been given their
share; if not, they would have stolen it. The state of this one’s
face—grease over the original grime—indicated that he had no
complaints in this wise.

“Child, have you eaten enough beef?”

A vigorous nod. “Enough for this whole year, lord.”
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Acting on what he thought was a reminder that hunger,
unlike ox roasts, was a frequent visitor, Vergil put his hand to
his purse. The gesture made him think that he had made it
more than once before that day. Boncar, the black bosun . . .
who else and where else?

“You are the boy who ran to tell me of the firel” he ex-
claimed. The child gave a vigorous nod, looked at him with
keen, bright eyes, large in his pinched face. “What is your
name?” he asked.

“Morlinus, lord.”

“I offered you money before and you did not take it. There
is, in fact, scarcely enough money in Naples to pay you. Have
you a family for whom you want something done?”

Morlinus shook his head. “I work the bellows for Lothar,”
he said, naming a small baker of the district. “He gives me
bread and a place to sleep. But what I want—I'd like’—he
hesitated, then words came out in a rush—“lord, I'd like to be
a magus, too! And I can’t even read.”

The smell of the fire hung heavy in the house. To Iohan,
Vergil said, “I hope the damage was not great.”

“No, sir. Fortunately, But there was a loss of good seasoned
timber.” Behind him, in the murk, an apprentice sat, still
weighing bits of charcoal in the scale, still checking the hour-
glass before adding them to the fire beneath the closed vessel.

Vergil pointed to him. “Was much time lost from that?”
Four years the steady fire had burned, and there were two yet
to go before the year in which the heat would be slowly re-
duced, then the six months of cooling.

“Sir, no time was lost from that at all.”

Vergil looked at the man’s back. Thus he had sat and per-
formed his careful tasks in the early day; thus he had sat, con-
centrating and carrying out when the projectile came sound-
ing and crashing; and, while the flames rose and the smoke
billowed, he—not knowing but what the very house might
burn around and above and beneath him—or, rather, utterly
confident that his master’s craft and cunning would prevent
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any such thing from happening—had continued to sit, intent
and diligent.

“Have him take his pick among the small instruments in my
cabinet,” Vergil said. “Astrolabe, horlogue, or be it what it
may. If it is silver, have it enchased in gold. If gold, in silver,
If neither, then in both. And upon the chasement let the en-
graver write the single word Faithful.”

He turned to the boy at his side. “Morlinus, could you serve
like that? Carefully, and without fear?”

The boy hesitated, then said, “Sir—lord—I would try to be
very careful-careful. But I would probably be a little bit
afraid.”

The Magus smiled. “Iohan, start this one off as a forge boy,
and have someone teach him his letters—just Latin ones for a
start. Greek, Hebrew, Etruscan, Saracen, Runic, the character
of Bouge, and the others, can wait till he has encompassed
ciphering. If he learns well, advance him. If he learns ill, he
shall have a place at the forge as long as he cares to keep it,
with food, clothing, lodging, and wages.”

The boy gaped, wide-eyed, said nothing.

“If you learn well,” said Iohan, voice rumbling in his great
chest, “then you shall lodge with me. And if you learn ill’—he
bent his huge arm till the muscle swelled—“then I shall beat
you until you learn well.”

Morlinus rolled his eyes, trying to take all in at once. He
swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing in his scrannel throat, and
in a thin voice he said, “I give you leave.”

Again, Vergil smiled. “Iohan, send word to Dr. Clemens
that I am leaving soon and would like to see him even sooner.
Perrin, Tynus, judge when it is best suited that I speak to the
men about affairs during my absence, and tell me awhile in
advance. You have helped me arrange my gear for a journey
before, and I will have you help me for this one.”

But he had never made a journey like this one before, and
deeply and dismally he knew it.
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“No,” said Mrs. Nolte, who had been with the firm for quite
some time, “that’s certainly no matter to take up the first thing
with Old Herbert. What the first thing he ever learned was,
‘Buy at ninety days, sell at thirty days,” and if you come up
with some notion of how to buy at say ninety-one days and
sell at say twenty-nine days, then he’d be the very first partner
you want to talk to. But not about serving any little sand-
wiches with the coffee break, no. Not him. Not him.”

Marlene, who was new at The Trefoil Company, said,
“Well, I didn’t know. My brother-in-law’s sister was the one
who showed me this clipping, from the house newspaper
where he works, and it’s got a lot of figures in it: so I thought,
Old Herbert.”

Mrs. Nolte took Marlene and the clipping in with her to see
Mr. George and talk about it. Mrs. Nolte didn’t want all the
credit if the idea went over, and she didn’t want all the blame
if it didn’t.

“‘Brightens the coffee break and adds to employee
e