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INTRODUCTION

The writing of this Introduction has been avoidably delayed
by our having taken up temporary residence at a small city of
the State of Mexico in the friendly Republic of the same name.
An unlikelier setting for writing about Science Fiction could not
easily be found on short notice (which is all we’re giving you:
defeated, you may sit back now without further struggle and
just read)—a narrow-gauge steam railroad whistles its way
through burro-iferous streets which may, conceivably, have been
paved during the Juarez Administration or the reign of Maxi-
milian which interrupted it; and, over choo-choo train, donkeys,
muddy lanes, sixteenth-century church, serape’d Indios and all,
broods the great blue bulk of cloud-shrouded Popocatepetl. It is
very pleasant here and I would issue a general invitation to
come join or at least visit us, except that I am not crazy and
don’t want a bunch of tourists flocking in to Spoil the Natives
and Raise the Prices. Stay at home, buy the book, buy The Maga-
zine, we'll all be much better off; right?

The stories which you are about to read in this rich com-
pendium represent the thirteenth year of The Magazine’s pub-
lication and the second year of my own editorship. They have
been two valuable and rewarding years to me, and I hope they
have been ones in which standards and productions have not
fallen much behind those of previous years. During this time I
have begun to learn the editor’s craft or art, and yet during this
time I have had to continue to learn the writer’s art or craft.
They have, I hope, been two lenses to a clearer vision.

If you have read these Annuals before, you will be pleased to
see again the names of old friends, such as Richard McKenna,
Ron Goulart, Alfred Bester, Avram Davidson, Karen Anderson,
Zenna Henderson, and J. G. Ballard. If, on the other hand, it is






We said of a writer in our first review for The Magazine, “Mr.
is not Montague Rhodes James—but then, who is?” The answer
may well be, “P. M. Hubbard.” It is not a case of reincarnation, for
Mr. Hubbard was a grown man when the late Provost of Eton died;
it is certainly not a case of imitation: the author of the poignant
BOTANY BAY does not need imitate anyone—and, in fact, does
not. It is simply that no one else writing in the long generation which
has passed since James’s death has until now equalled, or even come
close to equalling, that mastery of the historical and the horrid which
made the author of Ghost Stories of An Antiquary so justly famous.
Mr. Hubbard, on request, writes of himself, “Born in England,
9.11.10. Brought up and educated in Channel Islands. Classical de-
gree, Oxford. Newdigate Prize, 1933. Government service in India
(Punjab) 1934 to 1947. Part of the steel frame—personal rule on
horseback over hundreds of square miles—that sort of thing, includ-
ing capital powers as a criminal judge. Home in 1947. (A month’s
home-leave in 13 years—the war got in the way.) Various adminis-
trative jobs, including, latterly, chief executive of a national manu-
facturers’ organization. Started writing for PUNCH in 1950, and
have since contributed hundreds of things, from Parliamentary re-
ports to sentimental verse. Now for the second time trying to make a
go of it as a whole-time writer. Anything from children’s fiction to
industrial reports. My first novel (a thriller of sorts) just accepted
for publication this autumn. Married, three children, two grand-
children. Like making things with my hands, planting and tending
trees, swimming, sailing. Have cottage in Cornwall. Expect to die
early in 1965, but I may crawl away over the sea yet . . .” We trust
and hope that Mr. Hubbard’s prophecy in the first part of this last
sentence will prove false; for illumination of the second part it will be
necessary for readers to complete the reading of this story. This, we
predict, will be impossible to avoid doing, once they have well begun
this lovely and horrifying tale of the summer resident, the black ship,
the white, white shipmaster, the thing in the hold which droned and
wrought, and the golden brick . . .




THE GOLDEN BRICK
by P. M. Hubbard

PenuarRrOW 1S ONE OF THOSE Cornish fishing villages that have
long ceased to look anywhere but inland for their livelihood.
The sea is still there, and the granite-walled harbour, and the
granite cottages with roofs of local slate cemented into a solid
sheet that is as impermeable and almost as heavy as lead flashing.
There are boats in the harbour, and the boats go to sea, weather
permitting, and some of them even bring in mackerel and lob-
sters for quick cash sales at holiday prices. But the money comes
from up-country. London and Birmingham and Manchester
make the money and bring it to Penharrow to spend. The Cor-
nish are still a curiously simple people, considering the natural
advantages heaven has given them. They have preserved their
Duchy as much from a natural conservatism as from any com-
mercial instinct; and they give their visitors good value for money
because they are naturally hospitable, even on a cash basis. Lon-
don and Birmingham and Manchester like getting value for their
money, and so continue to bring it to Penharrow to spend. The
thing is self-perpetuating so long as the Cornish don’t lose their
simplicity and over-reach themselves.

On the afternoon of Good Friday my family went on an ex-
pedition inland and left me to my own devices. I throw in the
family, because this too is supposed to indicate stability and re-
liability, though in my experience marriage, like other restrictive
practices, is a great breeding-ground of untruth. I had the dinghy
out with the outboard, and was going to potter round into a
neighbouring cove and, if the sun was hot enough, risk a quick
swim. Given fine weather the Cornish air is as soft as silk at
Easter, but the Gulf Stream doesn’t come this way noticeably,
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and the sea will defy any but the adventurous or masochistic for
some months yet. Not being particularly either, I preferred to
get somewhere where I could take my time over it and change
my mind as often as I wanted before I committed myself. Hence
the idea of pottering round into a neighbouring cove.

The ketch came round the headland just as I headed out of
the harbour. She was motoring, of course, but the mainsail and
mizzen were stowed along the booms and there was a jib on a
roller. She looked thoroughly seaworthy. She was completely
black, even the cabin-top, and must have been all of twenty tons.
To say, now, that she looked sinister is almost certainly being
wise after the event, but she didn’t look like a yachting holiday.
She looked workmanlike, lived-in and slightly evasive. Curiosity
being the first rule of the amateur sailor, I headed towards her.

I was still some distance from her when I saw that she had lost
way and all but stopped. A man climbed out of the cockpit, ran
forward and let go an anchor just as the ebb tide took hold of
her. She slipped back to the length of cable he gave her and sat
there, tide-rode. She would still have plenty under her, even at
full low. It was all very neat and efficient. I sat in the middle of
the boat with the extension tiller in my hand and my bows well
in the water. I know it is amusing to sit in the stern-sheets and
wave your bows in the air, but it doesn’t really pay, and I have
got past the stage of wanting to be amusing in a boat, or any-
where else much for that matter. The man stood in the bows of
the ketch and watched me coming towards him.

It was one of those curious mental encounters you get some-
times with a man you haven’t spoken to. There was I heading
straight for him and there was he standing watching me, with the
green water slipping past him on either hand along the black
topsides of his ship. If I altered course, I should be patently avoid-
ing him. If I went on, I should have to go alongside and speak to
him. I couldn’t do anything else. I didn’t want to do either.

He wore black to the neck, wrists and ankles, but all of him
that showed was white. I don’t mean merely that he was a white
man in the racial sense. He was quite colourless, so that his eyes
and even, as he tilted his head back, his nostrils showed dark,
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like cavities in a white-washed wall. For a man that spent his
time at sea this didn’t seem right. My far sight is not as good as it
was, but I got the impression of a thin face and close-cropped
hair. I suddenly saw a way out. I could alter course and pass wide
of him, but wave without speaking as I went.

I don’t know how far I was from him. He smiled, and I held
on my course. The smile split the white surface like a running
crack. It wasn’t an attractive smile, but it established personal
contact as effectively as if he had hailed me. There was nothing
for it now but speech. His face was getting clearer every moment,
but this did not seem to improve it. I slipped the clutch of the
outboard and sidled up to him on the ebb.

He had a slightly prissified voice. He leaned over and said, “Do
you want to buy a golden brick?” I got hold of his anchor cable,
so that the tide swung my bows gently against his. When I
looked up, I found that he was staring straight down at me. I got
the feeling that he hadn’t taken his eyes off my face since he came
round the headland. He was still smiling. He was, as I had
thought, entirely white.

I said, “I tell you what. I'll swap it for some oil-shares. Fabu-
lous new gusher no one’s heard of yet. Or I've a Maharani’s pearl
necklace I want to get rid of. We ought to be able to think up
something.”

He did not smile any more or any less. He said, “Hold on a
minute,” and disappeared inboard. There must have been a fore-
hatch. He didn’t go back along the deck. Then he re-appeared
over the side and handed me down a parcel. It was smaller than
a brick, of course, but of the same general proportions, wrapped
in brown paper and strongly tied with what looked like whip-
ping twine. He said, “Got it? It's heavy.”

It was heavy—so heavy I almost let it go, but I lowered it
safely to the floor-boards between my feet and looked up at him
again. He was not smiling so much now, but did not seem able
to leave off entirely. He said, “Sell it for what it will fetch and
give me half, will you? Don’t bother about a receipt.”

“Why don’t you sell it yourself?” I said. My one wish now was
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to cast off and lose sight of him, but I couldn’t help asking the
obvious question.

“Can’t leave the ship, not just at present. But it’s all right. I
know I can trust you.”

I did not find it possible to comment on this. I thought for a
bit and said, “Where do you reckon I can sell a golden brick in
Penharrow?”

“Nowhere. But Clanbridge will be all right. Try Clanbridge
tomorrow. I'll be in again about this time on Monday.”

“Can I get you anything from the shops? A packet of sugar or
a tin of beans?”

“No. No, thank you. I only want the money. I've got every-
thing else I want.”

I thought about this for a moment. “Yes,” I said, “I believe I'm
with you there. I've got everything else I want, probably, bar the
money.”

“Good. That’s all right, then. See you on Monday.” His head
disappeared and I let go the cable, fending myself off from the
black sides of the ketch. Once clear, I dropped in the clutch and
motored away down the ebb. I remembered afterwards that I
hadn’t noticed the name.

The cove was deserted all right and the afternoon sun struck
straight down through the green water. I cut the engine and
drifted in until the bows took the dense sand. It shelved so steeply
here that the stern was still in a foot or more of water. I took off
my shoes, rolled up my cotton slacks (it still wasn’t weather for
shorts) and stood up. Then I remembered the parcel and stooped
to pick it up off the floor-boards. Once again the weight took me
by surprise and put me off balance. The boat, pivoted on her
bow, rocked violently and I let everything go and sat down heav-
ily on the centre thwart.

The parcel fell clear of the stern and went to the bottom in
one motion. That's really the best way I can describe it. Nor-
mally if you drop a parcel into water it hits the surface with a
splash and either floats a moment until it settles, or at least
checks and drifts down in slow time, especially in dense Atlantic
water. This went straight to the sand, wrappings and all, as if the
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water wasn’t there. It sat on the bottom looking up at me, with
the odd bubble drifting slowly up out of the folds in the paper.

I fished it out and carried it up the tiny beach. Then I sat down
and picked at the seaman’s knots in the soaked twine. I can never
cut string if it is at all capable of being untied. The soggy paper
rubbed off under my fingers and something gleamed through it.
Then the knots gave and I unwrapped the thing. One doesn’t
handle gold much nowadays, more’s the pity. Its loveliness has
made it an economists’ symbol and driven it underground into
the vaults of the international monetary system. So I couldn’t
tell, and of course my whole mind was hell-bent on an alterna-
tive explanation. But the thing looked golden. It felt stone-cold
and unbelievably dense.

It was nothing like brick-size by modern standards, though it
might have made one of those small Roman bricks that the early
English dug in quantity out of the ruins of Verulamium and built
into the rose-red tower of St. Albans Abbey. It wasn’t smooth by
any means. The surface had a pronounced grain, as though it
was wood. I seized on this almost in desperation. (My incredulity
was fighting a last ditch rearguard action, and I didn’t like it.) I
thought it might be a wood-block, weighted and in some way or
other given a gold skin. I had my swim, half anaesthetised by my
mental preoccupation against the alarming cold of that placid
sun-shot water. When I turned Penharrow Point, the ketch was
nowhere to be seen.

I put the parcel in my bottom drawer and did not tell my wife
about it. It wasn’t a blonde I had collected in Penharrow Bay,
and I could not bear to share my mental agitation with any-
one. Later I got a loose hacksaw blade that I knew was in the
boot of the car, retired to guaranteed privacy and sawed off a
corner of the block. The steel went straight in and made almost
no sound at all. It was golden right through the cut, but the
grain was still there. I collected the dust on a piece of paper,
screwed it into a ball and with magnificent nonchalance washed
it down the water-closet.

Clanbridge is quite a town by West Country standards. I took
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out the tiny yellow pyramid I had cut off the corner of the block
and put it on the glass counter of a respectable jeweller’s, above
the engagement rings and the more expensive Swiss watches. I
said, “Can you tell me what this is—I mean, what the metal is?”
The dark, earnest young man had almost London clothes but a
soft local voice. He screwed a glass in his eye and said, “It looks
like gold. Did you think it was gold, then?”

“I wanted to make sure.”

He called an older but equally earnest man out of the back of
the shop. “Mr. Tremayne,” he said, “the gentleman wants to
know, is this gold?”

M:r. Tremayne gave me a penetrating once-over and took the
pyramid back into some sort of workshop. He came back carry-
ing it flat on the palm of his hand and looking at me with more
reservations than ever.

“’Tis gold,” he said. “Very pure gold indeed. Not jeweller’s
gold, you understand? Too soft, for one thing. And too expen-
sive.” He pushed the pyramid back at me and waited for my ex-
planation.

I said, “What’s it worth?” He told me its weight and current
value. By our middle-class standards we could have lived on that
pyramid for quite some time. He said, “There’s salt on it. It’s
been in the sea, I reckon.”

I nodded. I could see which way his mind was running. Corn-
wall has collected more wrecks in its time than almost any bit of
coast in the world, and the treasure-ship and the Spanish gal-
leon are always in the back of the Cornish mind, even now. I
wondered whether this was in fact the explanation. The white
man could have found something and be playing it cautiously,
but it left a lot of questions unanswered.

I thanked Mr. Tremayne politely and went out without an ex-
planation. It was cruel to leave him like that, but I had no alter-
native, being if anything in a worse case than he was. I wondered
whether he would tell anybody, but it did not seem to matter
either way.

I did a rough calculation on the weight and value of the whole
brick and looked till I found a jeweller in Tregantle Street much
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smaller and less respectable than Mr. Tremayne. The man was
just right. He came out of his back room sideways and sidled
along the counter looking at me across the bridge of his nose with
his further eye. I lowered the brick carefully on to the counter,
overstated its weight and asked him his price. He did not say
anything except to challenge me on the weight. We weighed it
on ordinary kitchen scales, and he breathed heavily through his
nose the whole time. I agreed the weight, told him his first price
was nonsense and accepted an offer equal to about two-thirds of
the proper value. He didn’t even have to go to the bank for the
money. He had it all, dirty but current. I stuffed it into my coat
pocket and left him breathing heavier than ever. He must have
been the only person who gained anything out of the entire
transaction.

On the Monday afternoon the tide was three hours higher,
but I saw the black ketch anchored well out in the deep water
beyond Penharrow Point. There was still no sea at all, but just
enough breeze to sail the dinghy on. The sun was brilliant and
almost hot. I reckon myself a competent inshore helmsman,
though no navigator. The ebb sets strongly westward beyond the
Point, and the airs were light. It took me half-an-hour’s maneu-
vering, but I laid the dinghy neatly alongside the weather side of
the ketch with no noise at all and no more of a bump than would
wake the baby, if there happened to be one on board, which I
did not think likely.

There wasn't in fact a sign of any life on board at all. The si-
lence was complete except for the popple slapping very quietly
under the counter. I was going to hail her, but it stuck in my
throat. And I had no name to hail her by. She had no name on
her anywhere. I ran the mainsail down and left the foresail to
flap gently on loose sheets. I made fast to the ketch’s mainstays,
giving the dinghy a lot of painter, and pushed her off as I
climbed on board. She drifted clear and sat there at the end of her
painter. I didn’t like to see the space of clear water between us.
The black ship gave me the willies. It was all clean, fast and sea-
manlike, but there was no one about and something didn’t smell
right. The hatches were shut.
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I was barefoot, but found myself on tiptoe as I made for the
cockpit. It was only when I got there that I heard the noises, I
suppose through the shut main hatch, though they sounded dis-
tant and shut away up forward. There was a droning sound,
high-pitched and more or less continuous. I thought on the whole
it was a human voice, but I wouldn’t have sworn to human
speech. I noticed with odd detachment that the hair was stand-
ing straight up at the back of my neck. I had read of this but never
really visualised it. I felt extraordinarily sick. At intervals, over-
lying the drone like the chanter notes of a bagpipe, I recognised
the high, precise voice of the white man, though I could not catch
the words and it did not sound like English.

I took the currency notes out of my pocket and put them on
the cockpit coaming, wedged under the neat coil of the starboard
foresheet. I did not want any of them. I climbed out on deck
and started to go forward. The forehatch opened suddenly, and
the most appalling smell I have ever smelt drifted aft to me along
the scrubbed, sun-bleached deck. I have been years in India and
went through the war as an infantryman, but I could never
have imagined anything like it. Apart from my physical nausea,
my mind recoiled from it instinctively, as if from the ultimate
evil.

The main hatch slammed open behind me, and I heard the
white man in his prissy voice cursing in the cockpit. Then a head
and shoulders came up out of the forehatch that should have
come from nowhere but a grave, and shouldn’t by rights have
come out of that. It was, I suppose, 2 man. There were whisps of
hair on the lower part of the face. It was entirely shrivelled.
Apart from the cranium and frontal lobes, even the bone had col-
lapsed, like a football bladder that has leaked slowly and crum-
pled in irregular patches.

The white man pushed me aside, so that I fell across the main
boom, and ran forward with a long iron pin in his hand.
He brandished it over the figure in the hatch. “Redde baculum,”
he shouted. “Redde baculum.” He held out his left hand, de-
manding something. The eyes that looked up at him were dark,
bright and perfectly simian. There was a muffle of clothes, pat-
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terned with coloured diagrams and smelling of the ultimate cor-
ruption, and behind them a hand like a lizard’s hand clutched
something white, like a conductor’s baton.

The white man lifted the pin, and I caught his arm from be-
hind and pulled him over backwards. We fell together on the
deck, and I heard the hatch shut and found the air suddenly fit
to breathe again. He wrenched himself away and jumped to his
feet. He stood over the closed hatch, breathing like 2 man who
has run for his life, and has not run far enough, but cannot run
any more. There was sweat beaded all over his waxy face, and a
plume of spittle at one corner of his white mouth. He found his
voice, but it was weak and high-pitched.

“Damn you,” he said, “damn you. Why did you want to inter-
fere?”

I said, “You'd have brained him with that thing.”

He shook his head. “You don’t understand.” I thought he was
going to cry. “He’s mine, don't you see?”

“He looks as if you’d had him too long,” I said.

He said, quite simply, “We've had him four hundred years.”
We faced each other, the white man and I, across this preposter-
ous statement, standing on the scrubbed deck with the sun strik-
ing down on us and the black ship rocking very gently to the
popple that whispered under her counter. That was the only
noise, that and his uneven breathing.

My reason rebelled as the horror died out of the sunlight. I
said, “You haven'’t had anything four hundred years.”

“My family,” he said. “They brought him back from the Le-
vant. They found what he could do. Everyone was trying then,
but he could do it. We've had him ever since. But he’s not to
be trusted. You can see that. And he won't do the work. I've got
to force him. He's getting old.”

I thought of the collapsed skull and ape eyes. I said, “He is
old. Can’t you let him die in peace?”

“Die?” He almost screamed. He seemed exasperated. “Why
should he die after we've kept him all these years?”

“Kept him prisoner,” I said, “or why the ship?”
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“The water,” he said. “The water, don’t you see? He’s safe
there. We can'’t keep him on shore.”

I stood facing the white man in the Cornish sunlight, ready,
quite seriously, to argue labour relations on behalf of an alche-
mist who, four hundred years before, had found the secret while
the rest were inventing porcelain or gun-powder or Glauber
Salts by mistake, and whose greatest offence now was to be alive
at all. It did not seem wholly unreasonable.

The glare seemed to change and strike upwards from between
us. I saw it was the sun reflecting back from the hatch-top, which
gleamed suddenly golden and burned like a mirror. The white
man saw it at the same moment and caught his breath noisily.
Then he ran aft and jumped down into the cockpit, the iron pin
still in his hand. For a moment there was silence, and then a
horrible babel broke out in the fo'c’sle below me, bumping noises,
and that animal drone again, and the white man cursing steadily
in his high precise voice and a language I did not recognise.
Then he screamed, a long wavering scream of pure terror, cut
off in the middle as suddenly as if a spring valve had shut on the
sound.

The silence came back and I was certain that the forehatch
would open again and bring up that horror from below deck. I
ran to the side and began tearing at the dinghy’s painter. The
knot, unpardonably, had pulled tight, and I broke a finger-nail.
I knelt working at it. I think I sobbed at intervals. It was then I
realised that the ship had stopped its gentle rocking and was
settling down in the water. I looked at the paint below me, and
as I looked the level green water slipped half-an-inch higher.

The knot came away suddenly, and I pulled the dinghy in,
kneeling where I was. I almost fell into her and pushed off vio-
lently from the topsides that now stood no more than six inches
above me. I put an oar in the sculling notch and sculled desper-
ately for perhaps twenty yards. Then I stopped and looked
round.

The ketch was going down vertically, in one smooth, unwav-
ering movement, as though some monstrous force had her by
the keel and was dragging her steadily under. The sun struck at
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her along the water, and she gleamed all over. When the water
was level with the deck, the forehatch opened and something
dry rustled out and crouched there.

I remember once when I was a boy I threw a piece of rotten
brick into a stream. It was porous and full of air, sucking in the
water and settling slowly. As it went under, a spider emerged
from a crevice in its top and sat rocking on the moving water,
too light to break the tension that skinned its surface. Then it
turned, looked about it and scuttled across the water to the bank.

The water, as I have said, is deep out beyond Penharrow
Point, and the ketch’s shining maintruck vanished without a
sound into green swirling water which had already stopped bub-
bling. Nothing was left but a reddish-brown bundle which floated
twirling on the surface of the sea. For half a minute I watched,
waiting for it to sink. Then it gathered itself and crawled away,
scrabbling with brown claws at the surface of a sea too cleanly
to take it in.

I do not think I shall go to Penharrow again this summer. I
shall find means to persuade the family that it is time we tried
somewhere else. I should not care to sail or swim in those waters
now, nor, when we go to Clanbridge, do I want to meet Mr. Tre-
mayne or the sideways jeweller of Tregantle Street. I should be
interested to know whether there are fresh rumours current of a
treasure ship somewhere under the cliffs around Penharrow Bay.
If anyone is sufficiently interested to start a search, I could show
him a place off Penharrow Point which might be worth inves-
tigating, but the water is very deep there and the tides are strong.
It is no job for the aqualung enthusiast, but a professional diver,
properly equipped, might find, unless I am very much mistaken,
a twenty-ton ketch in solid gold and somewhere aboard her a
complete golden man with a long gold pin in his hand and his
mouth open. So far as I am concerned, he can have the lot.
Gold or no gold, I want nothing to do with them.



The story following is by the well-known travel authority and merry-
andrew, Don White of London, author of “Eril, Ethel, Maude,
Zelda, Kitty, Tulip and Vanessa and the Leprechaun” (you'll never
see it here). Happy landings on a chocolate bar!

PEGGY AND PETER GO TO THE MOON
by Don White

“Hurry, Pecey! Hurry, PeTER!” said Nanny. “It is nearly time
to go to the moon!”

Nanny helped Peter on with his new red mittens. “Is the
moon really made of green cheese, Nanny?” He was only nine-
teen and a little backward, so Nanny only smiled.

“Here comes cook with the sandwiches,” cried Peggy.

Cook’s apple-dumpling face broke into a rare smile at the sight
of the two excited children. “Ah, the loves,” she said. “I've made
your favourites. Red caviar for you, Miss Peggy. . . .V

“Oh, thank you, cook,” Peggy turned to Nanny, “Nanny,
Nanny, why can’t cook come with us to the moon?”

“Ah, the little loves,” said cook, then went on, “and for you,
master Peter, a real treat. Curried Negombo guni shrimps. Isn’t
that a surprise? And Mary-Anne has made you both a thermos
of hot Bonox and Rum.”

At last they were all ready to go. How smart Peggy and Peter
looked in their new red mittens, their new patent leather saddle
shoes. Peggy was wearing her mink-collared gold lamé party
frock, the one that she hadn’t worn since Rosemary Jane’s party
celebrating the defection of her father to the Russians. Peter was
wearing his new slim-styled raw silk Ivy League romper suit.

Peter was full of excited questions all the way to the secret
Rocket Range in Kensington Gardens, but Nanny just boxed his
ears, playfully.
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A big sign on the barbed-wire gate of the Rocket Range said
TOP SECRET-NO ENTRY. In a sentry box stood a stern
looking guard.

Peter stood on the back seat of the Rolls Royce and saluted as
they drove through, like a real soldier.

Peggy grew suddenly sad, and snuggled into the crook of Nan-
ny’s arm. “Oh, dear Nanny, how I shall miss you on the moon.
When I grow up, I want to be just like you and wear black lace
underwear from France and carry a pearl-handled Smith and
Wesson .22 in my handbag.”

The Rolls Royce pulled up silently in front of Professor
Love’s research laboratory. Professor Love was waiting at the
door to meet them.

“Ah, here are my little Loves,” he said, with a kiss for Peter,
and a man-to-man handshake for Peggy.

“Are you coming to the moon with us, Daddy?” asked Peter.

He smiled at his only son. “Not this trip, Peterkins. Perhaps
next time.”

Nanny smiled, and said, “Now don’t cry, Peggy. Sit quietly,
like good children, while Daddy finalises the launching arrange-
ments and I'll pour us all a brandy and soda.”

“Mine with water, please, Nanny,” said Peter, “soda makes my
tummy gurgle,” and they all laughed.

Professor Love returned to the room. “I think we're all ready to
go now,” he said, and led the procession onto the Secret
Rocket Range.

“Oh, look at the rocket!” cried Peter, jumping up and down
with excitement.

The Professor opened a door in the tail fin of the spaceship.
“Today you will learn some of the secrets of the great void be-
yond the atmosphere of earth,” he told them, earnestly. “Have
they got clean hankies, Nanny?” He went on, “At the top of the
steel ladder is a small cabin, with just room for you both. On the
wall you will see a big red button, which you must press, and
then the rocket will take you all the way to the moon.” He pressed
the two children to him. “Goodbye, my Loves,” he said.

“Goodbye, Daddy,” said Peter and Peggy. “Goodbye, Nanny!”
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“Wait a minute,” said Nanny. “Why, in the excitement you
almost forgot your sandwiches.”

They all laughed. Then with an extra special hug for Nanny,
Peggy and Peter climbed the steel ladder into the rocket.

Professor Love clanged the metal door shut, and he hurried
Nanny away from the danger of the blast-off.

Ten seconds later, the silver rocket lifted on a cushion of flame,
hovered momentarily, and then shot upwards, into the sky,
quicker than the eye could follow.

“Are you sure there is no air on the moon,” said Nanny.

“Shut up, and kiss me quick,” said the Professor. “There’s no
air at all. Now, one more kiss and let us hurry to Messrs. Bryce,
Bryce, Bridges and Bryce, the lawyers.”

“Are you sure the late Mrs. Love’s trust fund for the children
will now revert to us?”

“Stop fretting, Zelda, my dove. I'm as sure of it as I am sure of
the fact that Peggy and Peter will never return from the moon,
nor the late Mrs. Love from Mars. No, not ever.”

An hour later, the Professor’s Rolls Royce drew up outside the
offices of Bryce, Bryce, Bridges and Bryce, the lawyers.

“Now you pop along and get your manicure and cold perm,
and don’t forget to meet me at the Savoy for cucumber sand-
wiches and tea. We'll just have time before the flight leaves to
Rio de Janeiro.”

“Oh, Professor,” cried Zelda the ex-nanny, “what a wonder-
ful life we'll have together, just you and I . . . at first! I mean,
well, you do want children, don’t you?”

“Of course,” said the Professor.



Here is a2 moving and a beautiful story about 2 man who “walked
beside the evening sea/and dreamed a dream that could not be,” by
England’s J. G. Ballard. Also England’s is the curious seventeenth-
century prophet, Lodowicke Muggleton, who thought that Heaven
was only six miles away, and wrote of “yesterday becoming his own
tomorrow.”

NOW WAKES THE SEA
by J. G. Ballard

AcaiN AT NiGHT MasoN HEARD the sounds of the approaching
sea, the muffled thunder of the long breakers rolling up the
nearby streets. Roused from his sleep, he ran out into the moon-
light, where the whiteframed houses stood like sepulchres
among the washed concrete courts. Two hundred yards away the
waves plunged and boiled, sluicing in and out across the pave-
ment. A million phosphorescent bubbles seethed through the
picket fences, and the broken spray filled the air with the wine-
sharp tang of brine.

Off-shore the deeper swells of the open sea surged across the
roofs of the submerged houses, the white-caps cleft by the spurs
of isolated chimneys. Leaping back as the cold foam stung his
bare feet, Mason glanced uneasily at the house where his wife
lay sleeping, estimating the sea’s rate of progress. Each night it
moved a few yards nearer, as the hissing black guillotine sliced
across the empty lawns, riveting the fences with staccato bolts of
spray.

For half an hour Mason watched the waves vault among the
roof-tops. The luminous surf cast a pale nimbus on the clouds
racing overhead on the dark wind, and covered his hands with a
vivid waxy sheen.

At last the waves began to recede, and the deep roaring bowl
of illuminated water withdrew down the emptying streets, dis-
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gorging the lines of houses glistening in the moonlight. Mason
ran forwards across the expiring bubbles, but the sea shrank
away from him into the fading light, disappearing around the
corners of the houses, sliding below the garage doors. He
sprinted to the end of the road as a last fleeting glow was car-
ried away across the sky beyond the spire of the church. Ex-
hausted, Mason returned to his bed, the sound of the dying
waves filling his head as he slept.

“I saw the sea again last night,” he told his wife at breakfast.

Quietly, Miriam said: “Richard, the nearest sea is a thousand
miles away.” She watched her husband silently for 2 moment, her
long pale fingers straying to the coil of black hair lying against
her neck. “Go out into the drive and look. There’s no sea.”

“Darling, I saw it.”

“Richard—!"

Mason stood up, with slow deliberation raised his palms. “Mir-
iam, I felt the spray on my hands. The waves were breaking
around my feet. I wasn’t dreaming.”

“You must have been.” Miriam leaned against the door, as if
trying to exclude the strange night-world of her husband which
haunted the shadows in the bedroom. With her long raven hair
framing her oval face, and the scarlet dressing gown open to
reveal her slender neck and white breast, she reminded Mason
of a Pre-Raphaelite heroine in an Arthurian pose. “Richard, you
must see Dr. Clifton. It's beginning to frighten me.”

Mason smiled, his eyes searching the distant roof-tops above
the trees outside the window. “I shouldn’t worry. What's happen-
ing is really very simple. At night I hear the sounds of a sea
breaking down the streets, I go out and watch the waves in the
moonlight, and then come back to bed.” He paused, a faint
flush of fatigue on his lean face. Tall and slimly built, Mason
was still convalescing from the illness which had kept him at
home for the previous six months. “It’s curious, though,” he re-
sumed, “the water is remarkably luminous, and I should guess
that its salinity is well above normal—"
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“But Richard. . . .” Miriam looked around helplessly, her
husband’s calmness exhausting her. “The sea isn’t there, it's only
in your mind. No-one else can see it.”

Mason nodded, hands lost in his pockets. “Perhaps no-one else
has heard it yet.”

Leaving the breakfast room, he went into his study. The
couch on which he had slept during his illness still stood against
the corner, his bookcase beside it. Mason sat down, taking a
large fossil mollusc from a shelf. During the winter, when he had
been confined to bed, the smooth trumpet-shaped conch, with
its endless associations of ancient seas and drowned strands, had
provided him with unlimited pleasure, a bottomless cornucopia
of image and reverie. Cradling it reassuringly in his hands, as
exquisite and ambiguous as a fragment of Greek sculpture found
in a dry river-bed, he reflected that it seemed like a capsule of
time, the condensation of another universe, and he could almost
believe that the midnight sea which haunted his sleep had been
released from the shell when he inadvertently scratched one of
its helixes.

Miriam followed him into the room and briskly drew the
curtains, as if aware that Mason was returning to the twilight
world of his sick-bed and reading lamp. She took his shoulders
in her hands.

“Richard, listen. Tonight, when you hear the waves, wake me
and we'll go out together.”

Gently, Mason disengaged himself. “Whether you see it or
not is irrelevant, Miriam. The fact is that I see it.”

Later, walking down the street, Mason reached the point
where he had stood the previous night, watching the waves break
and roll towards him. The sounds of placid domestic activity
came from the houses he had seen submerged. The grass on the
lawns was bleached by the July heat, and several sprays rotated
in the bright sunlight, casting rainbows in the vivid air. Undis-
turbed since the rain-storms in the early spring, the long
summer’s dust lay between the palisades of the wooden fences
and silted against the water hydrants.
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The street, one of a dozen suburban boulevards on the perime-
ter of the town, ran north-west for some three hundred yards and
then joined the open square of the neighbourhood shopping
centre. Mason shielded his eyes and looked out at the clock
tower of the library and the church spire, identifying the various
protuberances which had projected from the steep swells of the
open sea. All were in exactly the positions he remembered.

The road shelved slightly as it approached the shopping centre,
and by a curious coincidence marked the margins of the beach
which would have existed if the area had in fact been flooded. A
mile or so from the town, this shallow ridge, which formed part
of the rim of a large natural basin enclosing the alluvial plain
below, culminated in a small chalk outcropping. Although it was
partly hidden by the intervening houses, Mason now recognised
it clearly as the promontory which had reared like a citadel above
the sea. The deep swells had rolled against its flanks, sending
up immense plumes of spray that fell back with almost hypnotic
slowness upon the receding water. At night the promontory
seemed larger and more gaunt, a huge uneroded bastion against
the sea. One evening, Mason promised himself, he would go
out to the promontory and let the waves wake him as he slept on
the peak. :

A car moved past slowly, the driver watching Mason curiously
as he stood motionlessly in the middle of the pavement, head
raised to the air. Not wishing to appear any more eccentric than
he was already considered—the solitary, abstracted husband of
the beautiful but childless Mrs. Mason (in addition he was
honorary secretary of the local astronomical society, a notorious
gathering of cranks and stargazers)—Mason turned into the
avenue which ran along the ridge. As he approached the distant
outcropping he glanced over the hedges for any signs of water-
logged gardens or stranded cars. The houses here had been al-
most completely inundated by the flood water.

The first visions of the sea had come to Mason only three
weeks earlier, but he was already convinced of its absolute va-
lidity. He recognised that after its nightly withdrawal the water
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failed to leave any mark on the hundreds of houses it submerged,
and he felt no alarm for the people who should have been
drowned and who were presumably, as he watched the luminous
waves break across the roof-tops, sleeping undisturbed in the
sea’s immense liquid locker. Despite this paradox, it was his
complete conviction of the sea’s reality that had made him admit
to Miriam that he had woken one night to the sound of waves
outside the window and gone out to find the sea rolling across
the neighbourhood streets and houses. At first she had merely
smiled at him, accepting this illustration of his strange private
world. Then, three nights later, she had woken to the sounds of
him latching the door on his return, bewildered by his pumping
chest and tense perspiring face, his eyes lit by an uncanny light.

From then on she spent all day looking over her shoulder
through the window for any signs of the sea. What worried her
as much as the vision itself was Mason’s complete calm in the
face of this terrifying unconscious apocalypse.

Tired by his walk, Mason sat down on a low ornamental
wall, screened from the surrounding houses by the rhododendron
bushes. For a few minutes he played with the dust at his feet,
stirring the hard white grains with a branch. Although formless
and passive, the dust shared something of the same evocative
qualities of the fossil mollusc, radiating a curious compacted
light.

In front of him, the road curved and dipped, the incline
carrying it away onto the fields below. The chalk shoulder,
covered by a mantle of green turf, rose into the clear sky. A metal
shack had been erected on the slope, and a small group of figures
moved about the entrance of a mine shaft, adjusting a wooden
hoist. Wishing that he had brought his wife’s car, Mason watched
the diminutive figures disappear one by one into the shaft.

The image of this elusive pantomime remained with him
all day in the library, overlaying his memories of the dark waves
rolling across the midnight streets.
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What sustained Mason in the face of this encroaching night-
mare was his conviction that others would soon also become
aware of the sea.

When he went to bed that night he found Miriam sitting
fully dressed in the armchair by the window, her face composed
into an expression of calm determination.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Waiting.”

“For what?”

“The sea. Don’t worry, simply ignore me and go to sleep. I
don’t mind sitting here with the light out.”

“Miriam. . . .” Wearily, Mason took one of her slender hands
and tried to draw her from the chair. “Darling, what on earth will
this achieve?”

“Isn’t it obvious?”

Mason sat down on the foot of the bed. For some reason, not
wholly concerned with the wish to protect her, he wanted to
keep his wife from the sea. “Miriam, don’t you understand? I
might not actually see it, in the literal sense. It might be . . .”
he extemporised, “. . . an hallucination, or a dream.”

Miriam shook her head, hands clasped on the arms of the
chair. “I don’t think it is. Anyway, I want to find out.”

Mason lay back slowly on the bed. “I wonder whether you're
approaching this the right way—"

Miriam sat forward. “Richard, you're taking it all so calmly,
you accept this vision as if it were a strange headache. That’s
what frightens me. If you were really terrified by this sea I
wouldn’t worry, but . . .”

Half an hour later, after he had given up his attempt to dis-
suade Miriam from her vigil, he fell asleep in the darkened
room, Miriam’s slim face watching him from the shadows.

Waves murmured, outside the windows the distant swish of
racing foam drew him from sleep, the deep muffled thunder of
rollers and the sounds of deep water drummed at his ears. Mason
climbed out of bed, and dressed quickly as the hiss of receding
water sounded up the street. In the corner, under the glimmering
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light reflected from the distant foam, Miriam lay asleep in the
armchair, a bar of moonlight across her throat.

His bare feet soundless on the pavement, Mason ran towards
the waves, stumbled across the wet glistening tideline as one of
the breakers struck with a deep guttural roar. On his knees,
Mason felt the cold brilliant water, seething with animalcula,
spurt across his chest and shoulders, slacken and then withdraw,
sucked like an immense gleaming floor into the mouth of the
next breaker. His wet suit clinging to him like a drowned animal,
Mason stared out across the dark sea. In the fleeting moonlight
the white houses advancing into the water loomed like the palaz-
zos of a spectral Venice, mausoleums on the causeways of some
huge island necropolis. Only the church spire was still visible.
The water rode in to its high tide, a further twenty yards down
the street, the spray carried almost to the Masons” house.

Mason waited for an interval between two waves and then
waded through the shallows to the avenue which wound towards
the distant headland. By now the water had crossed the roadway,
swilling over the dark lawns and slapping at the doorsteps.

Half a mile from the headland he heard the great surge and
sigh of the deeper water. Out of breath, he leaned against a fence
as the cold foam cut across his legs, pulling him with its under-
tow. Suddenly, illuminated by the racing clouds, he saw the tall
pale figure of a woman standing above the sea on a stone parapet
at the cliff's edge, her black robe lifting behind her in the wind,
her long hair white in the moonlight. Far below her feet, the
luminous waves leapt and vaulted like acrobats.

Mason ran along the pavement, momentarily losing sight of
her as the road curved and the houses intervened. The water
slackened, and he caught a last glimpse of the woman’s ice-white
profile through the opalescent spray. Turning, the tide began to
ebb and fade, and with a last bubbling spasm the great sea
shrank away between the emerging houses, draining the night of
its light and motion.

As the last bubbles flickered and dissolved on the damp pave-
ment, Mason searched the headland, but the strange numinous
figure had gone. His damp clothes dried themselves as he walked



Now Wakes the Sea 33

back through the empty streets, a last tang of brine carried away
off the hedges on the midnight air.

The next morning he told Miriam: “It was a dream, after all.
I think the sea has gone now. Anyway, I saw nothing last night.”

“Thank heavens, Richard. Are you sure?”

“I'm fairly certain.” Mason smiled encouragingly. “Thanks
for keeping watch over me.”

“T'll sit up tonight as well.” She held up her hand to silence
his protests. “I insist. I feel all right after last night, and I want
to drive this thing away, once and for all.” She frowned intently
over the coffee cups. “It’s strange, but once or twice I think I
heard the sea too. It sounded very old and blind, like something
waking again after millions of years.”

On his way to the library, Mason made a detour towards the
chalk outcropping, and parked the car where he had seen the
moonlit figure of the white-haired woman watching the sea. The
sunlight fell on the pale turf, illuminating the mouth of the
mine-shaft, around which the same desultory activity was taking
place.

For the next fifteen minutes Mason drove slowly in and out of
the tree-lined avenues, peering over the hedges at the kitchen
windows. Almost certainly she would live in one of the nearby
houses, probably still be wearing her black robe beneath a house-
coat.

Later, at the library, he recognised a car he had seen on the
headland. The driver, an elderly tweed-suited man of academic
manner, was examining the display cases of local geological
finds.

“Who was that?” he asked Fellowes, the keeper of antiquities,
as the car drove off. “I've seen him on the chalk cliffs.”

“Professor Goodhart, one of the party of paleontologists. Ap-
parently they've uncovered an interesting bone-bed.” Fellowes
gestured at the collection of femurs and jaw-bone fragments.
“With luck we may get a few pieces from them.”
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Mason stared at the bones, aware of a sudden closing parallax
within his mind.

Each night, as the sea emerged from the dark streets and the
wave rolled further towards the Masons' home, he would wake
beside his sleeping wife and go out into the surging air and wade
through the deep water towards the headland. There he would
see the white-haired woman on the cliff’s edge, her high face
raised above the roaring spray, a pale glimmering nimbus which
rode like the moon among the fleeing clouds. But always he
failed to reach her before the tide turned, and would kneel ex-
hausted on the wet pavements as the last bubbles foamed and
the drowned streets rose from the sinking waves.

Once a police patrol car found him in its headlights slumped
against a gate-post in an open drive, and on another night he
forgot to close the front door after himself when he returned.
All through breakfast Miriam watched him with her old wariness,
noticing the tell-tale shadows which encircled his eyes like
manacles.

“Richard, I think you should stop going to the library. You
look worn out. It isn’t that sea dream again?”

Mason shook his head, forcing a tired smile from his face.
“No, that’s finished with. Perhaps I've been over-working.”

Miriam held his hands. “Did you fall over yesterday?” She
examined Mason’s palms. “Darling, they’re still raw! You must
have grazed them only a few minutes ago. Can’t you remember
even?’

Abstracted, Mason invented some tale to satisfy her, then
carried his coffee into the study and stared at the morning haze
which lay across the roof-tops, a soft lake of opacity that followed
the same contours as the midnight sea. The mist dissolved in
the sunlight, and for a moment the diminishing reality of the
normal world reasserted itself, filling him with a poignant
nostalgia.

Without thinking, he reached out to the fossil conch on the
bookshelf, but involuntarily his hand withdrew before touching
it.
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Miriam stood beside him. “Hateful thing,” she commented.
“Tell me, Richard, what do you think caused your dream?”

Mason shrugged. “Perhaps it was a sort of memory . . .” His
wife’s cool, elegant face was watching him intently. He won-
dered whether to tell Miriam of the waves which he still heard
in his sleep, and of the white-haired woman on the cliff’s edge
who seemed to beckon to him. But like all women Miriam
believed that there was room for only one enigma in her hus-
band’s life. By an inversion of logic he felt that his dependence
on his wife’s private income, and the loss of self-respect, gave
him the right to withhold something of himself from her.

“Richard, what's the matter?”

In his mind the spray opened like an immense diaphanous
fan and the enchantress of the waves turned towards him with
her burning eyes.

Waist-high, the sea pounded across the lawns in a seething
whirlpool. Mason pulled off his jacket and flung it away into
the water, and then waded out into the street. Higher than ever
before, the waves had at last reached his house, breaking over
the doorstep, but Mason had forgotten his wife. His whole at-
tention was fixed upon the headland, which was lashed by a
continuous storm of spray, almost obscuring the figure standing
on its crest.

As Mason pressed on, sometimes sinking to his chin, shoals of
luminous algae swarmed in the water around him, their brilliant
phosphorescence stinging his legs, and his eyes smarted in the
harsh saline air. He reached the lower slopes of the headland
almost exhausted, and fell to his knees.

High above, he could hear the spray singing as it cut through
the coigns of the cliff’s edge, the deep base of the breakers over-
layed by the high treble of the keening air, entwining itself
through the long white strands of the woman’s hair like the
chords of a harp.

Carried by the music, Mason climbed the flank of the head-
land, a thousand reflections of the moon dancing in the breaking
sea. As he reached the crest, the fluttering of the long black robe
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hid the woman’s face, but he could see her tall erect carriage and
slender hips. Suddenly, without any apparent motion of her
limbs, she moved away along the parapet.

“Wait!”

His shout was lost on the surging air. Mason ran forwards,
and the figure turned and stared back at him. Her white hair
swirled around her face like a spume of silver steam and then
parted to reveal an angular skull-like face with empty eyes and
notched mouth. A hand, like a bundle of white sticks, clawed
towards him, and the figure loomed through the whirling dark-
ness like a gigantic bird.

Unaware whether the scream came from his own mouth or
from this spectre, Mason stumbled back, before he could catch
himself tripped over a wooden railing and in a cackle of chains
and pulleys fell backwards into the shaft, the sounds of the sea
booming above him in its hurtling darkness.

After listening intently to the policeman’s description, Pro-
fessor Goodhart shook his head.

“I'm afraid not, sergeant. We've been working on the bed all
week, no-one’s fallen down the shaft.” One of the flimsy wooden
rails was swinging loosely in the crisp air. “But thank you for
warning me. I suppose we must build a heavier railing, if this
fellow is wandering around in his sleep.”

“I don’t think he’ll bother to come up here,” the sergeant said.
“It’s quite a climb.” As an afterthought he added: “Down at the
library where he works they said you'd found a couple of skele-
tons in the shaft yesterday. I know it’s only two days since he
disappeared, but one of them couldn’t possibly be his?” The
sergeant shrugged. “If there was some natural acid, say . . .”

“Ingenious, sergeant, but I'm sorry to disappoint you.” Pro-
fessor Goodhart drove his heel into the chalky turf. “Pure
calcium carbonate, about a mile thick, laid down during the
Triassic Period 200 million years ago when there was a large
inland sea here. The skeletons we found yesterday, a man’s and
a woman’s, belong to two Cro-Magnon fisher people who lived
on the shore just before it dried up. I wish I could oblige you with
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a corpus delicti, though it’s quite a problem to understand how
these Cro-Magnon relics found their way into the bone-bed.
This shaft wasn’t sunk until about thirty years ago.” He smiled
at the policeman. “Still, that’s my problem, not yours.”

Returning to the police car, the sergeant shook his head.
“Nothing.” As they drove off he looked out at the endless stretch
of placid suburban homes.

“Apparently there was an ancient sea here once. A million
years ago. Who would believe it?” He picked a crumpled flannel
jacket off the back seat. “That reminds me,” he said, sniffing at
the fabric. “I know what this coat of Mason’s smells of—brine.”



Among the pleasures and treasures of the past calendar year we in-
clude our discovery of Jack Vance. True, others discovered him be-
fore us, discovered him to us. We would not have it otherwise—bad
enough it unaccountably took this long for us, good that others have
been enjoying him whilst we remained in ignorance. The preference
of a Mrs. Grania Davidson for California as the scene of her slightly
delayed honeymoon enabled us to meet the pleasant Mr. Vance,
pleasant wife and pleasant boy-child; and to obtain this story from
him. Vances span the state in space and time: one great-great-grand-
father arriving 11 years before the Gold Rush; Jack born in
San Francisco, raised in the San Joaquin-Sacramento Delta, high-
schooled in Los Angeles, attended U. of C.—picked fruit, hopped
bells, canned, mined, constructed, rigged, fared at sea, played jazz
band cornet—lives in an old house in the Oakland Hills, defies storms
and tempests in building the famous houseboat with Frank Herbert
and Poul Anderson . . . None of which explains the talent behind
his writing. At its simplest, you have in this story the man who dwelt
in Fairyland—minus any trace of saccharinity which that might im-
ply—plus a sophistication and a polish hard to parallel. We would
like to know more about merrihews, sandestins, and magners, crea-
tures benign and malign, which Jack Vance merely mentions in
passing. We would like to know more about the Egg of Innocence,
which Harold Fair broke open, disturbing among the spiral towers.
But it may be just as well that we do not. Jack Vance, he who is not
content with magics merely white or black, says he is in favor of
“. . . feasting and festivity, sailing, ceramics, books, Scotch, Bourbon,
beer, gin and wine” and is against “. . . modern architecture, psy-
chiatry, confusion, Picasso, Muzak, progressives and reactionaries,
tobacco, sin and corruption.” So be it.



GREEN MAGIC
by Jack Vance

Howarp Farr, LooriNG ovER the relics of his great uncle Gerald
Mclntyre, found a large ledger entitled:

WORKBOOK & JOURNAL
Open at Peril!

Fair read the journal with interest, although his own work
went far beyond ideas treated only gingerly by Gerald McIntyre.

“The existence of disciplines concentric to the elementary
magics must now be admitted without further controversy,”
wrote Mclntyre. “Guided by a set of analogies from the white
and black magics (to be detailed in due course), I have delineated
the basic extension of purple magic, as well as its corollary,
Dynamic Nomism.”

Fair read on, remarking the careful charts, the projections
and expansions, the transpolations and transformations by which
Gerald Mclntyre had conceived his systemology. So swiftly had
the technical arts advanced that McIntyre's expositions, highly
controversial sixty years before, now seemed pedantic and overly
rigorous.

“Whereas benign creatures: angels, white sprites, merrihews,
sandestins—are typical of the white cycle; whereas demons,
magners, trolls and warlocks are evinced by black magic;
so do the purple and green cycles sponsor their own particulars,
but these are neither good nor evil, bearing, rather, the same
relation to the black and white provinces that these latter do to
our own basic realm.”

Fair re-read the passage. The “green cycle?” Had Gerald Mcln-
tyre wandered into regions overlooked by modern workers?
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He reviewed the journal in the light of this suspicion, and
discovered additional hints and references. Especially provoca-
tive was a bit of scribbled marginalia: “More concerning my
latest researches I may not state, having been promised an infinite
reward for this forbearance.”

The passage was dated a day before Gerald McIntyre’s death,
which had occurred on March 21, 1898, the first day of spring.
Mclntyre had enjoyed very little of his “infinite reward,” what-
ever had been its nature . . . Fair returned to a consideration of
the journal, which, in a sentence or two, had opened a chink on
an entire new panorama. McIntyre provided no further illumi-
nation, and Fair set out to make a fuller investigation.

His first steps were routine. He performed two divinations,
searched the standard indexes, concordances, handbooks and for-
mularies, evoked a demon whom he had previously found knowl-
edgeable: all without success. He found no direct reference to
cycles beyond the purple; the demon refused even to speculate.

Fair was by no means discouraged; if anything, the intensity
of his interest increased. He re-read the journal, with particular
care to the justification for purple magic, reasoning that McIn-
tyre, groping for a lore beyond the purple, might well have used
the methods which had yielded results before. Applying stains
and ultraviolet light to the pages, Fair made legible a number of
notes McIntyre had jotted down, then erased.

Fair was immensely stimulated. The notes assured him that
he was on the right track, and further indicated a number of
blind alleys which Fair profited by avoiding. He applied himself
so successfully that before the week was out he had evoked a
sprite of the green cycle.

It appeared in the semblance of a man with green glass eyes
and a thatch of young eucalyptus leaves in the place of hair. It
greeted Fair with cool courtesy, would not seat itself, and ignored
Fair’s profter of coffee.

After wandering around the apartment inspecting Fair's books
and curios with an air of negligent amusement, it agreed to
respond to Fair's questions.

Fair asked permission to use his tape-recorder, which the sprite
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allowed, and Fair set the apparatus in motion. (When subse-
quently he replayed the interview, no sound could be heard.)

“What realms of magic lie beyond the green?” asked Fair.

“I can’t give you an exact answer,” replied the sprite, “because
I don’t know. There are at least two more, corresponding to the
colors we call rawn and pallow, and very likely others.”

Fair arranged the microphone where it would more directly
intercept the voice of the sprite.

“What,” he asked, “is the green cycle like? What is its physical
semblance?”

The sprite paused to consider. Glistening mother-of-pearl
films wandered across its face, reflecting the tinge of its thoughts.
“I'm rather severely restricted by your use of the word ‘physical.’
And ‘semblance’ involves a subjective interpretation, which
changes with the rise and fall of the seconds.”

“By all means,” Fair said hastily, “describe it in your own
words.”

“Well-we have four different regions, two of which floresce
from the basic skeleton of the universe, and so subsede the
others. The first of these is compressed and isthiated, but is
notable for its wide pools of mottle which we use sometimes for
deranging stations. We've transplanted club-mosses from Earth'’s
Devonian and a few ice-fires from Perdition. They climb among
the rods which we call devil-hair—" he went on for several min-
utes but the meaning almost entirely escaped Fair. And it seemed
as if the question by which he had hoped to break the ice might
run away with the entire interview. He introduced another idea.

“‘Can we freely manipulate the physical extensions of
Earth?”” The sprite seemed amused. “You refer, so I assume,
to the various aspects of space, time, mass, energy, life, thought
and recollection.”

“Exactly.”

The sprite raised its green corn-silk eyebrows. “I might as
sensibly ask can you break an egg by striking it with a club?
The response is on a similar level of seriousness.”

Fair had expected a certain amount of condescension and im-
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patience, and was not abashed. “How may I learn these tech-
niques?”

“In the usual manner: through diligent study.”

“Ah, indeed—but where could I study? Who would teach me?”

The sprite made an easy gesture, and whorls of green smoke
trailed from his fingers to spin through the air. “I could arrange
the matter, but since I bear you no particular animosity, I'll do
nothing of the sort. And now, I must be gone.”

“Where do you go?” Fair asked in wonder and longing. “May
I go with you?”

The sprite, swirling a drape of bright green dust over its shoul-
ders, shook his head. “You would be less than comfortable.”

“Other men have explored the worlds of magic!”

“True: your uncle Gerald Mclntyre, for instance.”

“My uncle Gerald learned green magic?”

“To the limit of his capabilities. He found no pleasure in his
learning. You would do well to profit by his experience and
modify your ambitions.” The sprite turned and walked away.

Fair watched it depart. The sprite receded in space and dimen-
sion, but never reached the wall of Fair's room. At a distance
which might have been fifty yards, the sprite glanced back, as if
to make sure that Fair was not following, then stepped off at
another angle and disappeared.

Fair’s first impulse was to take heed and limit his explorations.
He was an adept in white magic, and had mastered the black
art—occasionally he evoked a demon to liven a social gathering
which otherwise threatened to become dull—but he had by no
means illuminated every mystery of purple magic, which is the
realm of Incarnate Symbols.

Howard Fair might have turned away from the green cycle
except for three factors.

First was his physical appearance. He stood rather under me-
dium height, with a swarthy face, sparse black hair, a gnarled
nose, a small heavy mouth. He felt no great sensitivity about his
appearance, but realized that it might be improved. In his mind’s
eye he pictured the personified ideal of himself: he was taller
by six inches, his nose thin and keen, his skin cleared of its
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muddy undertone. A striking figure, but still recognizable as
Howard Fair. He wanted the love of women, but he wanted it
without the interposition of his craft. Many times he had brought
beautiful girls to his bed, lips wet and eyes shining; but purple
magic had seduced them rather than Howard Fair, and he took
limited satisfaction in such conquests.

Here was the first factor which drew Howard Fair back to
the green lore; the second was his yearning for extended, perhaps
eternal, life; the third was simple thirst for knowledge.

The fact of Gerald McIntyre’s death, or dissolution, or disap-
pearance—whatever had happened to him—was naturally a mat-
ter of concern. If he had won to a goal so precious, why had he
died so quickly? Was the “infinite reward” so miraculous, so
exquisite, that the mind failed under its possession? (If such
were the case, the reward was hardly a reward.)

Fair could not restrain himself, and by degrees returned to a
study of green magic. Rather than again invoke the sprite whose
air of indulgent contempt he had found exasperating, he decided
to seek knowledge by an indirect method, employing the most
advanced concepts of technical and cabalistic science.

He obtained a portable television transmitter which he loaded
into his panel truck along with a receiver. On a Monday night
in early May, he drove to an abandoned graveyard far out in the
wooded hills, and there, by the light of a waning moon, he
buried the television camera in graveyard clay until only the
lens protruded from the soil.

With a sharp alder twig he scratched on the ground a mon-
strous outline. The television lens served for one eye, a beer
bottle pushed neck-first into the soil the other.

During the middle hours, while the moon died behind wisps
of pale cloud, he carved a word on the dark forehead; then recited
the activating incantation.

The ground rumbled and moaned, the golem heaved up to
blot out the stars.

The glass eyes stared down at Fair, secure in his pentagon.

“Speak!” called out Fair. “Enteresthes, Akmai Adonai Bidem-
gir! Elohim, pa rahulli! Enteresthes, HVOI! Speak!”
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“Return me to earth, return my clay to the quiet clay from
whence you roused me.”

“First you must serve.”

The golem stumbled forward to crush Fair, but was halted by
the pang of protective magic.

“Serve you I will, if serve you I must.”

Fair stepped boldly forth from the pentagon, strung forty
yards of green ribbon down the road in the shape of a narrow V.
“Go forth into the realm of green magic,” he told the monster.
“The ribbons reach forty miles, walk to the end, turn about,
return, and then fall back, return to the earth from which you
rose.

The golem turned, shuffled into the V of green ribbon, shaking
off clods of mold, jarring the ground with its ponderous tread.

Fair watched the squat shape dwindle, recede, yet never reach
the angle of the magic V. He returned to his panel truck, tuned
the television receiver to the golem’s eye, and surveyed the fan-
tastic vistas of the green realm.

Two elementals of the green realm met on a spunsilver
landscape. They were Jaadian and Misthemar, and they fell to
discussing the earthen monster which had stalked forty miles
through the region known as Cil; which then, turning in its
tracks, had retraced its steps, gradually increasing its pace until
at the end it moved in a shambling rush, leaving a trail of clods
on the fragile moth-wing mosaics.

“Events, events, events,” Misthemar fretted, “they crowd the
chute of time till the bounds bulge. Or then again, the course is
as lean and spare as a stretched tendon . . . But in regard to this
incursion . . .” He paused for a period of reflection, and silver
clouds moved over his head and under his feet.

Jaadian remarked, “You are aware that I conversed with How-
ard Fair; he is so obsessed to escape the squalor of his world that
he acts with recklessness.”

“The man Gerald McIntyre was his uncle,” mused Misthemar.
“Mclntyre besought, we yielded; as perhaps now we must yield
to Howard Fair.”
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Jaadian uneasily opened his hand, shook off a spray of emerald
fire. “Events press, both in and out. I find myself unable to act
in this regard.”

“I likewise do not care to be the agent of tragedy.”

A Meaning came fluttering up from below: “A disturbance
among the spiral towers! A caterpillar of glass and metal has
come clanking; it has thrust electric eyes into the Portinone and
broke open the Egg of Innocence. Howard Fair is the fault.”

Jaadian and Misthemar consulted each other with wry disin-
clination. “Very well, both of us will go; such a duty needs two
souls in support.”

They impinged upon Earth and found Howard Fair in a wall
booth at a cocktail bar. He looked up at the two strangers and
one of them asked, “May we join you?”

Fair examined the two men. Both wore conservative suits and
carried cashmere topcoats over their arms. Fair noticed that the
left thumb-nail of each man glistened green.

Fair rose politely to his feet. “Will you sit down?”

The green sprites hung up their overcoats and slid into the
booth. Fair looked from one to the other. He addressed Jaadian.
“Aren’t you he whom I interviewed several weeks ago?”

Jaadian assented. “You have not accepted my advice.”

Fair shrugged. “You asked me to remain ignorant, to accept
my stupidity and ineptitude.”

“And why should you not?” asked Jaadian gently. “You are a
primitive in a primitive realm; nevertheless not one man in a
thousand can match your achievements.”

Fair agreed, smiling faintly. “But knowledge creates a craving
for further knowledge. Where is the harm in knowledge?”

Misthemar, the more mercurial of the sprites, spoke angrily.
“Where is the harm? Consider your earthen monster! It befouled
forty miles of delicacy, the record of ten million years. Consider
your caterpillar! It trampled our pillars of carved milk, our
dreaming towers, damaged the nerve-skeins which extrude and
waft us our Meanings.”

“I'm dreadfully sorry,” said Fair. “I meant no destruction.”
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The sprites nodded. “But your apology conveys no guarantee
of restraint.”

Fair toyed with his glass. A waiter approached the table, ad-
dressed the two sprites. “Something for you two gentlemen?”

Jaadian ordered a glass of charged water, as did Misthemar.
Fair called for another highball.

“What do you hope to gain from this activity?” inquired Mis-
themar. “Destructive forays teach you nothing!”

Fair agreed. “I have learned little. But I have seen miraculous
sights. I am more than ever anxious to learn.”

The green sprites glumly watched the bubbles rising in their
glasses. Jaadian at last drew a deep sigh. “Perhaps we can obviate
toil on your part and disturbance on ours. Explicitly, what
gains or advantages do you hope to derive from green magic?”

Fair, smiling, leaned back into the red imitation-leather cush-
ions. “I want many things. Extended life—mobility in time—
comprehensive memory—augmented perception, with vision
across the whole spectrum. I want physical charm and magnet-
ism, the semblance of youth, muscular endurance . . . Then
there are qualities more or less speculative, such as—"

Jaadian interrupted. “These qualities and characteristics we
will confer upon you. In return you will undertake never again
to disturb the green realm. You will evade centuries of toil; we
will be spared the nuisance of your presence, and the inevitable
tragedy.”

“Tragedy?” inquired Fair in wonder. “Why tragedy?”

Jaadian spoke in a deep reverberating voice. “You are a man
of Earth. Your goals are not our goals. Green magic makes you
aware of our goals.”

Fair thoughtfully sipped his highball. “I can’t see that this is
a disadvantage. I am willing to submit to the discipline of instruc-
tion. Surely a knowledge of green magic will not change me into
a different entity?”

“No. And this is the basic tragedy!”

Misthemar spoke in exasperation. “We are forbidden to harm
lesser creatures, and so you are fortunate; for to dissolve you
into air would end all the annoyance.”
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Fair laughed. “I apologize again for making such a nuisance
of myself. But surely you understand how important this is to
me?”

Jaadian asked hopefully, “Then you agree to our offer?”

Fair shook his head. “How could I live, forever young, capa-
ble of extended learning, but limited to knowledge which I
already see bounds to? I would be bored, restless, miserable.”

“That well may be,” said Jaadian. “But not so bored, restless
and miserable as if you were learned in green magic.”

Fair drew himself erect. “I must learn green magic. It is an
opportunity which only a person both torpid and stupid could
refuse.”

Jaadian sighed. “In your place I would make the same
response.” The sprites rose to their feet. “Come then, we will
teach you.”

“Don’t say we didn’t warn you,” said Misthemar.

Time passed. Sunset waned and twilight darkened. A man
walked up the stairs, entered Howard Fair’s apartment. He was
tall, unobtrusively muscular. His face was sensitive, keen, hu-
morous; his left thumb-nail glistened green.

Time is a function of vital processes. The people of Earth had
perceived the motion of their clocks. On this understanding, two
hours had elapsed since Howard Fair had followed the green
sprites from the bar.

Howard Fair had perceived other criteria. For him the inter-
val had been seven hundred years, during which he had lived
in the green realm, learning to the utmost capacity of his brain.

He had occupied two years training his senses to the new
conditions. Gradually he learned to walk in the six basic three-
dimensional directions, and accustomed himself to the fourth-
dimensional short-cuts. By easy stages the blinds over his eyes
were removed, so that the dazzling over-human intricacy of the
landscape never completely confounded him.

Another year was spent training him to the use of a code-lan-
guage—an intermediate step between the vocalizations of Earth
and the meaning-patterns of the green realm, where a hundred
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symbol-flakes (each a flitting spot of delicate iridescence)
might be displayed in a single swirl of import. During this time
Howard Fair’s eyes and brain were altered, to allow him the
use of the many new colors, without which the meaning-flakes
could not be recognized.

These were preliminary steps. For forty years he studied the
flakes, of which there were almost a million. Another forty years
was given to elementary permutations and shifts, and another
forty to parallels, attenuation, diminishments and extensions;
and during this time he was introduced to flake patterns, and
certain of the more obvious displays.

Now he was able to study without recourse to the code-lan-
guage, and his progress became more marked. Another twenty
years found him able to recognize more complicated Meanings,
and he was introduced to a more varied program. He floated over
the field of moth-wing mosaics, which still showed the footprints
of the golem. He sweated in embarrassment, the extent of his
wicked willfulness now clear to him.

So passed the years. Howard Fair learned as much green magic
as his brain could encompass.

He explored much of the green realm, finding so much beauty
that he feared his brain might burst. He tasted, he heard, he
felt, he sensed, and each one of his senses was a hundred times
more discriminating than before. Nourishment came in a thou-
sand different forms: from pink eggs which burst into a hot sweet
gas, suffusing his entire body; from passing through a rain of
stinging metal crystals; from simple contemplation of the proper
symbol.

Homesickness for Earth waxed and waned. Sometimes it was
insupportable and he was ready to forsake all he had learned and
abandon his hopes for the future. At other times the magnifi-
cence of the green realm permeated him, and the thought of de-
parture seemed like the threat of death itself.

By stages so gradual he never realized them he learned green
magic.

But the new faculty gave him no pride: between his crude
ineptitudes and the poetic elegance of the sprites remained a
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tremendous gap—and he felt his innate inferiority much more
keenly than he ever had in his old state. Worse, his most earnest
efforts failed to improve his technique, and sometimes, observ-
ing the singing joy of an improvised manifestation by one of the
sprites, and contrasting it to his own labored constructions, he
felt futility and shame.

The longer he remained in the green realm, the stronger grew
the sense of his own maladroitness, and he began to long for the
easy environment of Earth, where each of his acts would not
shout aloud of vulgarity and crassness. At times he would watch
the sprites (in the gossamer forms natural to them) at play
among the pearl-petals, or twining like quick flashes of music
through the forest of pink spirals. The contrast between their
verve and his brutish fumbling could not be borne and he would
turn away. His selfrespect dwindled with each passing hour,
and instead of pride in his learning, he felt a sullen ache for
what he was not and could never become. The first few hun-
dred years he worked with the enthusiasm of ignorance, for
the next few he was buoyed by hope. During the last part of
his time, only dogged obstinacy kept him plodding through what
now he knew for infantile exercises.

In one terrible bitter-sweet spasm, he gave up. He found Jaa-
dian weaving tinkling fragments of various magics into a warp
of shining long splines. With grave courtesy, Jaadian gave Fair
his attention, and Fair laboriously set forth his meaning.

Jaadian returned a message. “I recognize your discomfort,
and extend my sympathy. It is best that you now return to your
native home.”

He put aside his weaving and conveyed Fair down through
the requisite vortices. Along the way they passed Misthemar. No
flicker of meaning was expressed or exchanged, but Howard
Fair thought to feel a tinge of faintly malicious amusement.

Howard Fair sat in his apartment. His perceptions, augmented
and sharpened by his sojourn in the green realm, took note of the
surroundings. Only two hours before, by the clocks of Earth,
he had found them both restful and stimulating; now they were
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neither. His books: superstition, spuriousness, earnest non-
sense. His private journals and workbooks: a pathetic scrawl of
infantilisms. Gravity tugged at his feet, held him rigid. The
shoddy construction of the house, which heretofore he never
had noticed, oppressed him. Everywhere he looked he saw slip-
shod disorder, primitive filth. The thought of the food he must
now eat revolted him.

He went out on his little balcony which overlooked the street.
The air was impregnated with organic smells. Across the street
he could look into windows where his fellow humans lived in
stupid squalor.

Fair smiled sadly. He had tried to prepare himself for these
reactions, but now was surprised by their intensity. He returned
into his apartment. He must accustom himself to the old envi-
ronment. And after all there were compensations. The most
desirable commodities of the world were now his to enjoy.

Howard Fair plunged into the enjoyment of these pleasures.
He forced himself to drink quantities of expensive wines, bran-
dies, liqueurs, even though they offended his palate. Hunger
overcame his nausea, he forced himself to the consumption of
what he thought of as fried animal tissue, the hypertrophied
sexual organs of plants. He experimented with erotic sensations,
but found that beautiful women no longer seemed different from
the plain ones, and that he could barely steel himself to the un-
tidy contacts. He bought libraries of erudite books, glanced
through them with contempt. He tried to amuse himself with
his old magics; they seemed ridiculous.

He forced himself to enjoy these pleasures for a month; then
he fled the city and established a crystal bubble on a crag in the
Andes. To nourish himself, he contrived a thick liquid, which,
while by no means as exhilarating as the substances of the green
realm, was innocent of organic contamination.

After a certain degree of improvisation and make-shift, he ar-
ranged his life to its minimum discomfort. The view was one of
austere grandeur; not even the condors came to disturb him. He
sat back to ponder the chain of events which had started with his
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discovery of Gerald Mclntyre’s workbook. He frowned. Gerald
Mclntyre? He jumped to his feet, looked far off over the crags.

He found Gerald Mclntyre at a wayside service station in the
heart of the South Dakota prairie. McIntyre was sitting in an
old wooden chair, tilted back against the peeling yellow paint
of the service station, a straw hat shading his eyes from the sun.

He was a magnetically handsome man, blond of hair, brown of
skin, with blue eyes whose gaze stung like the touch of icicle.
His left thumb-nail glistened green.

Fair greeted him casually; the two men surveyed each other
with wry curiosity.

“I see you have adapted yourself,” said Howard Fair.

Mclntyre shrugged. “As well as possible. I try to maintain
a balance between solitude and the pressure of humanity.” He
looked into the bright blue sky where crows flapped and called.
“For many years I lived in isolation. I began to detest the sound
of my own breathing.”

Along the highway came a glittering automobile, rococo as a
hybrid goldfish. With the perceptions now available to them,
Fair and McIntyre could see the driver to be red-faced and truc-
ulent, his companion a peevish woman in expensive clothes.

“There are other advantages to residence here,” said Mcln-
tyre. “For instance, I am able to enrich the lives of passers-by
with trifles of novel adventure.” He made a small gesture; two
dozen crows swooped down and flew beside the automobile.
They settled on the fenders, strutted back and forth along the
hood, fouled the windshield.

The automobile squealed to a halt, the driver jumped out,
put the birds to flight. He threw’ an ineffectual rock, waved his
arms in outrage, returned to his car, proceeded.

“A paltry affair,” said Mclntyre with a sigh. “The truth of
the matter is that I am bored.” He pursed his mouth and blew
forth three bright puffs of smoke: first red, then yellow, then
blazing blue. “I have arrived at the estate of foolishness, as you
can see.”

Fair surveyed his great-uncle with a trace of uneasiness. McIn-
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tyre laughed. “No more pranks. I predict, however, that you
will presently share my malaise.”

“I share it already,” said Fair. “Sometimes I wish I could aban-
don all my magic and return to my former innocence.”

“I have toyed with the idea,” Mclntyre replied thoughtfully.
“In fact I have made all the necessary arrangements. It is really
a simple matter.” He led Fair to a small room behind the station.
Although the door was open, the interior showed a thick dark-
ness.

Mclntyre, standing well back, surveyed the darkness with a
quizzical curl to his lip. “You need only enter. All your magic,
all your recollections of the green realm will depart. You will be
no wiser than the next man you meet. And with your knowl-
edge will go your boredom, your melancholy, your dissatisfac-
tion.”

Fair contemplated the dark doorway. A single step would
resolve his discomfort.

He glanced at Mclntyre; the two surveyed each other with
sardonic amusement. They returned to the front of the building.

“Sometimes I stand by the door and look into the darkness,”
said Mclntyre. “Then I am reminded how dearly I cherish my
boredom, and what a precious commodity is so much misery.”

Fair made himself ready for departure. “I thank you for this
new wisdom, which a hundred more years in the green realm
would not have taught me. And now—for a time, at least—I go
back to my crag in the Andes.”

Mclntyre tilted his chair against the wall of the service sta-
tion. “And I—for a time, at least—will wait for the next pass-
er-by.”

“Goodby then, Uncle Gerald.”

“Goodby, Howard.”
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CAPTAIN HONARIO HARPPLAYER, R.N.
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Caprain Honario HarppLAYER was pacing the tiny quarter-
deck of the H.M.S. Redundant, hands clasped behind his back,
teeth clamped in impotent fury. Ahead of him the battered
French fleet limped towards port, torn sails flapping and spars
trailing overside in the water, splintered hulls agape where his
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broadsides had gone thundering through their fragile wooden
sides.

“Send two hands for’ard, if you please, Mr. Shrub,” he said,
“and have them throw water on the mainsail. Wet sails will add
an eighth of a knot to our speed and we may overtake those
cowardly frogs yet.”

“B-but, sir,” the stolid first mate Shrub stammered, quailing
before the thought of disagreeing with his beloved captain. “If
we take any more hands off the pumps we'll sink. We're holed
in thirteen places below the waterline, and. . . .*

“Damn your eyes, sir! I issued an order, not a request for a de-
bate. Do as you were told.”

“Aye aye, sir,” Shrub mumbled, humbled, knuckling a tear
from one moist spaniel eye.

Water splashed onto the sails and the Redundant instantly
sank lower in the water. Harpplayer clasped his hands behind
his back and hated himself for this display of unwarranted tem-
per towards the faithful Shrub. Yet he had to keep up this pose
of strict disciplinarian before the crew, the sweepings and dregs
of a thousand waterfronts, just as he had to wear a girdle to keep
up his own front and a truss to keep up his hernia. He had to
keep up a good front because he was the captain of this ship, the
smallest ship in the blockading fleet to bear a post captain, yet
still an important part of the fleet that lay like a strangling noose
around Europe, locking in the mad tyrant Napoleon whose
dreams of conquest could never extend to England whilst these
tiny wooden ships stood in the way.

“Give us a prayer, cap'n, to speed us on our way to 'eaven
cause we're sinkin’l” a voice called from the crowd of seamen at
the pumps.

“I'll have that man’s name, Mr. Dogleg,” Harpplayer called to
the midshipman, a mere child of seven or eight, who commanded
the detail. “No rum for him for a week.”

“Aye aye, sir,” piped Mr. Dogleg, who was just learning to
talk.

The ship was sinking, the fact was inescapable. Rats were
running on deck, ignoring the cursing, stamping sailors, and
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hurling themselves into the sea. Ahead the French fleet had
reached the safety of the shore batteries on Cape Pietfieux and
the gaping mouths of these guns were turned towards the Re-
dundant, ready to spout fire and death when the fragile ship came
within range.

“Be ready to drop sail, Mr. Shrub,” Harpplayer said, then
raised his voice so all the crew could hear. “Those cowardly
Frenchies have run away and cheated us of a million pounds
in prize money.”

A growl went up from the crew who, next to a love for rum,
loved the pounds, shilling and pence with which they could buy
the rum. The growl was suddenly cut off in muffled howls of
pain as the mainmast, weakened by the badly aimed French
cannon, fell onto the mass of laboring men.

“No need to drop sail, Mr. Shrub, the slaves of our friend
Boney have done it for us,” Harpplayer said, forcing himself to
make one of his rare jests so loved by the crew. He hated him-
self for the falseness of his feelings, ingratiating himself into the
sympathies of these illiterate men by such means, but it was his
duty to keep a taut ship. Besides, if he didn’t make any jokes the
men would hate him for the slave-driving, cold-blooded, chance-
taking master that he was. They still hated him, of course, but
they laughed while they did it.

They were laughing now as they cut away the tangle of rig-
ging and dragged out the bodies to lay them in neat rows upon
the deck. The ship sank lower in the water.

“Avast that body dragging,” he ordered, “and man the pumps,
or we'll have our dinners on the bottom of the sea.”

The men laughed a ragged laugh again and hurried to their
tasks.

They were easy to please, and Harpplayer envied them their
simple lives. Even with the heavy work, bad water and an oc-
casional touch of the cat, their existence was better than his tor-
tured life on the lonely pinnacle of command. The decisions
were all his to make, and to a man of his morbid and paranoic
nature this made life a living hell. His officers, who all hated
him, were incompetents. Even Shrub, faithful, long-suffering,
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loyal Shrub, had his weakness: namely the fact that he had an
L.Q. of about 6o which, combined with his low birth, meant he
could never rise above the rank of rear-admiral.

While he considered the varied events of the day Harpplayer
began his compulsive pacing on the tiny quarterdeck, and its
other occupants huddled against the starboard side where they
wouldn’t be in his way. Four paces in one direction, turn, then
three-and-a-half paces back with his knee bringing up with a
shuddering crack against the port carronade. Yet Harpplayer
did not feel this, his cardplayer’s brain was whirling with
thoughts, evaluating and weighing plans, rejecting those that
held a modicum of sanity and only considering those that sounded
too insane to be practical. No wonder he was called “Sapsucker
Harpy” throughout the fleet and held in awe as a man who could
always pull victory from the jaws of defeat, and always at an im-
mense cost in lives. But that was war. You gave your commands
and good men died, and that was what the press gangs on shore
were for. It had been a long and trying day, yet he still would
not permit himself to relax. Tension and the agony of apprehen-
sion had seized him in the relentless grip of a Cerberus ever
since soon after dawn that morning when the lookout had an-
nounced the discovery of sails on the horizon. There had been
only ten of them, Frenchy ships of the line, and before the
morning fog had cleared the vengeful form of the Redundant
had been upon them, like a wolf among the sheep. Broadside
after broadside had roared out from the precisely serviced Eng-
lish guns, ten balls for every one that popped out of the French
cannon, manned by cowardly sweepings of the eighth and ninth
classes of 1812, grey-bearded patriarchs and diapered infants who
only wished they were back in the familial vineyards instead of
here, fighting for the Tyrant, facing up to the wrath of the
death-dealing cannon of their island enemy, the tiny country
left to fight alone against the might of an entire continent. It
had been a relentless stern chase, and only the succor of the
French port had prevented the destruction of the entire squad-
ron. As it was, four of them lay among the conger eels on the
bottom of the ocean and the remaining six would need a com-
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plete refitting before they were fit to leave port and once more
dare the retributive might of the ships that ringed their shores.

Harpplayer knew what he had to do.

“If you please, Mr. Shrub, have the hose rigged. I feel it is
time for a bath.”

A ragged cheer broke from the toiling sailors, since they knew
what to expect. In the coldest northern waters or in the dead of
winter Harpplayer insisted on this routine of the bath. The hoses
were quickly attached to the laboring pumps and soon columns
of icy water were jetting across the deck.

“In we go!” shouted Harpplayer, and stepped back well out of
the way of any chance droplets, at the same time scratching with
a long index finger at the skin of his side, unwashed since the
previous summer. He smiled at the childish antics of Shrub and
the other officers prancing nude in the water, and only signalled
for the pumps to cease their work when all of the white skins
had turned a nice cerulean.

There was a rumble, not unlike distant thunder yet sharper
and louder, from the northern horizon. Harpplayer turned and
for a long instant saw a streak of fire painted against the dark
clouds, before it died from the sky, leaving only an after-image
in his eyes. He shook his head to clear it, and blinked rapidly a
few times. For an instant there he could have sworn that the
streak of light had come down, instead of going up, but that was
manifestly impossible. Too many late nights playing boston with
his officers, no wonder his eyesight was going.

“What was that, Captain?” Lieutenant Shrub asked, his words
scarcely audible through the chattering of his teeth.

“A signal rocket—or perhaps one of those new fangled Con-
greve war rockets. There’s trouble over there and we're going to
find out just what it is. Send the hands to the braces, if you
please, fill the main-topsl and lay her on the starboard tack.”

“Can I put my pants on first?”

“No impertinence, sir, or I'll have you in irons!”

Shrub bellowed the orders through the speaking trumpet and
all the hands laughed at his shaking naked legs. Yet in a few sec-
onds the well trained crew, who not six days before had been
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wenching and drinking ashore on civvy street, never dreaming
that the wide-sweeping press gangs would round them up and
send them to sea, leapt to the braces, hurled the broken spars and
cordage overside, sealed the shot holes, buried the dead, drank
their grog and still had enough energy left over for a few of their
number to do a gay hornpipe. The ship heeled as she turned,
water creamed under her bows and then she was on the new tack,
reaching out from the shore, investigating this new occurrence,
making her presence felt as the representative of the mightiest
blockading fleet the world, at that time, had ever known.

“A ship ahead, sir,” the masthead lookout called. “Two points
off the starboard bow.”

“Beat to quarters,” Harpplayer ordered.

Through the heavy roll of the drum and the slap of the sailors’
bare horny feet on the deck, the voice of the lookout could be
barely heard.

“No sails nor spars, sir. She’s about the size of our longboat.”

“Belay that last order. And when that lookout comes off duty
I want him to recite five hundred times, a boat is something that’s
picked up and put on a ship.”

Pressed on by the freshing land breeze the Redundant closed
rapidly on the boat until it could be made out clearly from the
deck.

“No masts, no spars, no sails—what makes it move?” Lieuten-
ant Shrub asked with gape-mouthed puzzlement.

“There is no point in speculation in advance, Mr. Shrub.
This craft may be French or a neutral so I'll take no chances. Let
us have the carronades loaded and run out. And I want the
Marines in the futtock-shrowds, with their pieces on the half-
cock, if you please. I want no one to fire until they receive my
command, and I'll have anyone who does boiled in oil and served
for breakfast.”

“You are the card, sir!”

“Am I? Remember the cox'in who got his orders mixed yester-
day?”

“Very gamey, sir, if I say so,” Shrub said, picking a bit of gristle
from between his teeth. “I'll issue the orders, sir.”
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The strange craft was like nothing Harpplayer had ever seen
before. It advanced without visible motive power and he thought
of hidden rowers with underwater oars, but they would have to
be midgets to fit in the boat. It was decked over and appeared to
be covered with a glass hutment of some kind. All in all a strange
device, and certainly not French. The unwilling slaves of the Oc-
topus in Paris would never master the precise techniques to con-
struct a diadem of the sea such as this. No, this was from some
alien land, perhaps from beyond China or the mysterious islands
of the east. There was a man seated in the craft and he touched
a lever that rolled back the top window. He stood then and
waved to them. A concerted gasp ran through the watchers, for
every eye in the ship was fastened on this strange occurrence.

“What is this, Mr. Shrub,” Harpplayer shouted. “Are we at
a fun fair or a Christmas pantomime? Discipline, sir!”

“B-but, sir,” the faithful Shrub stammered, suddenly at a loss
for words. “That man, sir—he’s green!”

“l want none of your damn nonsense, sir,” Harpplayer
snapped irritably, annoyed as he always was when people bab-
bled about their imagined “colors.” Paintings, and sunsets and
such tripe. Nonsense. The world was made up of healthy shades
of grey and that was that. Some fool of a Harley Street quack had
once mentioned an imaginary malady which he termed “color
blindness” but had desisted with his tomfoolery when Harpplayer
had mentioned the choice of seconds.

“Green, pink or purple, I don’t care what shade of grey the
fellow is. Throw him a line and have him up here where we can
hear his story.”

The line was dropped and after securing it to a ring on his
boat the stranger touched a lever that closed the glass cabin
once more, then climbed easily to the deck above.

“Green fur . . .” Shrub said, then clamped his mouth shut
under Harpplayer's fierce glare.

“Enough of that, Mr. Shrub. He’s a foreigner and we will
treat him with respect, at least until we find out what class he is
from. He is a bit hairy, I admit, but certain races in the north of
the Nipponese Isles are that way, perhaps he comes from there.
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I bid you welcome, sir,” he said addressing the man. “I am Cap-
tain Honario Harpplayer, commander of His Majesty’s ship,
Redundant.”

“Kwl-kkle-wrrl-kl . . . I”

“Not French,” Harpplayer muttered, “nor Latin nor Greek I
warrant. Perhaps one of those barbaric Baltic tongues, I'll try
him on German. Ich rate Ihnen, Reiseschecks mitzunehmen? Or
an Italian dialect? E proibito; pero qui si vendono cartoline ri-
cordo.”

The stranger responded by springing up and down excitedly,
then pointing to the sun, making circular motions around his
head, pointing to the clouds, making falling motions with his
hands, and shrilly shouting “M’ku, m'ku!”

“Feller’s barmy,” the Marine officer said, “and besides, he got
too many fingers.”

“I can count to seven without your help,” Shrub told him an-
grily, “I think he’s trying to tell us it’s going to rain.”

“He may be a meteorologist in his own land,” Harpplayer said
safely, “but here he is just another alien.”

The officers nodded agreement, and this motion seemed to
excite the stranger for he sprang forward shouting his unintel-
ligible gibberish. The alert Marine guard caught him in the back
of the head with the butt of his Tower musket and the hairy man
fell to the deck.

“Tried to attack you, Captain,” the Marine officer said. “Shall
we keel-haul him, sir?”

“No, poor chap is a long way from home, may be worried. We
must allow for the language barrier. Just read him the Articles
of War and impress him into the service. We're short of hands
after that last encounter.”

“You are of a very forgiving nature, sir, and an example for us
all. What shall we do with his ship?”

“T'll examine it. There may be some principle of operation here
that would be of interest to Whitehall. Drop a ladder, I'll have a
look myself.”

After some fumbling Harpplayer found the lever that moved
the glass cabin, and when it slid aside he dropped into the cock-
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pit that it covered. A comfortable divan faced a board covered
with a strange collection of handles, buttons and divers ma-
chines concealed beneath crystal covers. It was a perfect example
of the decadence of the east, excessive decoration and ornamen-
tation where a panel of good English oak would have done as
well, and a simple pivoted bar to carry the instructions to the
slaves that rowed the boat. Or perhaps there was an animal con-
cealed behind the panel, he heard a deep roar when he touched
a certain lever. This evidently signaled the galley slave—or
animal—to begin his labors, since the little craft was now rushing
through the water at a good pace. Spray was slapping into the
cockpit so Harpplayer closed the cover, which was a good thing.
Another button must have tilted a concealed rudder because the
boat suddenly plunged its nose down and sank, the water rising
up until it washed over the top of the glass. Luckily, the craft
was stoutly made and did not leak, and another button caused the
boat to surface again.

It was at that instant that Harpplayer had the idea. He sat as
one paralyzed, while his rapid thoughts ran through the possibil-
ities. Yes, it might work—it would work! He smacked his fist into
his open palm and only then realized that the tiny craft had
turned while he had been thinking and was about to ram into
the Redundant, whose rail was lined with frightened-eyed faces.
With a skillful touch he signaled the animal (or slave) to stop
and there was only the slightest bump as the vessels touched.

“Mr. Shrub,” he called.

“Sir?”

“I want a hammer, six nails, six kegs of gunpowder each with a
two minute fuse and a looped rope attached, and a dark lantern.”

“But, sir—what for?” For once the startled Shrub forgot him-
self enough to question his captain.

The plan had so cheered Harpplayer that he took no umbrage
at this sudden familiarity. In fact he even smiled into his cuff,
the expression hidden by the failing light.

“Why—six barrels because there are six ships,” he said with
unaccustomed coyness. “Now, carry on.”
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The gunner and his mates quickly completed their task and
the barrels were lowered in a sling. They completely filled the
tiny cockpit, barely leaving room for Harpplayer to sit. In fact
there was no room for the hammer and he had to hold it be-
tween his teeth.

“Mither Thrub,” he said indistinctly around the hammer, sud-
denly depressed as he realized that in a few moments he would
be pitting his own frail body against the hordes of the usurper
who cracked the whip over a continent of oppressed slaves. He
quailed at his temerity at thus facing the Tyrant of Europe, then
quailed before his own disgust at his frailty. The men must never
know that he had these thoughts, that he was the weakest of
them. “Mr. Shrub,” he called again, and there was no sound of
his feelings in his voice. “If I do not return by dawn you are in
command of this ship and will make a full report. Good-by. In
triplicate, mind.”

“Oh, sir—" Shrub began, but his words were cut off as the glass
cover sprang shut and the tiny craft hurled itself against all the
power of a continent.

Afterwards Harpplayer was to laugh at his first weakness.
Truly, the escapade was as simple as strolling down Fleet Street
on a Sunday morning. The foreign ship sank beneath the sur-
face and slipped past the batteries on Cape Pietfieux, that the
English sailors called Cape Pitfix, and into the guarded waters of
Cienfique. No guard noticed the slight roiling of the waters of
the bay and no human eye saw the dim shape that surfaced next
to the high wooden wall that was the hull of the French ship of
the line. Two sharp blows of the hammer secured the first keg of
gunpowder and a brief flash of light came from the dark lantern
as the fuse was lit. Before the puzzled sentries on the deck above
could reach the rail the mysterious visitor was gone, and they
could not see the tell-tale fuse sputtering away, concealed by the
barrel of death that it crept slowly toward. Five times Harpplayer
repeated this simple, yet deadly, activity, and as he was driving
the last nail there was a muffled explosion from the first ship.
Hutment closed, he made his way from the harbor, and behind
him six ships, the pride of the Tyrant’s navy, burnt in pillars of
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flame until all that was left was the charred hulls, settling to the
ocean floor.

Captain Harpplayer opened the glass hutment when he was
past the shore batteries, and looked back with satisfaction at the
burning ships. He had done his duty and his small part towards
ending this awful war that had devastated a continent and
would, in the course of a few years, kill so many of the finest
Frenchmen that the height of the entire French race would be
reduced by an average of more than five inches. The last pyre
died down and, feeling a twinge of regret, since they had been
fine ships, though in fief to the Madman in Paris, he turned the
bow of his craft towards the Redundant.

It was dawn when he reached the ship, and exhaustion tugged
at him. He grabbed the ladder lowered for him and painfully
climbed to the deck. The drums whirred and the sideboys sa-
luted; the bos'uns’ pipes trilled.

“Well done, sir, or well done,” Shrub exclaimed, rushing for-
ward to take his hand. “We could see them burning from here.”

Behind them, in the water, there was a deep burbling, like the
water running from the tub when the plug is pulled, and Harp-
player turned just in time to see the strange craft sinking into
the sea and vanishing from sight.

“Damn silly of me,” he muttered. “Forgot to close the hatch.
Running quite a sea, must have washed in.”

His ruminations were sharply cut through by a sudden
scream. He turned just in time to see the hairy stranger run to
the rail and stare, horrified, at the vanishing craft. Then the man,
obviously bereaved, screamed horribly and tore great handfuls
of hair from his head, a relatively easy task since he had so
much. Then, before anyone could think to stop him, he had
mounted to the rail and plunged headfirst into the sea. He sank
like a rock, and either could not swim, or did not want to; he
seemed strangely attached to his craft, since he did not return to
the surface.

“Poor chap,” Harpplayer said with the compassion of a sensi-
tive man, “to be alone, and so far from home. Perhaps he is
happier dead.”
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“Aye, perhaps,” the stolid Shrub muttered, “but he had the
makings of a good topman in him, sir. Could run right out on
the spars he could, held on very well he did, what with those
long toenails of his that bit right into the wood. Had another
toe in his heel that helped him hold on.”

“T'll ask you not to discuss the deformities of the dead. We'll
list him in the report as Lost Overboard. What was his name?”

“Wouldn't tell us, sir, but we carry him in the books as Mr.
Green.”

“Fair enough. Though foreign-born, he would be proud to
know that he died bearing a good English name.” Then, curtly
dismissing the faithful and stupid Shrub, Harpplayer resumed
walking the quarterdeck, filled with the silent agony which was
his and his alone, and would be until the guns of the Corsican
Ogre were spiked forever.



It is appropriate that this Magazine, which has often occupied itself
with fictional speculations concerning humanoids (future variety),
should also devote space and attention to humanoids (extinct vari-
ety). Extinct, so far as we know, at any rate. Karen Anderson
handles this for us here and now with a cunningly wrought relation
about centaurs.

TREATY IN TARTESSOS
by Karen Anderson

IraTzABAL'S HOOFs WERE sHoD with bronze, as befitted a high
chief, and heavy gold pins held the coils of bright sorrel hair on
top of his head. In this morning’s battle, of course, he had used
wooden pins which were less likely to slip out. As tonight was a
ceremonial occasion, he wore a coat of aurochs hide dyed blue
with woad, buttoned and cinched with hammered gold.

He waved his spear high to show the green branches bound to
its head as he entered the humans’ camp. No one spoke, but a
guard grunted around a mouthful of barley-cake and jerked his
thumb toward the commander’s tent.

Standing in his tent door, Kynthides eyed the centaur with
disfavor, from his unbarbered hair to the particularly clumsy
bandage on his off fetlock. He straightened self-consciously in
his sea-purple cloak and pipeclayed linen tunic.

“Greetings, most noble Iratzabal,” he said, bowing. “Will you
enter my tent?”

The centaur returned the bow awkwardly. “Glad to, most no-
ble Kynthides,” he said. As he went in the man realized with a
little surprise that the centaur emissary was only a couple of fin-
gers’ breadth taller than himself.

It was darker inside the tent than out, despite the luxury of
three lamps burning at once. “I hope you've dined well? May 1
offer you anything?” Kynthides asked politely, with considerable
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misgivings. The centaur probably wouldn’t know what to do
with a barley loaf, and as for wine—well, there wasn’t a drop
within five miles of camp. Or there had better not be.

“That’s decent of you, but I'm full up,” said Iratzabal. “The
boys found a couple of dead . . . uh, buffalo, after the battle,
and we had a fine barbecue.”

Kynthides winced. Another yoke of draft oxen gone! Well,
Corn Mother willing, the war would be settled soon. It might
even be tonight. “Won't you, er . . . Sit? Lie down? Er, make
yourself comfortable.”

Iratzabal lowered himself to the ground with his feet under
him, and Kynthides sank gratefully into a leather-backed chair.
He had been afraid the discussion would be conducted stand-
ing up.

“T got to admit you gave us a good fight today, for all you're
such lightweights,” the centaur said. “You generally do. If we
don’t get things settled somehow, we could go on like this till
we've wiped each other out.”

“We realize that too,” said the man. “I've been asked by the
heads of every village in Tartessos, not to mention communities
all the way back to Thrace, to make some reasonable settlement
with you. Can you speak for centaurs in those areas?”

“More or less.” He swished his tail across the bandaged fet-
lock, and flies scattered. “I run most of the territory from here up
through Goikokoa Etchea—what men call Pyrene’s Mountains—
and across to the Inland Sea. Half a dozen tribes besides mine
hunt through here, but they stand aside for us. We could lick
any two of them with our eyes shut. Now, you take an outfit like
the Acroceraunians—I don’t run them, but they've heard of me,
and I can tell them to knuckle under or face my boys and yours.
But that shouldn’t be necessary. I'm going to get them a good
cut.”

“Well, remember that if the communities don’t like promises
I make in their names, they won'’t honor them,” said the man. He
slid his fingers through the combed curls of his dark-brown beard
and wished he could ignore the centaur’s odor. The fellow
smelled like a saddle-blanket. If he didn’t want to wash, he could
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at least use perfume. “First, we ought to consider the reasons for
this war, and after that ways to settle the dispute.”

“The way I see it,” the centaur began, “is, you folks want to
pin down the corners of a piece of country and sit on it. We
don’t understand ground belonging to somebody.”

“It began,” Kynthides said stiffly, “with that riot at the wed-
ding.”

“That was just what set things off,” said Iratzabal. “There'd
been a lot of small trouble before then. I remember how I was
running down a four-pointer through an oak wood one rainy
day, with my nose full of the way things smell when they’re wet
and my mind on haunch of venison. The next thing I knew I
was in a clearing planted with one of those eating grasses, twenty
pounds of mud on each hoof and a pack of tame wolves worry-
ing my hocks. I had to kill two or three of them before I got
away, and by then there were men throwing spears and shouting
‘Out! Out!’ in what they thought was Eskuara.”

“We have to keep watchdogs and arm the field hands, or we
wouldn’t have a stalk of grain standing at harvest time!”

“Take it easy. I was just telling you, the war isn’t over a little
thing like some drunks breaking up a wedding. Nor they
wouldn’t have, if the wine hadn’t been where they could get at
it. There’s blame on both sides.”

The man half rose at this, but caught himself. The idea was to
stop the war, not set it off afresh. “At any rate, it seems we can’t
get along with each other. Men and centaurs don’t mix well.”

“We look at things different ways,” said Iratzabal. “You see a
piece of open country, and all you can think of is planting a crop
on it. We think of deer grazing it, or rabbit and pheasant nest-
ing. Field-planting ruins the game in a district.”

“Can’t you hunt away from farm districts?” asked Kynthides.
“We have our families to support, little babies and old people.
There are too many of us to let the crops go and live by hunting,
even if there were as much game as the land could support.”

“Where can we hunt?” shrugged the centaur. “Whenever we
come through one of our regular districts, we find more valleys
under plow than last time, more trees cut and the fields higher
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up the slope. Even in Goikokoa Etchea, what's as much my
tribe’s home as a place can be, little fields are showing up.” A
swirl of lamp smoke veered toward him, and he sniffed it con-
temptuously. “Sheep fat! The herds I find aren’t deer any more,
they're sheep, with a boy pi-pipping away on a whistle—and
dogs again.”

“If you'd pick out your territory and stay on it, then no farm-
ers would come in,” said Kynthides. “It’s contrary to our nature
to leave land unused because somebody plans to hunt through
it next autumn.”

“But, big as Goikokoa Etchea is, it won't begin to feed us year
round! We've got to have ten times as much, a hundred times if
you're talking of Scythia and Illyria and all.”

“I live in Thessaly myself,” Kynthides pointed out. “I have to
think of Illyria. What we men really want is to see all you cen-
taurs completely out of Europe, resettled in Asia or the like.
Couldn’t you all move out of Sarmatia and the lands to the east?
Nobody lives there. It’s all empty steppes.”

“Sarmatial Maybe it looks empty to a farmer, but I've heard
from the boys in Scythia. The place is filling up with Achaians,
six feet tall, each with twenty horses big enough to eat either one
of us for breakfast, and they can ride those horses all night and
fight all day. By Jainco, I'm keeping away from them.”

“Well, there’s hardly anybody in Africa. Why don’t you go
there?” the man suggested.

“If there was any way of us all getting there—"

“Certainly there is! We have ships. It would take a couple of
years to send you all, but—"

“If we could get there, we wouldn't like it at all. That’s no kind
of country for a centaur. Hot, dry, game few and far between—
no thanks. But you're willing to ship us all to some other place?”

“Any place! That is, within reason. Name it.”

“Just before war broke out in earnest, I got chummy with a lad
who'd been on one of those exploring voyages you folks go in
for. He said he’d been to a place that was full of game of all
kinds, and even had the right kind of toadstools.”

“Toadstools? To make poison with?” cried Kynthides, his



Treaty in Tartessos 69

hand twitching toward the neatly bandaged spear-jab on his side.

“Poison!” Iratzabal ducked his head and laughed into his heavy
sorrel beard. “That’s a good one, poison from toadstools! No, to
eat. Get a glow on at the Moon Dances—same way you people
do with wine. Though I can’t see why you use stuff that leaves
you so sick the next day.”

“Once you've learned your capacity, you needn’t have a hang-
over,” Kynthides said with a feeling of superiority. “But this place
you're talking of—"

“Well, my pal said it wasn’t much use to men, but centaurs
would like it. Lots of mountains, all full of little tilted meadows,
but no flat country to speak of. Not good to plow up and sow
with barley or what-not. Why not turn that over to us, since you
can’t send any big colonies there anyway?”

“Wait a minute. Are you talking about Kypros' last expedi-
tion?”

“That’s the one my pal sailed under,” nodded Iratzabal.

“No, by the Corn Mother! How can I turn that place over to
you? We've barely had a look at it ourselves! There may be tin
and amber to rival Thule, or pearls, or sea-purple. We have sim-
ply no idea of what we’d be giving you.”

“And there may be no riches at all. Did this guy Kypros say
he’d seen any tin or pearls? If he did, he didn’t tell a soul of his
crew. And I'm telling you, if we don’t go there we don’t go any-
place. I can start the war again with two words.”

The man sprang to his feet, white-lipped. “Then start the war
again! We may not have been winning, but by the Mother, we
weren't losing!”

Iratzabal heaved himself upright. “You can hold out as long as
we give you pitched battles. But wait till we turn to raiding!
You'll have fields trampled every night, and snipers chipping at
you every day. You won’t dare go within bowshot of the woods.
We'll chivy your herds through your drops till they've run all
their fat off and there’s not a blade still standing. And you'll get
no harvest in, above what you grab off the stem and eat running.
How are the granaries, Kynthides? Will there be any seed corn
left by spring?”






Some years ago the Staff of The Magazine received one of those
shocks—rare and pleasurable—which comes from finding a treasure
among the unsolicited MSS pouring in like the lavas which restlessly
roll—the treasure in this case being entitled CASEY AGONISTES,
by Richard McKenna. Richard McKenna is an Old Navy and an
Old China Hand, a raconteur extraordinary, with eyebrows (red)
bigger than most moustachioes, a gentleman, a scholar, and the hus-
band of the gentle Eva. He writes briefly of himself now: “Bom ¢
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to live with female of species. Began writing 1957. This story written
1958, much worked on since. Have just finished China novel, THE
SAND PEBBLES, for Harper’s.” The “China novel” has subse-
quently (a) won the Harper’s Prize, (b) been selected for serializa-
tion in The Saturday Evening Post, (¢) chosen by the Book of the
Month Club, and (d) purchased for the movies! . . . Mr. McKenna
here gives us a story of epic quality—a conflict of cultures comparable
to that of Athens and Sparta, a struggle between men and men and
between men and a life-form previously unknown to men, a struggle
between one man and his own culture; and of one woman who—but
we have said enough. “Home is the sailor/ Home from the sea/
And the hunter home from the hill,” wrote Robert Louis Stevenson,
in his own epitaph. It is not always Death, however, which beareth
away the victory.

HUNTER, COME HOME
by Richard McKenna

ON THAT PLANET THE DAMNED TREES were immortal, the new
guys said in disgust, so there was no wood for campfires and
they had to burn pyrolene doused on raw stem fragments. Roy
Craig crouched over the fire tending a bubbling venison stew
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and caught himself wishing they might still use the electric
galley inside their flyer. But the new guys were all red dots and
they wanted flame in the open and of course they were right.

Four of them sat across the fire from Craig, talking loudly
and loading explosive pellets. They wore blue field denims and
had roached hair and a red dot tattooed on their foreheads. Bork
Wilde, the new field chief, stood watching them. He was tall and
bold featured, with roached black hair, and he had two red dots
on his forehead. Craig’s reddish hair was unroached and except
for freckles his forehead was blank, because he had never taken
the Mordin manhood test. For all his gangling young six-foot
body, he felt like a boy among men. As the only blanky in a
crew of red dots, he caught all the menial jobs now. It was not
pleasant.

They were a six-man ringwalling crew and they were camped
beside their flyer, a gray, high sided cargo job, a safe two miles
downslope from a big ringwall. All around them the bare, fluted,
silvery stems speared and branched fifty feet overhead and gave
a watery cast to the twilight. Normally the stems and twigs would
be covered with two-lobed phytozoon leaves of all sizes and
color patterns. The men and their fire had excited the leaves
and they had detached themselves, to hover in a pulsating rain-
bow cloud high enough to catch the sun above the silver tracery
of the upper branches. They piped and twittered and shed a
spicy perfume. Certain daring ones dipped low above the men.
One of the pellet loaders, a little rat faced man named Cobb,
hurled a flaming chunk up through them.

“Shut up, you flitterbugs!” he roared. “Let a man hear himself
think!”

“Can you really think, Cobbo?” Whelan asked.

“If I think I think, then I'm thinking, ain’t I?”

The men laughed. The red and white fibrous root tangle
underfoot was slowly withdrawing, underground and to the sides,
leaving bare soil around the fire. The new guys thought it was
to escape the fire, but Craig remembered the roots had always
done that when the old ringwall crew used to camp without
fire. By morning the whole area around the flyer would be bare
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soil. A brown, many-legged crawler an inch long pushed out of
the exposed soil and scuttled after the retreating roots. Craig
smiled at it and stirred the stew. A small green and red phyto
leaf dropped from the cloud and settled on his knobby wrist.
He let it nuzzle at him. Its thin, velvety wings waved slowly. A
much thickened midrib made it a kind of body with no head or
visible appendages. Craig turned his wrist over and wondered
idly why the phyto did not fall off. It was a pretty little thing.

A patterned green and gold phyto with wings as large as
dinnerplates settled on Wilde’s shoulder. Wilde snatched it and
tore its wings with thick fingers. It whimpered and fluttered.
Craig winced.

“Stop it!” he said involuntarily and then, apologetically, “It
can’t hurt you, Mr. Wilde. It was just curious.”

“Who pulled your trigger, Blanky?” Wilde asked lazily. “I wish
these damned bloodsucking butterflies could know what I'm
doing here.”

He turned and kicked one of the weak, turgor-rigid stems and
brought it crumpling down across the flyer. He threw the torn
phyto after it and laughed, showing big horse teeth. Craig bit his
lip.

“Chow’s ready,” he said. “Come and get it.”

After cleanup it got dark, with only one moon in the sky, and
the phytos furled their wings and went to sleep on the upper
branches. The fire died away. The men rolled up in blankets
and snored. Craig sat there. He saw Sidis come and stand looking
out the doorway of the lighted main cabin. Sidis was the Belconti
ecologist who had been boss of the old ringwall crew. He was
along on this first trip with the new men only to break Wilde
in as crew chief. He insisted on eating and sleeping inside the
flyer, to the scorn of the Planet Mordin red dots. His forehead
was blank as Craig’s, but that was little comfort. Sidis was from
Planet Belconti, where they had different customs.

For Mordinmen, courage was the supreme good. They were
descendants of a lost Earth-colony that had lapsed to a stone
age technology and fought its way back to gunpowder in cease-
less war against the fearsome Great Russel dinotheres who were



74 RICHARD MCKENNA

the dominant lifeform on Planet Mordin before men came and
for a long time after. For many generations young candidates
for manhood went forth in a sworn band to kill a Great Russel
with spears and arrows. When rifles came, they hunted him
singly. The survivors wore the red dot of manhood and fathered
the next generation. Then the civilized planets rediscovered
Mordin. Knowledge flowed in. Population exploded. Suddenly
there were not enough Great Russels left alive to meet the need.
Craig’s family had not been able to buy him a Great Russel hunt
and he could not become a man.

I'll have my chance yet, Craig thought dourly.

Ten years before Craig’s birth the Mordin Hunt Council
found the phyto planet unclaimed and set out to convert it to
one great dinothere hunting range. The Earth-type Mordin biota
could neither eat nor displace the alien phytos. Mordin con-
tracted with Belconti biologists to exterminate the native life,
Mordin laborers served under Belconti biotechs. All were blank-
ies; no red dots would serve under the effete Belcontis, many
of whom were women. Using the killer plant Thanasis, the
Belcontis cleared two large islands and restocked them with a
Mordin biota. One they named Base Island and made their head-
quarters. On the other they installed a Great Russel dinothere.
He flourished.

When I was little, they told me I'd kill my Great Russel on
this planet, Craig thought. He clasped his arms around his knees.
There was still only the one Great Russel on the whole planet.

Because for thirty years the continents refused to die. The
phytos encysted Thanasis areas, adapted, recovered ground. Bel-
conti genesmiths designed ever more deadly strains of Thanasis,
pushing it to the safe upper limit of its recombination index.
After decades of dubious battle Thanasis began clearly losing
ground. The Belcontis said the attempt must be given up. But
the phyto planet had become the symbol of future hope to curb
present social unrest on Mordin. The Hunt Council would not
give up the fight. Mordin red dots were sent to study biotechnics
on Belconti. Then they came to the phyto planet to do the job
themselves.
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Craig was already there, finishing out a two-year labor con-
tract. Working with other blankies under a Belconti boss, he
had almost forgotten the pain of withheld manhood. He had
extended his contract for two more years. Then, a month ago,
the red dots had come in the Mordin relief ship, to relieve both
Belconti biotechs and the Mordin field crews. The Belcontis
would go home on their own relief ship in about a year. Craig
was left the only blanky on the planet, except for the Belcontis,
and they didn’t count.

I'm already alone, he thought. He bowed his head on his
knees and wished he could sleep. Someone touched his shoulder.
He looked up to see Sidis beside him.

“Come inside, will you, Roy?” Sidis whispered. “I want to talk
to you.”

Craig sat down across from Sidis at the long table in the main
cabin. Sidis was a slender, dark man with the gentle Belconti
manners and a wry smile.

“I'm worried what you'll do these next two years,” he said.
“I don’t like the way they order you around, that nasty little
Cobb in particular. Why do you take it?”

“I have to because I'm a blanky.”

“You can't help that. If it’s one of your laws, it’s not a fair law.”

“I’s fair because it’s natural,” Craig said. “I don’t like not
being a man, but that’s just how it is.”

“You are a man. You're twenty-four years old.”

“I'm not a man until I feel like one,” Craig said. “I can’t feel
like one until I kill my Great Russel.”

“I'm afraid you'd still feel out of place,” Sidis said. “T've
watched you for two years and I think you have a certain quality
your own planet has no use for. So I have a proposition.” He
glanced at the door, then back to Craig. “Declare yourself a Bel-
conti citizen, Roy. We'll all sponsor you. I know Mil Ames will
find you a job on the staff. You can go home to Belconti with
us.”

“Great Russel” Craig said. “I couldn’t never do that, Mr.
Sidis.”
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“Why couldn’t you? Do you want to go through life as Mordin
blanky? Would you ever get a wife?”

“Maybe. Some woman the red dots passed over. She'd hate
me, for her bad luck.”

“And you call that fair?”

“It’s fair because it’s natural. It’s natural for a woman to want
an all-the-way man instead of a boy that just grew up.”

“Not for Belconti women. How about it, Roy?”

Craig clasped his hands between his knees. He lowered his
head and shook it slowly.

“No. No. I couldn’t. My place is here, fighting for a time
when no kid has to grow up cheated, like I been.” He raised his
head. “Besides, no Mordinman ever runs away from a fight.”

Sidis smiled. “This fight is already lost.”

“Not the way Mr. Wilde talks. In the labs at Base Camp
they’re going to use a trans-something, I hear.”

“Translocator in the gene matrix,” Sidis said. His face shad-
owed. “I guarantee they won’t do it while Mil Ames runs the
labs. After we go, they'll probably kill themselves in a year.” He
looked sharply at Craig. “I hadn’t meant to tell you that, but it’s
one reason I hope you'll leave with us.”

“How kill ourselves?”

“With an outlaw free-system.”

Cralg shook his head. Sidis looked thoughtful

“Look, you know how the phyto stems are all rooted together
underground like one huge plant,” he said. “Thanasis pumps
self-duplicating enzyme systems into them, trying to predigest
the whole continent. In the labs we design those free-systems.
They can digest a man, too, and that’s what you get inoculated
against each time we design a new one. We also design a specific
control virus able to kill off each new strain of Thanasis. Well,
then.” He steepled his fingers. “With translocation, Thanasis can
redesign its own free-systems in the field, you might say. It could
come up with something impossible to immunize, something no
control virus we know how to make could handle. Then it would
kill us and rule the planet itself.”

“That’s what happened on Planet Froy, isn't it?”
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“Yes. That's what you risk. And you can’t win. So come to
Belconti with us.”

Craig stood up. “I almost wish you didn’t tell me that, about
the danger,” he said. “Now I can’t think about leaving.”

Sidis leaned back and spread his fingers on the table. “Talk to
Midori Blake before you say no for sure,” he said. “I know she’s
fond of you, Roy. I thought you rather liked her.”

“I do like to be around her,” Craig said. “I liked it when you
used to go there, stead of camping in the field. I wish we did
now.”

“T'll try to persuade Wilde. Think it over, will you?”

“I can’t think,” Craig said. “I don’t know what I feel.” He
turned to the door. “I'm going out and walk and try to think.”

“Goodnight, Roy.” Sidis reached for a book.

The second moon was just rising. Craig walked through a jun-
gle of ghostly silver stems. Phytos clinging to them piped sleepily,
disturbed by his passage. I'm too ignorant to be a Belconti, he
thought. He was nearing the ringwall. Stems grew more thickly,
became harder, fused at last into a sloping, ninety-foot dam.
Craig climbed halfway up and stopped. It was foolhardy to go
higher without a protective suit. Thanasis was on the other side.
Its free-systems diffused hundreds of feet, even in still air. The
phyto stems were all rooted together like one big plant and
Thanasis ate into it like a sickness. The stems formed ringwalls
around stands of Thanasis, to stop its spread and force it to poi-
son itself. Craig climbed a few feet higher.

Sure I'm big enough to whip Cobb, he thought. Whip any of
them, except Mr. Wilde. But he knew that in a quarrel his knees
would turn to water and his voice squeak off to nothing, because
they were men and he was not.

“Just the same, I'm not a coward,” he said aloud.

He climbed to the top. Thanasis stretched off in a sea of black-
ness beneath the moons. Just below he could see the outline of
narrow, pointed leaves furred with stinging hairs and beaded
with poison meant to be rainwashed into the roots of downslope
prey. The ringwall impounded the poisoned water. This stand
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of Thanasis was drowning in it and it was desperate. He saw the
tendrils groping the flinty ringwall surface, hungry to release
free-systems into enemy tissue and follow after to suck and ab-
sorb. They felt his warmth and waved feebly at him. This below
him was the woody, climbing form. They said even waist-high
shrubs could eat a man in a week.

I'm not afraid, Craig thought. He sat down and took off his
boots and let his bare feet dangle above the Thanasis. Midori
Blake and all the Belcontis would think this was crazy. They
didn’t understand about courage—all they had was brains. He
liked them anyway, Midori most of all. He thought about her as
he gazed off across the dark Thanasis. The whole continent
would have to be like that, first. Then they'd kill off Thanasis
with a control virus and plant grass and real trees and bring
birds and animals and it would all be like Base and Russel Is-
lands were now. Sidis was wrong. That trans-stuff would do it.
He'd stay and help and earn the rest of the money he needed.
He felt better, with his mind made up. Then he felt a gentle
tug at his left ankle.

Fierce, sudden pain stabbed his ankle. He jerked his leg up.
The tendril broke and came with it, still squirming and stinging.
Craig whistled and swore as he scraped it off with a boot heel,
careful not to let it touch his hands. Then he pulled on his right
boot and hurried back to camp for treatment.

He carried his left boot, because he knew how fast his ankle
would swell. He reached camp with his left leg one screaming
ache. Sidis was still up. He neutralized the poison, gave Craig a
sedative and made him turn into one of the bunks inside the
flyer. He did not ask questions. He looked down at Craig with
his wry smile.

“You Mordinmen,” he said, and shook his head.

The Belcontis were always saying that.

In the morning Cobb sneered and Wilde was furious.

“If you're shooting for a week on the sick list, aim again,”
Wilde said. “T'll give you two days.”

“He needs two weeks,” Sidis said. “I'll do his work.”
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“T'll work,” Craig said. “It don’t hurt so much I can’t work.”

“Take today off,” Wilde said, mollified.

“T'll work today,” Craig said. “I'm all right.”

It was a tortured day under the hot yellow sun, with his foot
wrapped in sacks and stabbing pain up his spine with every
step. Craig drove his power auger deep into basal ringwall tissue
and the aromatic, red-purple sap gushed out and soaked his feet.
Then he pushed in the explosive pellet, shouldered his rig and
paced off the next position. Over and over he did it, like a ma-
chine, not stopping to eat his lunch, ignoring the phytos that
clung to his neck and hands. He meant to finish his arc before
the others, if it killed him. But when he finished and had time to
think about it, his foot felt better than it had all day. He snapped
a red cloth to his auger shaft and waved it high and the flyer
slanted down to pick him up. Sidis was at the controls.

“You're the first to finish,” he said. “I don’t see why you’re even
alive. Go and lie down now.”

“T'll take the controls,” Craig said. “I feel good.”

“I guess you're proving something,” Sidis smiled. “All right.”

He gave Craig the controls and went aft. Driving the flyer was
one of the menial jobs that Craig liked. He liked being alone in
the little control cabin, with its two seats and windows all
around. He lifted to a thousand feet and glanced along the ring-
wall, curving out of sight in both directions. The pent sea of
Thanasis was dark green by daylight. The phyto area outside the
ringwall gleamed silvery, with an overplay of shifting colors,
and it was very beautiful. Far and high in the north he saw a
colored cloud among the fleecy ones. It was a mass of migratory
phytos drifting in the wind. It was beautiful too.

“They’re very fast at transferring substance to grow or repair
the ringwalls,” he heard Sidis telling Wilde back in the main
cabin. “You'll notice the biomass downslope is less dense. When
you release that poisoned water from inside the ringwall you get
a shock effect and Thanasis follows up fast. But a new ringwall
always forms.”

“Next time through I'll blow fifty-mile arcs,” Wilde said.

Craig slanted down to pick up Jordan. He was a stocky,
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sandy-haired man about Craig’s age. He scrambled aboard grin-
ning.

“Beat us again, hey, Craig?” he said. “That took guts, boy!
You're all right!”

“I got two years practice on you guys,” Craig said.

The praise made him feel good. It was the first time Jordan
had called him by name instead of “Blanky.” He lifted the flyer
again. Jordan sat down in the spare seat.

“How's the foot?” he asked.

“Pretty good. I might get my boot on, unlaced,” Craig said.

“Don’t try. I'll take camp chores tonight,” Jordan said. “You
rest that foot, Craig.”

“There’s Whelan signaling,” Craig said.

He felt himself blushing with pleasure as he slanted down to
pick up Whelan. Jordan went aft. When Rice and Cobb had
been picked up, Craig hovered the flyer at two miles and Wilde
pulsed off the explosive. Twenty miles of living ringwall tissue
fountained in dust and flame. Phytos rising in terrified, chro-
matic clouds marked the rolling shock wave. Behind it the silvery
plain darkened with the sheet flow of poisoned water.

“Hah! Go it, Thanasis!” Wilde shouted. “I swear to bullets,
that’s a pretty sight down there!” He sighed. “Well, that makes it
a day, men. Sidis, where’s a good place to camp?”

“We’re only an hour from Burton Island,” Sidis said. “I used to
stop at the taxonomy station there every night, when we worked
this area.”

“Probably why you never got anywhere, too,” Wilde said. “But
I want a look at that island. The Huntsman's got plans for it.”

He shouted orders up to Craig. Craig lifted to ten miles and
headed southeast at full throttle. A purplish sea rolled above the
silvery horizon. Far on the sea rim beaded islands climbed to
view. It had been a good day, Craig thought. Jordan seemed to
want to be friends. And now at long last he was going to see
Midori Blake again.

He grounded the flyer on slagged earth near the familiar gray
stone buildings on the eastern headland. The men got out and
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George and Helen Toyama, smiling and gray-haired in lab
smocks, came to welcome them. Craig’s left boot was tight and it
hurt, but he could wear it unlaced. Helen told him Midori was
painting in the gorge. He limped down the gorge path, past
Midori’s small house and the Toyama home on the cliff edge at
left. Midori and the Toyamas were the only people on Burton
Island. The island was a phyto research sanctuary and it had
never been touched by Thanasis. It was the only place other
than Base Camp where humans lived permanently.

The gorge was Midori’s special place. She painted it over and
over, never satisfied. Craig knew it well, the quartz ledge, the
cascading waterfall and pool, the phytos dancing in sunlight that
the silvery stem forest changed to the quality of strong moon-
light. Midori said it was the peculiar light that she could never
capture. Craig liked watching her paint, most of all when she
forgot him and sang to herself. She was clean and apart and
beautiful and it was just good to be in the same world with her.
Through the plash of the waterfall and the phyto piping Craig
heard her singing before he came upon her, standing before her
easel beside a quartz boulder. She heard him and turned and
smiled warmly.

“Roy! I'm so glad to see you!” she said. “I was afraid you'd
gone home after all.” :

She was small and dainty under her gray dress, with large
black eyes and delicate features. Her dark hair snugged boyishly
close to her head. Her voice had a natural, birdlike quality and
she moved and gestured with the quick grace of a singing bird.
Craig grinned happily.

“For a while I almost wished I did,” he said. “Now I'm glad
again I didn’t.” He limped toward her.

“Your foot!” she said. “Come over here and sit down.” She
tugged him to a seat on the boulder. “What happened?”

“Touch of Thanasis. It's nothing much.”

“Take off your boot! You don’t want pressure on it!”

She helped him take the boot off and ran cool fingertips over
the red, swollen ankle. Then she sat beside him.

“I know it hurts you. How did it happen?”
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“I was kind of unhappy,” he said. “I went and sat on a ring-
wall and let my bare feet hang over.”

“Foolish Roy. Why were you unhappy?”

“Oh . . . things.” Several brilliant phytos settled on his bare
ankle. He let them stay. “We got to sleep in the field now, stead
of coming here. The new guys are all red dots. I'm just a nothing
again and—"

“You mean they think they’re better than you?”

“They are better, and that’s what hurts. Killing a Great Russel
is a kind of spirit thing, Midori.” He scuffed his right foot. “I'll
see the day when this planet has enough Great Russels so no kid
has to grow up cheated.”

“The phytos are not going to die,” she said softly. “It’s very
clear now. We're defeated.”

“You Belcontis are. Mordinmen never give up.”

“Thanasis is defeated. Will you shoot phytos with rifles?”

“Please don'’t joke about rifles. We're going to use trans-some-
thing on Thanasis.”

“Translocation? Oh, no!” She raised her fingers to her lips. “It
can’t be controlled for field use,” she said. “They wouldn’t dare!”

“Mordinmen dare anything,” he said proudly. “These guys all
studied on Belconti, they know how. That’s another thing. . . .V

He scuffed his foot again. Phytos were on both their heads
and shoulders now and all over his bared ankle. They twittered
faintly.

“What, Roy?”

“They make me feel ignorant. Here I been ringwalling for
two years, and they already know more about phytos than I do.
I want you to tell me something about phytos that I can use to
make the guys notice me. Like, can phytos feel?”

She held her hand to her cheek, silent for a moment.

“Phytos are strange and wonderful and I love them,” she said
softly. “They’re mixed plant and animal. Life never split itself
apart on this planet.”

The flying phytozoons, she explained, functioned as leaves
for the vegetative stems. But the stems, too, had internal tempera-
ture control. The continental network of great conduit roots
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moved fluids anywhere in any quantity with valved peristalsis. A
stem plus attached phytos made a kind of organism.

“But any phyto, Roy, can live with any stem, and they're for-
ever shifting. Everything is part of everything,” she said. “Our
job here on Burton Island is to classify the phytos, and we just
can'’t do it! They vary continuously along every dimension we
choose, physical or chemical, and kind simply has no meaning.”
She sighed. “That’s the most wonderful thing I know about
them. Will that help you?”

“I don’t get all that. That's what I mean, I'm ignorant,” he said.
“Tell me some one simple thing I can use to make the guys take
notice of me.”

“All right, tell them this,” she said. “Phyto color patterns are
plastid systems that synthesize different molecules. The way they
can recombine parts to form new organisms, without waiting for
evolution, gives them a humanly inconceivable biochemical
range. Whatever new poison or free-system we design for Thana-
sis, somewhere by sheer chance they hit on a counter-substance.
The knowledge spreads faster each time. That’s why Thanasis is
defeated.”

“No! Don't keep saying that, Midori!” Craig protested. “This
here translocation, now—"

“Not even that!” Her voice was sharp. “The phytos have un-
limited translocation and any number of sexes. Collectively, I
don’t doubt they're the mightiest biochemical lab in the galaxy.
They form a kind of biochemical intelligence, almost a mind,
and it’s learning faster than we are.” She shook his arm with both
her small hands. “Yes, tell them, make them understand,” she
said. “Human intelligence is defeated here. Now you will try
human ferocity . . . oh, Roy. . . .”

“Say it,” he said bitterly. “You Belcontis think all Mordinmen
are stupid. You sound almost like you want us to lose.”

She turned away and began cleaning her brushes. It was nearly
dark and the phytos were going to rest on the stems overhead.
Craig sat miserably silent, remembering the feel of her hands on
his arm. Then she spoke. Her voice was soft again.

“I don’t know. If you wanted homes and farms here . . . but
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you want only the ritual deaths of man and dinothere. . . .

“Maybe people’s souls get put together different ways on dif-
ferent planets,” Craig said. “I know there’s a piece missing out of
mine. I know what it is.” He put his hand lightly on her shoulder.
“Some holidays I fly down to Russel Island just to look at the
Great Russel there, and then I know. I wish I could take you to
see him. He'd make you understand.”

“I understand. I just don’t agree.”

She swished and splashed brushes, but she didn’t pull her
shoulder away from his hand. Craig thought about what she had
said.

“Why is it you never see a dead phyto? Why is it there ain’t
enough dead wood on a whole continent to make one camp fire?”
he asked. “What eats 'em? What keeps 'em down?”

She laughed and turned back to him, making his arm slide
across her shoulders. He barely let it touch her.

“They eat themselves internally. We call it resorption,” she
said. “They can grow themselves again in another place and
form, as a ringwall, for instance. Roy, this planet has never
known death or decay. Everything is resorbed and reconstituted.
We try to kill it and it suffers but its—yes, its mind—can’t form
the idea of death. There’s no way to think death biochemically.”

“Oh bullets, Midori! Phytos can’t think,” he said. “I wonder,
can they even feel?”

“Yes, they feel!” She rose to her feet, throwing off his arm.
“Their piping is a cry of pain,” she said. “Papa Toyama can re-
member when the planet was almost silent. Since he’s been here,
twenty years, their temperature has risen twelve degrees, their
metabolic rate and speed of neural impulse doubled, chronaxy
halved—"

Craig stood up too and raised his hands. “Hold your fire, Mi-
dori,” he pleaded. “You know I don’t know all them words. You're
mad at me.” It was too dark to see her face plainly.

“I think I'm just afraid,” she said. “I'm afraid of what we've
been doing that we don’t know about.”

“The piping always makes me feel sad, kind of,” Craig said.
“I never would hurt a phyto. But Great Russel, when you think
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about whole continents hurting and crying, day and night for
years—you scare me too, Midori.”

She began packing her painting kit. Craig pulled on his boot.
It laced up easily, without any pain.

“We'll go to my house. I'll make our supper,” she said.

They had used to do that sometimes. Those were the best
times. He took the kit and walked beside her, hardly limping at
all. They started up the cliff path.

“Why did you stay on past your contract, if the work makes
you sad?” she asked suddenly.

“T'wo more years and I'll have enough saved to buy me a Great
Russel hunt back on Mordin,” he said. “I guess you think that’s a
pretty silly reason.”

“Not at all. I thought you might have an even sillier reason.”

He fumbled for a remark, not understanding her sudden chill.
Then Jordan’s voice bawled from above.

“Craig! Ho Craig!”

“Craig aye!”

“Come a-running!” Jordan yelled. “Bork’s raising hell cause
you ain’t loading pellets. I saved chow for you.”

The rest of the field period was much better. Jordan took his
turn on camp chores and joked Rice and Whelan into doing the
same. Only Wilde and Cobb still called Craig “Blanky.” Craig
felt good about things. Jordan sat beside him in the control cabin
as Craig brought the flyer home to Base Island. Russel Island
loomed blue to the south and the Main Continent coast range
toothed the eastern sea rim.

“Home again. Beer and the range, eh, Craig?” Jordan said.
“We'll get in some hunting, maybe.”

“Hope so,” Craig said.

Base Island looked good. It was four thousand square miles of
savanna and rolling hills with stands of young oak and beech. It
teemed with game animals and birds transplanted from Mordin.
On its northern tip buildings and fields made the rectilinear pat-
tern of man. Sunlight gleamed on square miles of Thanasis
greenhouses behind their ionic stockades. Base Island was a
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promise of the planet’s future, when Thanasis would have killed
off the phytos and been killed in its turn and the wholesome life
of Planet Mordin replaced them both. Base Island was home.

They were the first ringwalling team to come in. Wilde re-
ported twelve hundred miles of ringwall destroyed, fifty percent
better than the old Belconti average. Barim, the Chief Hunts-
man, congratulated them. He was a burly, deep-voiced man with
roached gray hair and four red dots on his forehead. It was the
first time Craig had ever shaken hands with a man who had killed
four Great Russels. Barim rewarded the crew with a week on
food hunting detail. Jordan teamed up with Craig. Craig shot
twenty deer and twelve pigs and scores of game birds. His bag
was better than Cobb’s. Jordan joked at Cobb about it, and it
made the sparrowy little man very angry.

The new men had brought a roaring, jovial atmosphere to
Base Camp that Craig rather liked. He picked up camp gossip.
Barim had ordered immediate production of translocator pollen.
Mildred Ames, the Belconti Chief Biologist, had refused. But the
labs were Mordin property. Barim ordered his own men to work
on it. Miss Ames raised shrill hell. Barim barred all Belcontis
from the labs. Miss Ames counterattacked, rapier against bludg-
eon, and got her staff back into the labs. They were to observe
only, for science and the record. It had been very lively, Craig
gathered.

Jealous, scared we'll show ’em up, the Mordin lab men
laughed. And so we will, by the bones of Great Russel!

Craig saw Miss Ames several times around the labs. She was a
tall, slender woman and now she looked pinch-mouthed and un-
happy. She made Sidis a lab observer. He would not ringwall any
more. Craig thought about what Midori had told him. He particu-
larly liked that notion of resorption and waited for his chance to
spring it at the mess table. It came one morning at breakfast.
Wilde’s crew shared a table with lab men in the raftered, stone-
floored mess hall. It was always a clamor of voices and rattling
mess gear. Craig sat between Cobb and Jordan and across
from a squat, bald headed lab man named Joe Breen. Joe brought
up the subject of ringwalls. Craig saw his chance.
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“Them ringwalls, how they make ’em,” he said. “They eat
themselves and grow themselves again. It's called resorption.”

“They'’re resorbing sons of guns, ain’t they?” Joe said. “How
do you like the way they mate?”

Wilde shouted from the head of the table. “That way’s not for
me!”

“What do they mean?”

Craig whispered it to Jordan. Cobb heard him.

“Blanky wants to know the facts of life,” Cobb said loudly.
“Who'll tell him?”

“Who but old Papa Bork?” Wilde shouted. “Here’s what they
do, Blanky. When a flitterbug gets that funny feeling it rounds
up from one to a dozen others. They clump on a stem and get
resorbed into one of them pinkish swellings you're all the time
seeing. After a while it splits and a mess of crawlers falls out.
Get it?”

They were all grinning. Craig blushed and shook his head.

“They crawl off and plant themselves and each one grows into
a phytogenous stem,” Jordan said. “For a year it buds off new
phytos like mad. Then it turns into a vegetative stem.”

“Hell, I seen plenty crawlers,” Craig said. “I just didn’t know
they were seeds.”

“Know how to tell the boy crawlers from the girl crawlers,
Blanky?” Cobb asked. Joe Breen laughed.

“Lay off, Cobb,” Jordan said. “You don't tell their sex, you
count it,” he told Craig. “They got one pair of legs for each
parent.”

“Hey, you know, that’s good!” Wilde said. “Maybe a dozen
sexes, each one tearing a piece off all the others in one opera-
tion. That's good, all right!”

“Once in a lifetime, it better be good,” Joe said. “But Great
Russel, talk about polyploidy and multihybrids—wish we could
breed Thanasis that way.”

“T'll breed my own way,” Wilde said. “Just you give me the
chance.”

“These Belconti women think Mordinmen are crude,” Joe
said. “You'll just have to save it up for Mordin.”
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“There’s a pretty little target lives alone on Burton Island,”
Wilde said.

“Yeah! Blanky knows her,” Cobb said. “Can she be had,
Blanky?”

“No!” Craig clamped his big hand around his coffee cup. “She’s
funny, quiet, keeps to herself a lot,” he said. “But she’s decent
and good.”

“Maybe Blanky never tried,” Cobb said. He winked at Joe.
“Sometimes all you have to do is ask them quiet ones.”

“I'm the guy that'll ask, give me the chance!” Wilde shouted.

“Old Bork’ll come at her with them two red dots a-shining
and she'll fall back into loading position slick as gun oil,” Joe
said.

“Yeah, and he'll find out old One-dot Cobb done nipped in
there ahead of him!” Cobb whooped.

The work horn blared. The men stood up in a clatter of scrap-
ing feet and chairs.

“You go on brewhouse duty until Monday,” Wilde told Craig.
“Then we start a new field job.”

Craig wished they were back in the field already. He felt a
sudden dislike of Base Camp.

The new job was dusting translocator pollen over the many
North Continent areas where, seen from the air, silver streaking
into dark green signaled phyto infiltration of old-strain Thanasis.
The flowerless killers were wind pollinated, with the sexes on
separate plants. Old ringwall scars made an overlapping pattern
across half the continent, more often than not covered by silvery,
iridescent stands of pure phyto growth were Thanasis had once
ravaged. Wilde charted new ringwalls to be blown the next time
out. It was hot, sweaty work in the black protective suits and
helmets. They stayed contaminated and ate canned rations and
forgot about campfires. After two weeks their pollen cargo was
used up and they landed at Burton Island. They spent half a day
decontaminating. As soon as he could, Craig broke away and

hurried down the gorge path.
He found Midori by the pool. She had been bathing. Her yel-
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low print dress molded damply to her rounded figure and her
hair still dripped. What if I'd come a few minutes earlier, Craig
could not help thinking. He remembered Cobb’s raucous voice:
sometimes all you have to do is ask them quiet ones. He shook
his head. No. No.

“Hello, Midori,” he said.

Small phytos, patterned curiously in gold and scarlet and green,
clung to her bare arms and shoulders. She was glad to see him.
She smiled sadly when he told her about spreading translocator
pollen. A phyto settled on Craig’s shoulder and he tried to change
the subject.

“What makes ’em do that?” he asked. “The guys think they
suck blood, but they never leave no mark on me.”

“They take fluid samples, but so tiny you can’t feel it.”

He shook the phyto off his hand. “Do they really?”

“Tiny, tiny samples. They're curious about us.”

“Just tasting of us, huh?” He frowned. “If they can eat us, how
come us and pigs and dinotheres can’t eat them?”

“Foolish Roy! They don'’t eat us!” She stamped a bare foot.
“They want to understand us, but the only symbols they have are
atoms and groups and radicals and so on.” She laughed. “Some-
times I wonder what they do think of us. Maybe they think
we're giant seeds. Maybe they think we're each a single, terribly
complicated molecule.” She brushed her lips against a small scar-
let and silver phyto on her wrist and it shifted to her cheek. “This
is just their way of trying to live with us,” she said.

“Tust the same, it's what we call eating.”

“They eat only water and sunshine. They can’t conceive of life
that preys on life.” She stamped her foot again. “Eating! Oh, Roy!
It’s more like a kiss!”

Craig wished he were a phyto, to touch her smooth arms and
shoulders and her firm cheek. He inhaled deeply.

“I know a better kind of kiss,” he said.

“Do you, Roy?” She dropped her eyes.

“Yes, I do,” he said unsteadily. Needles prickled his sweating
hands that felt as big as baskets. “Midori, I. . . somedayI. . ."

“Yes, Roy?”
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“Ho the camp!” roared a voice from up the path.

It was Wilde, striding along, grinning with his horse teeth.

“Pop Toyama'’s throwing us a party, come along,” he said. He
looked closely at Midori and whistled. “Hey there, pretty little
Midori, you look good enough to eat,” he said.

“Thank you, Mr. Wilde.” The small voice was cold.

On the way up the path Wilde told Midori, “I learned the
Tanko dance on Belconti. I told Pop if he'd play, you and I'd
dance it for him, after we eat.”

“I don’t feel at all like dancing,” Midori said.

Wilde and Cobb flanked Midori at the dinner table and vied
in paying rough court to her afterward in the small sitting room.
Craig talked to Helen Toyama in a corner. She was a plump,
placid woman and she pretended not to hear the rough hunting
stories Jordan, Rice and Whelan were telling each other. Papa
Toyama kept on his feet, pouring the hot wine. He looked thin
and old and fragile. Craig kept his eye on Midori. Wilde was
getting red faced and loud and he wouldn't keep his hands off
Midori. He gulped bow! after bowl of wine. Suddenly he stood
up.

“Hey, a toast!” he shouted. “On your feet, men! Guns up for
pretty little Midori!”

They stood and drank. Wilde broke his bowl with his hands.
He put one fragment in his pocket and handed another to Mi-
dori. She shook her head, refusing it. Wilde grinned.

“We'll see a lot of you folks, soon,” he said. “Meant to tell you.
Barim’s moving you in to Base Camp. Our lab men will fly over
next week to pick out what they can use of your gear.”

Papa Toyama’s lined, gentle face paled. “We have always un-
derstood that Burton Island would remain a sanctuary for the
study of phytos,” he said.

“It was never a Mordin understanding, Pop.”

Toyama looked helplessly from Midori to Helen. “How much
time have we to close out our projects?” he asked.

Wilde shrugged. “Say a month, if you need that long.”

“We do, and more.” Anger touched the old man’s voice. “Why
can’t we at least stay here until the Belconti relief ship comes?”
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“This has been our home for twenty years,” Helen said softly.

“T'll ask the Huntsman to give you all the time he can,” Wilde
said more gently. “But as soon as he pulls a harvest of pure-line
translocator seed out of the forcing chambers, he wants to seed
this island. We figure to get a maximum effect in virgin territory.”

Papa Toyama blinked and nodded. “More wine?” he asked,
looking around the room.

When Wilde and Midori danced, Papa Toyama’s music
sounded strange to Craig. It sounded sad as the piping of phytos.

These translocator hybrids were sure deathific, the lab men
chortled. Their free-systems had high thermal stability; that
would get around the sneaky phyto trick of running a fever.
Their recombination index was fantastic. There would be a time
lag in gross effect, of course. Phyto infiltration of old-strain
Thanasis areas was still accelerating. Belconti bastards should’ve
started translocation years ago, the lab men grumbled. Scared,
making their jobs last, wanted this planet for themselves. But
wait. Just wait.

Craig and Jordan became good friends. One afternoon Craig
sat waiting for Jordan at a table in the cavernous, smoky beer
hall. On the rifle range an hour earlier he had fired three perfect
Great Russel patterns and beaten Jordan by ten points. Barim
had chanced by, slapped Craig’s shoulder, and called him “stout
rifle.” Craig glowed at the memory. He saw Jordan coming
with the payoff beer, threading between crowded, noisy tables
and the fire pit where the pig carcass turned. Round face beam-
ing, Jordan set four bottles on the rough plank table.

“Drink up, hunter!” he said. “Boy, today you earned it!”

Craig grinned back at him and took a long drink. “My brain
was ice,” he said. “It wasn’t like me doing it.”

Jordan drank and wiped his mouth on the back of his hand.
“That’s how it takes you when it’s for real,” he said. “You turn
into one big rifle.”

“What's it like, Jordan? What's it really like, then?”

“Nobody can ever say.” Jordan looked upward into the
smoke. “You don't eat for two days, they take you through the
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hunt ceremonies, you get to feeling light headed and funny, like
you don’t have a name or a family any more. Then. . . .” His
nostrils flared and he clenched his fists. “Then . . . well, for
me . . . there was Great Russel coming at me, getting bigger
and bigger . . . filling the whole world . . . just him and me in
the world.” Jordan’s face paled and he closed his eyes. “That’s
the moment! Oh, oh oh, that’s the moment!” He sighed, then
looked solemnly at Craig. “I fired the pattern like it was some-
body else, the way you just said. Three sided and I felt it hit
wide, but I picked it up with a spare.”

Craig’s heart thudded. He leaned forward. “Were you scared
then, even the least little bit?”

“You ain’t scared then, because you're Great Russel himself.”
Jordan leaned forward too, whispering. “You feel your own shots
hit you, Craig, and you know you can’t never be scared again.
It’s like a holy dance you and Great Russel been practicing for
a million years. After that, somewhere inside you, you never
stop doing that dance until you die.” Jordan sighed again, leaned
back and reached for his bottle.

“I dream about it lots,” Craig said. His hands were shaking. “I
wake up scared and sweating. Well, anyway, I mailed my appli-
cation to the Hunt College by the ship you came here on.”

“You'll gun through, Craig. Did you hear the Huntsman call
you ‘stout rifle’?”

“Yeah, like from a long way off.” Craig grinned happily.

“Move your fat rump, Jordan,” a jovial voice shouted.

It was Joe Breen, the bald, squat lab man. He had six bottles
clasped in his hairy arms. Sidis came behind him. Joe put down
his bottles.

“This is Sidis, my Belconti seeing eye,” he said.

“We know Sidis, he’s an old ringwaller himself,” Jordan said.
“Hi, Sidis. You're getting fat.”

“Hello, Jordan, Roy,” Sidis said. “Don’t sce you around much.”

He and Joe sat down. Joe uncapped bottles.

“We're in the field most all the time now,” Craig said.

“You'll be out more, soon as we pull the pure-line translocator
seed,” Joe said. “We almost got it. Sidis has kittens every day.”
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“You grow 'em, we'll plant ’em, eh Craig?” Jordan said. “Sidis,
why don’t you get off Joe’s neck and come ringwalling again?”

“T'oo much to learn here in the labs,” Sidis said. “We're all
going to make our reputations out of this, if Joe and his pals
don’t kill us before we can publish.”

“Damn the labs; give me the field. Right, Craig?”

“Right. It’s clean and good out with the phytos,” Craig said.
“This resorption they got, it does away with things being dirty
and rotten and dead—"

“Well, arrow my guts!” Joe thumped down his bottle. “Beer
must make you poetical, Blanky,” he snorted. “What you really
mean is, they eat their own dead and their own dung. Now
make a poem out of that!”

Craig felt the familiar helpless anger. “With them everything
is alive all the time without stopping,” he said. “All you can say
they eat is water and sunshine.”

“They eat water and fart helium,” Joe said. “I been reading
some old reports. Some old-timer name of Toyama thought they
could catalyze hydrogen fusion.”

“They do. That’s established,” Sidis said. “They can grow at
night and underground and in the winter. When you stop to
think about it, they’re pretty wonderful.”

“Damn if you ain’t a poet too,” Joe said. “All you Belcontis
are poets.”

“We're not, but I wish we had more poets,” Sidis said. “Roy,
you haven’t forgotten what I told you once?”

“Iain’t a poet,” Craig said. “I can’t thyme nothing.”

“Craig’s all right. Barim called him ‘stout rifle’ on the range
this afternoon,” Jordan said. He wanted to change the subject.
“Joe, that old guy Toyama, he’s still here. Out on Burton Island.
We got orders to move him in to Base Camp on our next field
mp-”

“Great Russel, he must've been here twenty years!” Joe said.
“How’s he ever stood it?”

“Got his wife along,” Jordan said. “Craig here is going on three
years. He’s standing it.”

“He’s turning into a damned poet,” Joe said. “Blanky, you bet-
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ter go home for sure on the next relief ship, while you're still a
kind of a man.”

Craig found Midori alone in her house. It looked bare. Her
paintings lay strapped together beside crates of books and cloth-
ing. She smiled at him, but she looked tired and sad.

“It’s hard, Roy. I don’t want to leave here,” she said. “I can’t
bear to think of what you’re going to do to this island.”

“I never think about what we do, except that it just has to be,”
he said. “Can I help you pack?”

“I'm finished. We've worked for days, packing. And now
Barim won’t give us transportation for our cases of specimens.”
She looked ready to cry. “Papa Toyama’s heart is broken,” she
said.

Craig bit his lip. “Heck, we can carry fifty tons,” he said. “We
got the room. Why don’t I ask Mr. Wilde to take ’em anyway?”

She grasped his arm and looked up at him. “Would you, Roy?
I. . .don’t want to ask him a favor. The cases are stacked out-
side the lab building.”

Craig found his chance after supper at the Toyamas. Wilde
left off paying court to Midori and carried his wine bowl out-
side. Craig followed and asked him. Wilde was looking up at the
sky. Both moons rode high in a clear field of stars.

“What's in the cases, did you say?” Wilde asked.

“Specimens, slides and stuff. It’s kind of like art to 'em.”

“All ours now. I'm supposed to destroy it,” Wilde said. “Oh,
hell! All right, if you want to strong-back the stuff aboard.” He
chuckled. “I about got Midori talked into taking one last walk
down to that pool of hers. I'll tell her you're loading the cases.”
He nudged Craig. “Might help, huh?”

When he had the eighty-odd cases stowed and lashed, Craig
lifted the flyer to a hundred feet to test his trim. Through his
side window he saw Wilde and Midori come out of the Toyama
house and disappear together down the gorge path. Wilde had
his arm across her shoulders. Craig grounded and went back, but
he could not rejoin the party. For an hour he paced outside in
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dull, aching anger. Then his crewmates came out, arguing
noisily.

“Ho Craig! Where been, boy?” Jordan slapped his shoulder. “I
just bet Cobb you could outgun him tomorrow, like you did me.
We'll stick old Cobbo for the beer, eh, boy?”

“Like hell,” Cobb said.

“Like shooting birds in a cage,” Jordan said. “Come along,
Craig. Get some sleep. You got to be right tomorrow.”

“I ain’t sleepy,” Craig said.

“Bet old Bork’s shooting himself a cage bird about now,” Cobb
said.

They all laughed except Craig.

On the trip to Base Camp next morning Craig, at the controls,
heard Wilde singing hunt songs and making jokes back in the
main cabin. He seemed to be still drunk. With high good humor
he even helped his crew deliver the baggage to Belconti quar-
ters. Craig had no chance to speak to Midori. He was not sure he
wanted a chance. That afternoon Cobb out-gunned Craig badly.
Jordan tried to console him, but Craig drank himself sodden. He
woke the next morning to Jordan’s insistent shaking.

“Wake up, damn it! We're going out again, right away!” Jordan
said. “Don’t let Bork catch you sleeping late. Something went
wrong for him last night over in Belconti quarters, and he’s mad
as a split snake.”

Still dizzy and sick four hours later, and wearing his black pro
suit, Craig grounded the flyer again at Burton Island. They had
a cargo of pure-line translocator seed. The men got out. Wilde
wore a black frown.

“Jordan and Blanky, you seed that gorge path all the way to
the waterfall,” he ordered.

“I thought we picked high, sunny places,” Jordan objected.
“It’s shady down there.”

“Seed it, I told you!” Wilde bared his horse teeth. “Come on,
Rice, Cobb, Whelan! Get going around these buildings!”

When they had finished the seeding, Jordan and Craig rested
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briefly on the quartz boulder near the pool. For the first time,
Craig let himself look around. Phytos danced piping above their
heads. The stems marching up the steep slopes transmuted the
golden sun glare to a strong, silvery moonlight. It sparkled on
the quartz ledge and the cascading water.

“Say, it’s pretty down here,” Jordan said. “Kind of twangs
your string, don’t it? It'll make a nice hunting camp someday.”

“Let’s go up,” Craig said. “They’ll be waiting.”

Lifting out of the field at sunset, Craig looked down at the
deserted station from his side window. Midori’s house looked
small and forlorn and accusing.

At Base Camp six men died of a mutant free-system before
the immunizer could be synthesized. An escaped control virus
wiped out a translocator seed crop and Wilde’s men got an un-
scheduled rest after months of driving work. The once roaring,
jovial atmosphere of Base Camp had turned glum. The lab men
muttered about Belconti sabotage. They drank a great deal,
not happily.

On his first free day Craig checked out a sports flyer, found
Midori in the Belconti quarters, and asked her to go riding. She
came, wearing a white blouse and pearls and a blue and yellow
flare skirt. She seemed sad, her small face half dreaming and her
eyes unfocused. Craig forgot about being angry with her and
wanted to cheer her. When he was a mile up and heading south,
he tried.

“You look pretty in that dress, like a phyto,” he said.

She smiled faintly. “My poor phytos. How I miss them,” she
said. “Where are we going, Roy?”

“Russel Island, down ahead there. I want you to see Great
Russel.”

“I want to see him,” she said. A moment later she cried out
and grasped his arm. “Look at that color in the sky! Over to the
right!”

It was a patch of softly twinkling, shifting colors far off and
high in the otherwise cloudless sky.
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“Migratory phytos,” he said. “We see 'em all the time.”

“I know. Let’s go up close. Please, Roy.”

He arrowed the flyer toward the green-golden cloud. It re-
solved into millions of phytos, each with its opalescent hydrogen
sac inflated and drifting northwest in the trade wind.

“They stain the air with beauty!” Midori cried. Her face was
vividly awake and her eyes sparkled. “Go clear inside, please,
Roy!”

She used to look like that when she was painting in the gorge,
Craig remembered. It was the way he liked her best. He
matched wind speed inside the cloud and at once lost all sense of
motion. Vividly colored phytos obscured land, sea and sky. Craig
felt lost and dizzy. He moved closer to Midori. She slid open her
window to let in the piping and the spicy perfume.

“It’s so beautiful I can’t bear it,” she said. “They have no
eyes, Roy. We must know for them how beautiful they are.”

She began piping and trilling in her clear voice. A phyto pat-
terned in scarlet and green and silver dropped to her outstretched
hand and she sang to it. It deflated its balloon and quivered vel-
vety wings. Craig shifted uneasily.

“It acts almost like it knows you,” he said.

“It knows I love it.”

“Love? Something so different?” He frowned. “That ain’t how
I mean love.”

She looked up. “How do you understand love?”

“Well, you want to protect people you love, fight for ’em, do
things for ’'em.” He was blushing. “What could you do for a
phyto?”

“Stop trying to exterminate them,” she said softly.

“Don’t start that again. I don’t like to think about it either. But
I know it just has to be.”

“It will never be,” she said. “I know. Look at all the different
color patterns out there. Papa Toyama remembers when phytos
were almost all green. They developed the new pigments and
patterns to make counter-substances against Thanasis.” She
lowered her voice. “Think of it, Roy. All the colors and patterns



98 RICHARD MCKENNA

are new ideas in this planet’s strange, inconceivably powerful
biochemical mind. This cloud is a message, from one part of it
to another part of it. Doesn't it frighten you?”

“You scare me.” He moved slightly away from her. “I didn’t
know they been changing like that.”

“Who stays here long enough to notice? Who cares enough to
look and see?” Her lips trembled. “But just think of the agony
and the changings, through all the long years men have been try-
ing to kill this planet. What if something . . . somehow . . .
suddenly understands?”

Craig’s neck-hair bristled. He moved further away. He felt
weird and alone, without time or place or motion in that pip-
ing, perfumed phyto cloud-world. He couldn’t face Midori’s eyes.

“Damn it, this planet belongs to Great Russel!” he said
harshly. “We’ll win yet! At least they’ll never take back Base or
Russel Islands. Their seeds can’t walk on water.”

She kept her eyes on his, judging or pleading or questioning,
he could not tell. He could not bear them. He dropped his own
eyes.

“Shake that thing off your hand!” he ordered. “Close your
window. I'm getting out of here!”

Half an hour later Craig hovered the flyer over the wholesome
green grass and honest oak trees of Russel Island. He found
Great Russel and held him in the magniviewer and they watched
him catch and kill a buffalo. Midori gasped.

“Ten feet high at the shoulder. Four tons, and light on his
feet as a cat,” Craig said proudly. “That long, reddish hair is
like wire. Them bluish bare spots are like armor plate.”

“Aren’t his great teeth enough to kill the cattle he eats?” she
asked. “What enemies can he have, to need those terrible horns
and claws?”

“His own kind. And us. Our boys will hunt him here, here on
this planet, and become men. Our men will hunt him here, to
heal their souls.”

“You love him, don’t you? Did you know you were a poet?”
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She could not take her eyes off the screen. “He is beautiful,
fierce and terrible, not what women call beauty.”

“He’s the planetshaker, he is! It takes four perfect shots to
bring him down,” Craig said. “He jumps and roars like the
world ending—oh, Midori, I'll have my day!”

“But you might be killed.”

“The finest kind of death. In our lost colony days our old fa-
thers fought him with bow and arrow,” Craig said. “Even now,
sometimes, we form a sworn band and fight him to the death
with spears and arrows.”

“T've read of sworn bands. I suppose you can'’t help how you
feel.”

“I don’t want to help it! A sworn band is the greatest honor
that can come to a man,” he said. “But thanks for trying to under-
stand.”

“I want to understand. I want to, Roy. Is it that you can’t be-
lieve in your own courage until you face Great Russel?”

“That’s just what women can’t ever understand.” He faced the
question in her eyes. “Girls can’t help turning into women, but
a man has to make himself,” he said. “It’s like I don’t have my
man’s courage until I get it from Great Russel. There’s chants
and stuff with salt and fire . . . afterwards the boy eats pieces
of the heart and . . . I shouldn’t talk about that. You'll laugh.”

“T feel more like crying.” She kept her strange eyes on his.
“There are different kinds of courage, Roy. You have more
courage than you know. You must find your true courage in your
own heart, not in Great Russel’s.”

“T can’t.” He looked away from her eyes. “I'm nothing inside
me, until I face Great Russel.”

“Take me home, Roy. I'm afraid I'm going to cry.” She dropped
her face to her folded hands. “I don’t have much courage,” she
said.

They flew to Base Camp in silence. When Craig helped her
down from the flyer, she was really crying. She bowed her head
momentarily against his chest and the spicy phyto smell rose
from her hair.
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“Goodbye, Roy,” she said.
He could barely hear her. Then she turned and ran.

Craig did not see her again. Wilde’s crew spent all its time
in the field, blowing ringwalls and planting translocator seed.
Craig was glad to be away. The atmosphere of Base Camp had
turned from glum to morose. Everywhere across North Continent
new phyto growth in silver, green and scarlet spotted the dark
green Thanasis areas. Other ringwall crews reported the same
of South and Main Continents. Wilde’s temper became savage;
Cobb cursed bitterly at trifles; even happy-golucky Jordan
stopped joking. Half asleep one night in field camp, Craig heard
Wilde shouting incredulous questions at the communicator in-
side the flyer. He came out cursing to rouse the camp.

“Phytos are on Base Island! Stems popping up everywhere!”

“Great Russel in the sky!” Jordan jerked full awake. “How
come?”

“Belconti bastards planted ’em, that’s how!” Wilde said.
“Barim’s got ’em all arrested under camp law.”

Cobb began cursing in a steady, monotonous voice.

“That . . . cracks. . . the gunflint!” Jordan said.

“We'll kill ’em by hand,” Wilde said grimly. “We’ll sow the
rest of our seed broadcast and go in to help.”

Craig felt numb and unbelieving. Shortly after noon he
grounded the flyer at Base Camp, in the foul area beyond the
emergency rocket launching frame. Wilde cleaned up at once
and went to see Barim, while his crew decontaminated the flyer.
When they came through the irradiation tunnel in clean denims,
Wilde was waiting.

“Blanky, come with me!” he barked.

Craig followed him into the gray stone building at the field
edge. Wilde pushed him roughly through a door, said “Here he is,
Huntsman,” and closed the door again.

Rifles, bows and arrows decorated the stone walls. The burly
Chief Huntsman, cold eyed under his roached gray hair and the
four red dots, sat facing the door from behind a wooden desk.
He motioned Craig to sit down in one of the row of wooden
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chairs along the inner wall. Craig sat stiffly in the one nearest the
door. His mouth was dry.

“Roy Craig, you are on your trial for life and honor under
camp law,” Barim said sternly. “Swear now to speak truth in
the blood of Great Russel.”

“I swear to speak truth in the blood of Great Russel.”

Craig's voice sounded false to him. He began to sweat.

“What would you say of someone who deliberately betrayed
our project to destroy the phytos?” Barim asked.

“He would be guilty of hunt treason, sir. An outlaw.”

“Very well.” Barim clasped his hands and leaned forward, his
gray eyes hard on Craig’s eyes. “What did you tell Bork Wilde
was in those cases you flew from Burton Island to Base Island?”

Craig’s stomach knotted. “Slides, specimens, science stuff, sir.”

Barim questioned him closely about the cases. Craig tried
desperately to speak truth without naming Midori. Barim forced
her name from him, then questioned him on her attitudes. A
terrible fear grew in Roy Craig. He kept his eyes on Barim’s
eyes and spoke a tortured kind of truth, but he would not attaint
Midori. Finally Barim broke their locked gazes and slapped his
desk.

“Are you in love with Midori Blake, boy?” he roared.

Craig dropped his glance. “I don’t know, sir,” he said. He
thought miserably: how do you know when you're in love? “Well
. « . I like to be around her . . . I never thought . . . I know
we're good friends.” He gulped. “I don’t think so, sir,” he said
finally.

“Phyto seeds are loose on Base Island,” Barim said. “Who
planted them?”

“They can walk and plant themselves, sir.” Craig’s mouth was
dry as powder. He avoided Barim’s glance.

“Would Midori Blake be morally capable of bringing them
here and releasing them?”

Craig’s face twisted. “Morally . . . I'm not clear on the word,
sit. . . .” Sweat dripped on his hands.

“I mean, would she have the guts to want to do it and to do it?”
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Ice clamped Craig’s heart. He looked Barim in the eye. “No,
sir!” he said. “I won’t never believe that about Midori!”

Barim smiled grimly and slapped his desk again. “Wilde!”
he shouted. “Bring them in!”

Midori, in white blouse and black skirt, came in first. Her face
was pale but composed, and she smiled faintly at Craig. Mildred
Ames followed, slender and thin faced in white, then Wilde,
scowling blackly. Wilde sat between Craig and Miss Ames,
Midori on the end.

“Miss Blake, young Craig has clearly been your dupe, as you
insist he has,” Barim said. “Your confession ends your trial ex-
cept for sentencing. Once more I beg of you to say why you have
done this.”

“You would not understand,” Midori said. “Be content with
what you know.”

Her voice was low but firm. Craig felt sick with dismay.

“I can understand without condoning,” Barim said. “For your
own sake, I must know your motive. You may be insane.”

“You know I'm sane. You know that.”

“Yes,” Barim’s wide shoulders sagged. “Invent a motive, then.”
He seemed almost to plead. “Say you hate Mordin. Say you
hate me.”

“I hate no one. I'm sorry for you all.”

“T'll give you a reason!” Miss Ames jumped to her feet, thin
face flaming. “Your reckless, irresponsible use of translocation
endangers us all! Accept defeat and go home!”

She helped Barim recover his composure. He smiled.

“Please sit down, Miss Ames,” he said calmly. “In three
months your relief ship will come to take you to safety. But we
neither accept defeat nor fear death. We will require no tears of
anyone.”

Miss Ames sat down, her whole posture shouting defiance.
Barim swung his eyes back to Midori. His face turned to iron.

“Miss Blake, you are guilty of hunt treason. You have betrayed
your own kind in a fight with an alien life form,” he said. “Un-
less you admit to some recognizably human motive, I must con-
clude that you abjure your own humanity.”
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Midori said nothing. Craig stole a glance at her. She sat erect
but undefiant, small feet together, small hands folded in her lap.
Barim slapped his desk and stood up.

“Very well. Under camp law I sentence you, Midori Blake,
to outlawry from your kind. You are a woman and not of Mordin;
therefore I will remit the full severity. You will be set down,
lacking everything made with hands, on Russel Island. There
you may still be nourished by the roots and berries of the Earth-
type life you have wilfully betrayed. If you survive until the Bel-
conti relief ship comes, you will be sent home on it.” He burned
his glance at her. “Have you anything to say before I cause your
sentence to be executed?”

The four red dots blazed against the sudden pallor of the
Huntsman’s forehead. Something snapped in Craig. He leaped
up, shouting into the hush.

“You can'’t do it, sir! She’s little and weak! She doesn’t know
our ways—"

“Down! Shut up, you whimpering fool!” Wilde slapped and
wrestled Craig to his seat again. “Silence!” Barim thundered.
Wilde sat down, breathing hard. The room was hushed again.

“I understand your ways too well,” Midori said. “Spare me
your mercy. Put me down on Burton Island.”

“Midori, no!” Miss Ames turned to her. “You'll starve. Than-
asis will kill you!”

“You can’t understand either, Mildred,” Midori said. “Mr. Ba-
rim, will you grant my request?”

Barim leaned forward, resting on his hands. “It is so ordered,”
he said huskily. “Midori Blake, almost you make me know again
the taste of fear.” He straightened and turned to Wilde, his voice
suddenly flat and impersonal. “Carry out the sentence, Wilde.”

Wilde stood up and pulled Craig to his feet. “Get the crew to
the flyer. Wear pro suits,” he ordered. “Run, boy.”

Craig stumbled out into the twilight.

Craig drove the flyer northwest from Base Camp at full throt-
tle, overtaking the sun, making it day again. Silence ached in the
main cabin behind him. He leaned away from it, as if to push
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the flyer forward with his muscles. He was refusing to think at all.
He knew it had to be and still he could not bear it. After an
anguished forever he grounded the flyer roughly beside the de-
serted buildings on Burton Island. They got out, the men in black
pro suits, Midori still in blouse and skirt. She stood apart
quietly and looked toward her little house on the cliff edge.
Thanasis thrust up dark green and knee high along all the paths.

“Break out ringwall kits. Blow all the buildings,” Wilde or-
dered. “Blanky, you come with me.”

At Midori’s house Wilde ordered Craig to sink explosive pel-
lets every three feet along the foundations. A single pellet would
have been enough. Craig found his voice.

“The Huntsman didn'’t say do this, Mr. Wilde. Can’t we at
least leave her this house?”

“She won’t need it. Thanasis will kill her before morning.”

“Let her have it to die in, then. She loved this little house.”

Wilde grinned without mirth, baring his big horse teeth.

“She’s outlaw, Blanky. You know the law: nothing made with
hands.”

Craig bowed his head, teeth clamped. Wilde whistled tune-
lessly as Craig set the pellets. They returned to the flyer and
Jordan reported the other buildings ready to blow. His round,
jolly face was grim. Midori had not moved. Craig wanted to
speak to her, say goodbye. He knew if he tried he would find no
words but a howl. Her strange little smile seemed already to
remove her to another world a million light-years from Roy
Craig and his kind. Cobb looked at Midori. His rat face was
eager.

“We’ll detonate from the air,” Wilde said. “The blast will kill
anyone standing here.”

“We're supposed to take off all her clothes first,” Cobb said.
“You know the law, Bork: nothing made with hands.”

“That’s right,” Wilde said.

Midori took off her blouse. She looked straight at Wilde. Red
mist clouded Craig’s vision.

“Load the kits,” Wilde said abruptly. “Into the flyer, all hands!
Jump, you dogs!”
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From his side window by the controls Craig saw Midori start
down the gorge path. She walked as carelessly relaxed as if she
were going down to paint. Thanasis brushed her bare legs and
he thought he saw the angry red spring out. Craig felt the pain in
his own skin. He lifted the flyer with a lurching roar and he did
not look out when Wilde blew up the buildings.

Away from the sun, southwest toward Base Camp, wrapped in
his own thought-vacant hell, Roy Craig raced to meet the night.

With flame, chemicals and grub hoes, the Mordinmen fought
their losing battle for Base Island. Craig worked himself groggy
with fatigue, to keep from thinking. The phyto stems radiated
underground with incredible growth energy. They thrust up
redoubly each new day like hydra heads. Newly budded phy-
tos the size of thumbnails tinted the air of Base Island in gaily
dancing swirls. Once Craig saw Joe Breen, the squat lab man,
cursing and hopping like a frog while he slashed at dancing
phytos with an axe. It seemed to express the situation.

Barim made his grim decisions to move camp to Russel Island
and seed the home island with Thanasis. Craig was helping erect
the new camp when he collapsed. He awoke in bed in a small,
bare infirmary room at Base Camp. The Mordin doctor took
blood samples and questioned him. Craig admitted to joint pains
and nausea for several days past.

“I been half crazy, sir,” he defended himself. “I didn’t know I
was sick.”

“T've got twenty more do know it,” the doctor grunted.

He went out, frowning. Craig slept, to flee in dream-terror
from a woman’s eyes. He half woke at intervals for medication
and clinical tests, to sleep again and face repeatedly a Great
Russel dinothere. It looked at him with a woman’s inscrutable
eyes. He roused into the morning of the second day to find
another bed squeezed into the small room, by the window. Papa
Toyama was in it. He smiled at Craig.

“Good morning, Roy,” he said. “I would be happier to meet
you in another place.”

Many were down and at least ten had died, he told Craig.
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The Belconti staff was back in the labs, working frantically to
identify agent and vector. Craig felt hollow and his head ached.
He did not much care. Dimly he saw Miss Ames in a white
lab smock come around the foot of his bed to stand between him
and Papa Toyama. She took the old man’s hand.

“George, old friend, we've found it,” she said.

“You do not smile, Mildred.”

“I don’t smile. All night I've been running a phase analysis of
diffraction patterns,” she said. “It's what we've feared—a spread
of two full Ris units.”

“So. Planet Froy again.” Papa Toyama’s voice was calm. “I
would like to be with Helen again, for the little time we have.”

“Surely,” Miss Ames said. “T'll see to it.”

Quick, heavy footsteps sounded outside. A voice broke in.

“Ah. Here you are, Miss Ames.”

Barim, in leather hunting clothes, bulked in the door. Miss
Ames turned to face him across Craig’s bed.

“I'm told you found the virus,” Barim said.

“Yes.” Miss Ames smiled thinly.

“Well, what counter-measures? Twelve are dead. What can
I do?”

“You might shoot at it with a rifle. It is a Thanasis free-system
that has gotten two degrees of temporal freedom. Does that
mean anything to you?”

His heavy jaw set like a trap. “No, but your manner does. It's
the plague, isn't it?”

She nodded. “No suit can screen it. No cure is possible. We
are all infected.”

Barim chewed his lip and looked at her in silence. “For your
sake now, I wish we'd never come here,” he said at last. “I'll put
our emergency rocket in orbit to broadcast a warning message.
That will save your relief ship, when it comes, and Belconti can
warn the sector.” A half-smile softened his bluff, grim features.
“Why don’t you rub my nose in it? Say you told me so?”

“Need I?" Her chin came up. “I pity you Mordinmen. You
must all die now without dignity, crying out for water and your
mothers. How you will loathe that!”
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“Does that console you?” Barim still smiled. “Not so, Miss
Ames. All night I thought it might come to this. Even now
men are forging arrow points. We'll form a sworn band and all
die fighting Great Russel.” His voice deepened and his eyes
blazed. “We’ll stagger who can, crawl who must, carry our help-
less, and all die fighting like men!”

“Like savages! No! No!” Her hands flew up in shocked pro-
test. “Forgive me for taunting you, Mr. Barim. I need your
help, all of your men and transport, truly I do. Some of us may
live, if we fight hard enough.”

“How?” He growled it. “I thought on Planet Froy—"

“Our people on Planet Froy had only human resources. But
here, I'm certain that somewhere already the phytos have syn-
thesized the plague immunizer that seems forever impossible to
human science.” Her voice shook. “Please help us, Mr. Barim. If
we can find it, isolate enough to learn its structure—"

“No.” He cut her off bluntly. “Too long a gamble. One doesn’t
run squealing away from death, Miss Ames. My way is decent
and sure.”

Her chin came up and her voice sharpened. “How dare you
condemn your own men unconsulted? They might prefer a fight
for life.”

“Hah! You don’t know them!” Barim bent to shake Craig’s
shoulder with rough affection. “You, lad,” he said. “You'll get
up and walk with a sworn band, won't you?”

“No,” Craig said.

He struggled off the pillow, propped shakily on his arms. Miss
Ames smiled and patted his cheek.

“You'll stay and help us fight to live, won't you?” she said.

“No,” Craig said.

“Think what you say, lad!” Barim said tautly. “Great Russel
can die of plague, too. We owe him a clean death.”

Craig sat bolt upright. He stared straight ahead.

“I foul the blood of Great Russel,” he said slowly and clearly.
“I foul it with dung. I foul it with carrion. I foul-"

Barim’s fist knocked Craig to the pillow and split his lip. The
Huntsman’s face paled under his tan.
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“You're mad, boy!” he whispered. “Not even in madness may
you say those words!”

Craig struggled up again. “You're the crazy ones, not me,” he
said. He tongued his lip and blood dripped on his thin pajama
coat. “I'll die an outlaw, that’'s how I'll die,” he said. “An outlaw,
on Burton Island.” He met Barim’s unbelieving eyes. “I foul
the blood—"

“Silence!” Barim shouted. “Outlawry it is. I'll send a party for
you, stranger.”

He whirled and stamped out. Miss Ames followed him.

“You Mordinmen,” she said, shaking her head.

Craig sat on the edge of his bed and pulled his sweat soaked
pajamas straight. The room blurred and swam around him.
Papa Toyama’s smile was like a light.

“I'm ashamed. I'm ashamed. Please forgive us, Papa Toyama,”
Craig said. “All we know is to kill and kill and kill.”

“We all do what we must,” the old man said. “Death can-
cels all debts. It will be good to rest.”

“Not my debts. I'll never rest again,” Craig said. “All of a sud-
den I know—Great Russel, how I know!—I know I loved Midori
Blake.”

“She was a strange girl. Helen and I thought she loved you,
in the old days on our island.” Papa Toyama bowed his head.
“But our lives are only chips in a waterfall. Goodbye, Roy.”

Jordan, in a black pro suit, came shortly after. His face was
bitter with contempt. He jerked his thumb at the door.

“On your feet, stranger! Get going!” he snapped.

In pajamas and barefooted, Craig followed him. From some-
where in the infirmary he heard a voice screaming. It sounded
like Cobb. They walked across the landing field. Everything
seemed under water. Men were rigging to fuel the emergency
rocket. Craig sat apart from the others in the flyer. Cobb was
missing. Wilde was flushed and shivering and his eyes glared
with fever. Jordan took the controls. No one spoke. Craig dozed
through colored dream-scraps while the flyer outran the sun.
He woke when it grounded in early dawn on Burton Island.
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He climbed down and stood swaying beside the flyer. Than-
asis straggled across the rubble heaps and bulked waist high in
the dim light along the paths. Phytos stirred on their stems and
piped sleepily in the damp air. Craig’s eyes searched for some-
thing, a memory, a presence, a completion and rest, he did not
know what. He felt it very near him. Wilde came behind him,
shoving. Craig moved away.

“Stranger!” Wilde called.

Craig turned. He looked into the fever glaring eyes above the
grinning horse teeth. The teeth gaped.

“I foul the blood of Midori Blake. I foul it with dung. I-"

Strength from nowhere exploded into the bone and muscle
of Roy Craig. He sprang and felt the teeth break under his
knuckles. Wilde fell. The others scrambled down from the flyer.

“Blood right! Blood right!” Craig shouted.

“Blood right!” Wilde echoed.

Jordan held back Rice and Whelan. Strength flamed along
Craig’s nerves. Wilde rose, spitting blood, swinging big fists.
Craig closed to meet him, berserk in fury. The world wheeled
and tilted, shot with flashing colors, gasping with grunts and
curses, but rocksteady in the center of things Wilde pressed
the fight and Craig hurled it back on him. He felt the blows with-
out pain, felt his ribs splinter, felt the good shock of his own
blows all the way to his ankles. Bruising falls on the rough slag,
feet stamping, arms grappling, hands tearing, breath sobbing,
both men on knees clubbing with fists and forearms. The scene
cleared and Craig saw through one eye Wilde crumpled and in-
ert before him. He rose unsteadily. He felt weightless and clean
inside.

“Blood right, stranger,” Jordan said, grim faced and waiting.

“Let it go,” Craig said.

He turned down the gorge path, ignoring his chest pains,
crashing through the rank Thanasis. Home! going home! go-
ing home! a bell tolled in his head. He did not look back.

Thanasis grew more sparsely in the shaded gorge. Craig
heard the waterfall and old memories cascaded upon him. He
rounded to view of it and his knees buckled and he knelt beside
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the boulder. She was very near him. He felt an overpowering
sense of her presence. She was this place.

Dawn light shafted strongly into the gorge. It sparkled on the
quartz ledge and made reflecting rainbows in the spray above the
pool. Phytos lifted from ghost-silver stems to dance their own
rainbow in the air. Something rose in Craig’s throat and choked
him. Tears blurred his good eye.

“Midori,” he said. “Midori.”

The feeling overwhelmed him. His heart was bursting. He
could find no words. He raised his arms and battered face to the
sky and cried out incoherently. Then a blackness swept away
his intolerable pain.

Titanic stirrings. Windy rushings. Sharp violences swarming.

Fittings-together in darkness. A trillion times a trillion times
a trillion patient searchings. Filtering broken lights, silver, green,
golden, scarlet.

Bluntings. Smoothings. Transforming into otherness.

Flickering awareness, planet-vast and atom-tiny, no focus be-
tween. The proto-sensorium of a god yearning to know himself.
Endless, patient agony in search of being.

Form and color outfolding in middle focus. Flashings of terri-
ble joy and love unspeakable. It looked. Listened. Felt. Smelled.
Tasted.

Crystalline polar wastes. Wine of sweet. Gold-glint of sun on
blue water. Perfumed wind caress. Thorn of bitter. Rain patter.
Silver-green sweep of hill. Storm roar and shaking. Sharp of salt.
Sleeping mountains. Surf beat. Star patterns dusted on black-
ness. Clear of sour. Cool moons of night.

It knew and loved.

Ragged line of men gaunt under beard stubble. Green plain.
High golden sun. Roar. Shaggy redness bounding. Bow twangs.
Whispering arrow lights. Deep-chested shouts of men. Lances
thrusting. Bodies ripped. Thrown. Horn-impaled, beating with
fists. Great shape kneeling. Threshing. Streaming blood. Deep
man-shouts dwindling to a silence.

It knew and sorrowed.
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The woman bathing. Sunlight hair streaming. Grace beyond
bearing. Beauty that was pain.

It shook terribly with love.

Rested readiness, whole and unblemished forever. The man
newly-minted. Bursting excitement. HOME! coming HOME!
coming HOMEI

It woke into its world.

It was like waking up fresh and rested on the fine morning of a
day when something glorious was going to happen. He was sit-
ting up in a cavity at the base of a huge phyto stem. He brushed
away papery shreds and saw the pool and heard the waterfall.
With a glad cry, Midori came running. He stood up whole and
strong to greet her.

“Midori! Midori, when you die . . . ?” He wanted to know a
million things, but one came first. “Can I ever lose you again,
now?”

“Never again.”

She was smiling radiantly. They were both naked. He was
not excited and not ashamed.

“We didn’t die, Roy,” she said. “We're just made new.”

“The plague killed everybody.”

“T know. But we didn’t die.”

“Tell me.”

He listened like a child, believing without understanding.
Somewhere in its infinite life-spectrum the planetary life had
matched up a band for humans. “As if we were single giant
molecules and it discovered our structural formula,” she said.
“That’s how it thinks.” They had been resorbed into the plane-
tary biomass, cleansed of Thanasis, and reconstituted whole and
without blemish. “We’re immune to Thanasis now,” she said.
“We’re made new, Roy.”

The sunken red Thanasis scar was gone from his ankle. All
of his other old scars were gone. He held her hands and looked
on her beauty and believed her.

“We tried so long and hard to kill it,” he said.

“It couldn’t know that. To it death and decay are only vital
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changings,” she said, smiling wonderfully. “This life never split
apart, Roy. In wholeness there is nothing but love.”

“Love is making a wholeness,” he said. “I know about love
now.”

He told her about his visions.

“T had them too. We were diffused into the planetary con-
sciousness.”

“Do we still eat and drink and sleep . . . and all?”

She laughed. “Foolish Roy! Of course we do!” She pulled at
his hands. “Come. I'll show you.”

Hand in hand they ran to the pool. The gravel hurt his feet.
Beside the pool stems had fused ringwall fashion into a series of
connecting rooms like hollow cones. He followed Midori
through them. They were clean and dry and silvery with shad-
ows. Outside again she pointed out brownish swellings on var-
ious stems. She tore one open, the covering like thin paper, to
reveal pearly, plum-sized nodules closely packed in a cavity. She
bit one nodule in two and held the other half to his lips.

“Try,” she said.

He ate it. It was cool and crisp, with a delightful, unfamiliar
flavor. He ate several more, looking at her in wonder.

“There are hundreds of these vesicles,” she said. “No two of
them ever taste the same. They're grown just for us.”

He looked at her and around at the beauty of the gorge in
strong, transmuted sunlight and he could not bear it. He closed
his eyes and turned away from her.

“I can’t. I can’t, Midori,” he said. “I ain’t good enough for
this.”

“You are, Roy.”

“You loved it before. But all I wanted was to kill it,” he said.
“Now it's done this for me.” The feeling flooded him agoniz-
ingly. “I want to love it back and I can’t. Not now. Not after. I
just can’t, Midori!”

“Roy. Listen to me.” She was in front of him again, but he
would not open his eyes. “This life emerged with infinite po-
tentialities. It mastered its environment using only the tiniest
part of them,” she said. “It never split up, to fight itself and
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evolve that way. So it lay dreaming. It might have dreamed
forever.”

“Only we came, you mean? With Thanasis?”

“Yes. We forced it to changes, genetic recombination, rises in
temperatures and process speeds. Whatever happened at one
point could be duplicated everywhere, because it is all one. One
year to it is like millions of years of Earthly evolution. It raised
itself to a new level of awareness.”

He felt her hand on his arm. He would not open his eyes.

“Listen to me, Roy! We wakened it. It knows us and loves us
for that.”

“Loves us for Thanasis!”

“It loves Thanasis, too. It conquered Thanasis with love.”

“And me. Tamed. A pet. A parasite. I can’t, Midori!”

“Oh no! Roy, please understand! It thinks us now, biochemi-
cally. Like each littlest phyto, we are thoughts in that strange
mind. I think we focus its awareness, somehow, serve it as a sym-
bol system, a form-giver. . . .” She lowered her voice. He could
feel her warmth and nearness. “We are its thoughts that also
think themselves, the first it has ever had,” she whispered. “It is a
great and holy mystery, Roy. Only through us can it know its
own beauty and wonder. It loves and needs us.” She pressed
against him. “Roy, look at me!”

He opened his eyes. She smiled pleadingly. He ran his hands
down the smooth curve of her back and she shivered. He clasped
her powerfully. It was all right.

“T can love it back, now,” he said. “Through you, I love it.”

“I give you back its love,” she whispered into his shoulder.

Afterward, arms linked, dazed with their love, they walked
down to the sea. They stood on sparkling sand and cool water
splashed at their ankles.

“Roy, have you thought? We'll never be ill, never grow old.
Never have to die.”

He pressed his face into her hair. “Never is a long time.”

“If we tire, we can be resorbed and diffuse through the plane-
tary consciousness again. But that’s not death.”

“Our children can serve.”
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McNAMARA'S FISH
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TrE BEACH ON THE OTHER SIDE of the fence sloped down slowly
to the quiet ocean. Max Kearny waited but no one came to
warn him about trespassing. He braced himself with one hand
against the redwood boards of the fence and took off his shoes
and socks. He tied the laces together and hung the shoes around
his neck.

The sand was warm, streaked with bright pebbles and broken
seashells. Max walked down beyond the scrub topped dunes and
then kept parallel with the ocean. A seagull came walking toward
him, then angled away as though it were crossing a street to avoid
him. The surf hissed in and then slid away and the clam holes
popped all along the wet sand.

Standing in a windless cove between low sand hills was a
painter’s easel. An empty canvas chair fluttered gently in front
of the easel and a wooden paint box sat open on the ground near
it. Max crossed the sand and looked at the painting. The small
canvas showed several men in red mackinaws doing something
to rows of trees. Max leaned closer. The men were hanging up
syrup buckets probably. In the background among the stick
straight trees a horse and buggy was passing.

Max turned from the picture and lit a cigarette. He'd seen a
whole wall of pictures like this yesterday in Hollywood at one of
the newer art galleries. They were by somebody who signed her-
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self Aunt Jenny and would cost you $1000 each. Aunt Jenny's
favorite motif was sapbuckets, with an occasional snow storm
thrown in.

“Hello, Max.”

Max turned again. Standing next to the painting was Joan
McNamara. She was a tall blonde girl, deeply tanned now, wear-
ing white shorts and a blue denim shirt. “I saw an easel,” Max
said, “I thought maybe it was yours.”

Joan frowned. “What made you think that?”

“You still are an artist, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” she said, smiling. “It’s good to see you, Max. What is it—
two years?”

“Since you and Ken moved down here from San Francisco.”

“You're still with the same agency and all up there?” Joan sat
down in the canvas chair, angling it to face Max.

“Yeah. That's why I'm down here. To watch them tape some
commercials I did the storyboards for.” He dropped his shoes
down on the sand. “You said you had a problem.”

“I was so glad when you phoned us and said you were down
for a week. You still do have your hobby?”

“The occult business,” said Max. “Yes.”

A gate slammed and then two people appeared, coming toward
Max and Joan. One was a tall young man in white duck pants
and a pullover cablestitch sweater. With him was an old woman
in a flowered silk dress. Her hair was tinted pale blue and she
wore an LA Dodgers baseball cap over it.

“Mrs. Willsey and Val,” Joan said to them. “This is our friend,
Max Kearney. He's an artist, too. Max, Mrs. Willsey and her
son, Val Willsey.”

Max shook hands with Val.

“Mother is Aunt Jenny,” Val said, grinning at the half done
painting.

“I've seen her work,” said Max.

“Do you paint also?” asked Mrs. Willsey, taking the canvas
chair Joan stood to give her.

“No,” said Max. “I'm just an art director in an ad agency.”

“Sold out?” said Val.
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“We didn’t have maple trees where I grew up,” said Max.

“I didn’t touch a brush until I was past forty three,” said Mrs.
Willsey. “That was more years ago than I'd care to have you
guess. Now I do at least three canvases a week.”

“Mother’s having a one man show at the Alch Gallery on
LaCienega next month.”

“At first I simply copied colored photos from the magazines,”
said Mrs. Willsey. “Once I even copied the creation of the
world from Life magazine. Now, of course, I utilize my own girl-
hood for subject matter. Paint what you know.”

Joan caught Max’s arm. “Max will be staying with Ken and me
over the weekend. I imagine you'd like a drink or something,
Max, after driving all the way from Hollywood to Osodoro
Beach.”

“Fine,” said Max.

They said goodbye to Aunt Jenny and her son and started
back across the beach toward the house Joan and Ken McNa-
mara were living in.

“The place is awful, isn’t it?” Joan said.

“No. But it’s big as hell.”

“At least it’s not Moorish.”

“It's whose house? Ken'’s dad’s?”

“Ewen McNamara himself, yes. He’s retired from the movie
business and living in Arizona. He gave us the damn place more
or less.”

“What'’s Ken doing?”

Joan shrugged. “He doesn’t have a job right now. I'm doing
pretty well. Freelancing ad stuff and selling a painting now
and then.”

“I thought Ken had somebody to finance the boat.”

“Boat?” :

“You wrote he was going to prove Heyerdahl wrong and do
something in the Pacific with a raft.”

“Oh, yes. No, Ken decided not to. All the bomb tests out there
and all. He thought he’d be arrested as a pacifist.” Joan stopped
and pointed at a driftwood log. “Let’s sit there for a minute. I
take it you didn’t find Ken back at the house?”
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“No. Nobody. I decided to look for you on the beach.”

Joan sat on the log and stretched her legs straight out in front
of her. “Now, Max, you've made a lifetime study of the super-
natural.”

“No,” said Max, sitting beside her. “Only the past couple of
years.”

“Well, you know enough.” She spread her fingers wide and slid
her hands down her legs to her knees. Rocking slightly she said,
“Living by the ocean has been quite a thing.”

“You've picked up quite a tan.”

“Ken, too. Wait till you see him. No, but, what I mean is that
especially at night there’s something about the ocean. You know.
You've read all the stuff about the mysteries of the deep and the
poems what's his name Arnold and John Masefield wrote.”

“I like Popeye, too. Is what's bothering you the ocean?”

“You mustn'’t talk to Ken about this.”

“Okay I guess.”

“We have separate bedrooms now, you know.”

“It wasn’t in the papers.”

“I mean we've been having all sorts of disagreements and
such.”

“I'm sorry.”

“When Ken was doing the masks he got the idea he'd like to
work nights and it developed into his using one of the spare
bedrooms as a workshop and finally just sleeping there, too.”

“Masks?”

“He met a fellow in Caliente who sold him two hundred
masks, the kind they make down there, for fifty dollars. Ken had
the idea he’d make lamps out of them. With sombreros for shades.
The lightbulbs made them catch fire, though, and he gave it up.”

“And the trouble?”

“He’s having an affair with a mermaid.”

Max stood up, dropping his shoes. “This isn’t one of his proj-
ects? This is something he’s actually doing?”

Joan said, “Yes, I'm afraid so.” She put one hand over her eyes
like a visor. “I thought maybe you could investigate.”

“Like Peekaboo Pennington and get flash pictures?” Max knelt
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in the sand. “What gave you these suspicions about a mermaid?”

“Well,” said Joan. “About two months ago I became aware that
Ken was slipping out at night. He didn’t take the car and if
anyone picked him up I'd hear that, too. He'd be gone some-
times for hours. When I'd get his clothes ready to wash I'd find
sand in the cuffs and seaweed smears. I know he goes down to
the beach in the middle of the night, Max.”

“If he goes with you in the daytime couldn’t that be how he
gets the sand and stuff?”

“All right. I made a special point of checking. He wears
warmer clothes at night and in the morning there’s sand all over
them.”

“And how come it’s got to be a mermaid he’s meeting?”

“You know Ken’s father had a lot of the things from his movie
studio moved here when it closed down,” Joan said. “In fact, we
have all those out buildings full of stuff. But in the house there’s
the library. All kinds of obscure books that McNamara Studios
had in their research department. A whole wall of books on the
occult. I know Ken’s been reading them lately. I found out which
books he’s been taking off the shelves. The books are all on the
subject of mermaids.”

“Whole books on mermaids?”

“And related subjects,” said Joan. “He’s involved with some
sea woman.”

“You've never tried to follow him? Or asked him about it?”

“I'm afraid to follow him,” Joan said. “And asking him out-
right would only lead to a great debate.”

“I didn’t know you and Ken were,” began Max.

“Growing apart? Since we moved in here it’s been advancing.
This place and Ken’s not having a job. You're sure going to have
a fun-filled weekend.” Joan shook her head. “These past two
months, though, Max, it’s been different. The way Ken’s acting.
I know it’s not just some other woman. It's a mermaid.”

Max put his hands in his pockets and watched the seagulls
skim along over the water.

“Max?”

“Yes?”
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“If Ken asks say I came out here with you. Don’t mention the
Willseys unless you have to.”

“I don’t have to.”

Joan smiled hopefully at him. “You'll figure everything out,
Max. I know.”

“Sure,” Max said. He didn’t smile back at her.

The tapestries that hung stiffly down between the shelves in
the library were faded and cryptic.

“What?” Ken McNamara said to Max.

“I was wondering what battle the tapestries represent,” Max
said, casually moving near the shelf Joan had nodded at earlier.

“I don’t know,” said Ken. “Something that Tyrone Power
fought in. They're all props from one of my dad’s pictures.”

Things fell over in the kitchen.

Ken put his drink on a gargoyle legged table and went to the
doorway. “You okay out there, Joan?”

“Where'd you put the wine vinegar?” his wife called.

Ken hesitated. “We're all out,” he called back finally.

Max lit a cigarette and looked up at the rows of occult books.

“Listen, Max,” said Ken.

“Yeah?”

“Wait.” Ken closed the cherub covered door. “You do detective
work, don’t you?”

“Only occult stuff. As a hobby.”

“No hard-boiled things?”

“I beat a werewolf two falls out of three last fall.”

“I mean the usual sleazy private op work.”

“Divorce and motel?”

“Joan’s having an affair,” Ken said, walking by the row of
German Renaissance beersteins on the mantle and tapping each
one with his forefinger.

“Oh, so?” Max looked around for an ashtray.

“Use the mummy case over there,” said Ken. “She sneaks out
at night.”

Max lifted the lid of the flat lying case that rested on a wrought
iron stand near the fireplace. “The mummy does?” The case was
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half filled with cigarette butts. He added his and dropped the
lid.

“No, for Christ sake, Joan. She’s slipping around. And you
know where she goes?”

“Sleeping around is the phrase.”

“Whatever. You know where she goes?”

“Down to the beach?”

“No. Over to visit this guy named Val Willsey. A beach boy
type. Lives in the estate next door with his mother. I'm sure
Joan’s seeing him.” He stopped and scowled at Max. “What's
the matter with you anyway? This is serious.”

Max lit a new cigarette. “What’s the matter with you? Back
in San Francisco you and Joan always looked like House Beauti-
ful's couple of the month.”

“Do they have a couple of the month?”

“T'll check with media. Now what the hell is wrong?”

Ken sat down in a leather chair. “I don’t know. The last year
things have been going wrong. Since I lost the Orange Rupert
concession.”

“Orange Rupert?”

“The soft drink they sell along the highways in stands that
look like oranges with a window in them. I had one two miles
from here, on 101 just outside of Osodoro. But they took it away
from me. I was showing a profit, too.”

“Why?”

“The orange started to peel.”

“Come on.”

“The paint did. Kept coming off the damn thing. All the other
damn Orange Rupert oranges were orange. Mine was rusty sil-
ver. It wouldn'’t stay orange.”

Max took a book from a shelf. “Have you seen Joan over there
with this Willsey guy?”

“No. I'm not a sneak, Max.”

“But you've got a hunch, huh?”

“Right.”

“Mermaids And Other Creatures Encountered By A Norwe-
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gian Whaling Captain,” Max said, reading the title of the weath-
ered book. “You read any of these?”

Ken blinked. “No. No, I don’t. That’s more your kind of crap.”
He rose. “Now about Joan.”

The door of the library swung open. “Well,” said Joan, “there’s
no vinegar. But, such as it is, dinner’s ready. Okay?”

“Sure,” said Ken. “See if you recognize the dining room table,
Max. They used it in a picture my dad made with Douglas Fair-
banks.”

Max put the mermaid book back on the shelf and followed
Joan and Ken down the high shadowy corridor to the dining
room.

Everything was white with moonlight. The untended shrubs,
the vast unclipped lawns and the great unclassifiable McNamara
house. Max was sitting in a clump of damp ferns with his hands
cupped over the bright tip of his cigarette. Far down hill the
ocean made low tumbling sounds.

The gabled part of the house roof had a clock steeple stuck on
one of its peaks. The clock showed one AM. The darkness in
among the shrubbery was dotted with frog calls and cricket
chirps. Max felt his eyes start to close. He exhaled smoke and
then took several deep breaths of the cold night air. He shook
his head and widened his eyes. Finally he got himself almost
awake again.

A dark figure appeared on the wide marble steps that wound
down from the Dutch door at the side of the house. The figure
moved off down the driveway, heading for the out buildings.
It was Ken.

This didn’t seem right. Max ground his cigarette into the dirt.
He'd picked this side of the house to watch because it faced the
ocean.

But Ken wasn'’t heading for the beach. Max followed, keeping
off the driveway gravel as much as he could.

There were a half dozen dissimilar buildings on the grounds
behind the main house. One looked like a Gothic cathedral
built to the scale of a motel cottage. Another was a large two
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story building that looked something like a Midwest bank. Be-
tween these two was an Arabian Nights sort of building, the
size of a tract home. Ken went into this one. Max had the im-
pression that Ken was carrying a package carefully in front of
him.

Cutting down a flagstone path Max edged along the side of
the Arabian structure. Flickering light showed at its horseshoe
shaped windows.

Directly behind this building was one that resembled an air-
plane hangar. Piled in front of it was a tangled assortment of
chairs. Max picked three that seemed still in fair shape, hoping
they weren't some of McNamara’s break-away furniture. In
among a nest of Georgian dining room chairs Max found some
spare table boards.

Back under the arched window he put a board between two
chairs and put the third chair on top of the board. He climbed
up on the whole thing.

A lantern and brass lamp were burning in the room below.
The whole place was full of props from old McNamara’s Eastern
pictures. Piles of wrought iron doors and stacks of gilt trellises.
Scatterings of peacock feathers and patterned silks, brass gongs
and silver censers. In the center of all the confusion of worn out
background pieces was an actual pool. It was large, its water a
filmy green. Bordering it was real sand and jungle shrubbery. On
a prop rock at the pool’s edge was Ken, sitting with a salad
bowl in his lap.

Ken dipped his hand into the bowl and brought out a handful
of what seemed to be shrimp salad.

“I got the wine vinegar for it this time, L],” Ken said.

“Mr. LJ is in conference,” said a rasping voice. “He suggests
you make an appointment.”

“You'’re still on this kick LJ?”

“Mr. L].”

“Anyway, I made an appointment this afternoon. Remem-

ber?”
“We'll consult our appointment pad.”
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Max strained to see what it was that was talking from the
pool.

“I can’t wait around here all night, L]. Come off it.”

“Do you good to cool your heels in the waiting room for
a while. We can find no record of your appointment. What was
the nature of your business with Mr. L]J?”

“You're supposed to fix things up between Joan and me.”

“Full names please. Last name first and please print.”

“How can I print when I'm talking?”

“Perhaps you'd like to take your business to one of our com-
petitors?”

“T'll take the shrimp, too, if you don’t shape up,” said Ken.
“What kind of water spirit are you if you can’t even do any
magic?”

There was a splashing at the darkest end of the pool and
something swam toward Ken. “Who said I was a water spirit?”
A fat blue fish nearly a foot and a half high pulled itself up on
the rock with Ken. The pulling was easy because the fish had
arms and legs. “You sure it’s wine vinegar?”

“Yes.”

L] jabbed a blue hand into the salad bowl and began eating.
“Not as good as a commissary, but it'll do.”

“If you aren’t a water spirit, what are you?”

“Mr. L] is all you have to know.”

“I've looked through all my dad’s damned books on this sort of
thing. And I can’t quite pin you down.”

“McNamara was strictly a shlep,” said L], finishing the salad.

“And how come you're talking like this lately?”

“So why shouldn’t I?” said L]. “I've been all up and down the
coast here.”

“You didn’t talk that way when I found you on the beach.”

“So I should be consistent just to impress a third-rate creep
like you.”

“Okay, forget it, L],” said Ken. “I know you have magic pow-
ers.

“How else did I get so far. Besides sheer guts, I owe the rest
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to magic. Out in the ocean it’s dog eat dog. You don't stay on
top for three hundred years just on luck.”

“Isn’t one of your powers the ability to tell what's going on?”

“Sure. Like now I'm sitting here with you.”

“In places other than here. You can tell me where Joan goes
when she sneaks off.”

“It’s possible I could,” said L], more or less sitting down and
crossing his legs.

“And you could work some kind of spell to make her stop her
affair.”

“So why not.”

“It’s been over seven weeks since I brought you here. And the
results haven’t been much so far.”

“I tell you, Ken baby, Rome wasn’t built in a day. Not even
by DeMille. So don’t be anxious. We'll work us out something.
Meanwhile, before you make an appointment for tomorrow you
should locate some lobster for yours truly.” The blue fish stood
up and stretched its arms. “Excuse it, I've had a tough day.”

“Lobster?”

“I can maybe see you tomorrow morning around eleven, Ken
sweetie. See you around the lot.” L] dived back into the pool.

Max let himself silently down to the ground. He waited until
the lights went out and he saw Ken cutting back toward the
house. Then he put the chairs and boards back.

The front door of the house clicked quietly and Joan, with her
hands tight in the pockets of a gray belted raincoat, came out into
the night. Max stopped moving. He had been coming around
from the out buildings and he halted now in a scattering of lemon
trees.

Joan ran across the tangled grounds and vanished in among a
blurred labyrinth of hedges at the far end of the place.

Dropping his cigarette butt into the Grecian urn near the
sundial, Max followed Joan.

The hedges gave way finally to a spike topped iron fence. Up
across a half acre or more of close cropped lawn sat the Willsey
house. Max spotted Joan, a black silhouette bobbing, moving to-
ward the house.
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Max wiped his palms on his pants and got a grip on the
black wrought iron bars. He got himself over, tearing only
one cuff.

Joan went down an arbored path and into a Spanish style
guest house. Its lights came on.

Max came up and looked in the window. Joan had taken off
her coat and was putting on a smock. She had a canvas set up
on an easel and, as Max watched, she started painting.

Max went away finally, puzzled. For some reason Joan was
ghosting paintings for Aunt Jenny. She even had a real sap
bucket up to use as a model.

Max bent a match folder open and snapped it between the
pages of the thick book. He set it aside and opened another
book. He had a hunch what L] was and he hoped the occult
books in the McNamara collection would provide him with
more specifics.

The morning sun was bright at the library windows now and
the chill of the room was lifting. There was a soft knock on the
door and Joan came in. Her hair was tied back and she had on a
blue robe. “Did you see her?”

“Who?” said Max, making another book mark.

“The mermaid,” Joan said, sitting across from him.

The mantel clock struck eleven and a team of allegorical fig-
ures popped out. Max waited until they'd gone indoors again
and then he said, “Are you working for the Willseys?”

“Who said that?”

“I saw you over there last night. Painting one of those god
awful Aunt Jenny abortions.”

“Your bloodhound instincts really ran wild. It’s Ken you're
supposed to watch.”

“The sea air keyed me up. I got such a kick out of following
him I decided to track you, too.”

“There’s nothing supernatural about what I'm doing,” Joan
said. The lace of her slip showed along the robe edge and she
tracked its pattern with her finger. “I wanted to get some kind of
money ahead. So we wouldn’t have to depend on Ken’s father.
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Mrs. Willsey asked me to help her on one of her paintings. That
was four or five months ago. Aunt Jenny likes the fun of paint-
ing. Laying it out and finishing it up tire her. I've painted at least
part of all her things. Lately I ghost whole paintings.”

“Then it’s you who's responsible for the Aunt Jenny boom
down here.”

“Probably. Anyway I get 40% of everything I do. I opened
an account in a bank in Santa Monica.” Joan noticed her mov-
ing hand and stopped it. She dropped both hands in her lap.
“But what did you find out about Ken?”

“Is he around?”

“No. He drove off early. He's not back yet. Didn’t you trail him
this morning?”

“I overslept,” said Max. “There is something.”

“Something?”

“A fish.”

“Ken’s having an affair with a fish?”

“No, he’s trying to get advice from the fish.”

Joan turned toward the window. “That’s the car coming back.
What fish? What sort of advice? He’s not still worried about the
lighthouse business? The company said they'd refund the de-
posit because you can’t get to the island except by autogiro.”

“Let’s just limit it to this fish. No other projects.”

“Is the fish in the ocean? Does Ken visit it there?”

“No. It’s in that Arabian looking building out back. In the
pool.”

“What sort of fish is it, Max? A shark or something dan-
gerous.”

“A little blue fish with arms and legs. It talks and does magic.”

Joan shook her head. “I don’t understand. I've never heard
of . ..” There was a great cloud of yellow smoke suddenly
around Joan. Then a loud explosion.

“Joan.” Max jumped for her chair.

The chair teetered and slammed over sideways. Joan was
gone. .

Max spun around. The room was empty, the door still closed.

Max opened it and ran out into the hall. The house was
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quiet. Max went out the side door that led back to the out build-
ings.

Coming down the path toward him was Ken.

“Did you give the lobster to L]?” Max said, pulling up.

“Had to drive all the way to Santa Monica for it but I-who
told you about LJ?”

“Joan just vanished.”

“Off with Val Willsey probably. Or maybe just shopping,”
said Ken. “I'm willing to admit she could be just shopping.”

“She doesn’t usually vanish in a puff of yellow smoke, does
she?”

“No, she takes the Volkswagen. Max? You mean Joan’s disap-
peared by magic?”

“Why not? You've been goading L] into doing something.
Apparently you've finally succeeded in bringing him into action.”

Ken said, “This isn’t the sort of solution I expected.”

Someone said Yoo hoo.

“Max, I think I heard something strange.”

“Yoo hoo,” called a woman’s voice.

“Is that some magic phrase, Max?”

“Sounds more like yodeling.” Max turned.

Coming from the front of the house was Aunt Jenny. She
waved her Dodgers cap at them. “Did Val happen to stop by
here?” she called.

“See,” said Ken. “It’s an open secret.”

“Is he missing?” asked Max.

“I'm beginning to think so,” said the old woman as she joined
them. “He vanished in a cloud of ugly smoke. That isn't like Val
at all.”

“LJ again,” said Max.

“Beg pardon?”

“We'll tell Val you were asking after him,” Max said. “I'm
pretty sure he'll be back by this afternoon.”

“Will there be any more smoke? We did settle out here to get
away from the smog. If Val’s going to take to coming and going
in enormous gusts of smoke I don’t think well have gained
much.”
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“No more smoke,” said Max, smiling and guiding Aunt Jenny
around to the front of the house.

Ken followed. He waited until the old woman was into the
hedges. Then he said, “Damn it. What's happening? Are Joan
and Val shacked up in the fourth dimension someplace?”

“You can’t get in without luggage,” said Max. “Look, where did
you find LJ?”

“That bastard. Here I butter him up for weeks and he does
this.” Ken hit his fist into his palm. “He washed in down at the
beach a couple months ago. He seemed like an out of the ordi-
nary sort of fish and I put him in the old pool. When it turned
out he was probably magic I decided to get him to help out
with Joan. I had to turn to somebody. With Joan having an
affair.”

“You should have tried Abigail Van Buren first,” said Max.
“And Joan isn’t having an affair.”

“What makes you say that?”

“TI looked through some windows and peeked over some
shrubs. She’s ghosting Aunt Jenny pictures to make extra
money.”

“It could be I've screwed up some then.”

“That’s a possibility.”

“T'll fix L}, Max. I'll stand up to him and tell him to knock it
off and tell me what’s become of Joan.” Ken stopped. “Max, she’ll
come back somehow, won't she?”

Max nodded. “She’ll come back.” He shook out a cigarette
and lit it. “Did he talk like a Hollywood type when you found
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