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INTRODUCTION

IT’s A great thing to create, to grow and to give of your-
self in the process, but it’s quite another thing to be
thrown into an orgy of introspective analysis out of which
you must refashion your work. To review more than
twenty years of my own writing and come up with co-
herent comments required such analysis, however, and
having been forced to the task, I find the recovery
pleasant.

Analysis is a trick activity.

Sometimes, it’s hardest for the person doing his thing
to describe what he does. You can analyze the life out of
any activity, and to little purpose.

‘Tell me, Dr. Livingston, what were your innermost
thoughts when Mr. Stanley confronted you with his im-
mortal greeting?’

Do you really want to know?

What kept me at this job was the suspicion that my
labors might be useful to others wishing to make a career
of letters. Similar works by earlier authors were useful to
me — particularly the practical advice of Jack Woodford,
and the marvelously candid Summing Up by W. Somerset
Maugham.

I hope I can be as candid and as practical.

The flat statement of what I do requires little thought.

I write.

As humans measure time, I've been doing this for quite
a while — more than forty years. This collection contains
the laboriously hand-printed copy of one of my earliest
efforts. It was produced when I was only seven. A few
months later, having tested this process and found it to
my liking, I announced to my family in the grand manner
that I was going to be ‘an author’.

That was on the morning of my eighth birthday, and
I’ve never deviated far from that ambition since.

If you’ll turn to that early effort, you’ll find my intro-
ductory description reads:
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“This story is about love and adventures.’

Even at seven, I knew the ingredients of a good story:
love and adventures.

There must also have been some sense in me of the
limits implicit in words. The seven-year-old warns you
that his book will only tell something about how animals
live in the deep woods.

The seven-year-old also gives his work a narrative
hook. I didn’t know a narrative hook from a verb at the
age of seven, but the instincts of the writer triumph. A
narrative hook describes how the author catches your
interest and makes you want to learn more about what’s
going on in his story.

The seven-year-old begins with a man and his dog lost
in the forest. You are warned that the forest is a fearsome
place. It contains noises which indicate dangerous crea-
tures, especially at night. And please note that such
creatures retain a deeper sense of threat when they are
known only by their noises. The unknown can be a dread-
ful thing.

Despite the crudities, the unabashed hubris and the mis-
spellings, this childhood effort is amazing for the number
of storytelling necessities it contains: People, place, time
of day, mysterious dangers and the promise of love and
adventures to come.

There’s the nutshell, and I count myself lucky to have
come upon it so early.

That was not so much writing as it was plumbing, how-
ever. The pieces are there, but they’re badly assembled.
The plumbing was all bare and exposed.

I have tried to teach writing, only to discover that you
cannot teach writing. You can teach the plumbing — which .
pipe connects to which elbow. The actual writing is some-
thing you must teach yourself. You learn by doing. The
knowledge comes from the inside and it leans most heavily
on the oral tradition of language, much to the despair of
those who would like it all orderly and neat with explicit
rules to follow.

It comes as a shock to many in our print-oriented
civilization to be told that language, the basic tool of the
writer, 18 more oral than written. Contemplate those
thousands of years of oral tradition before we ever ven-
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tured to carve symbols in clay and stone. We are most
profoundly conditioned to language-as-speech. The written
word 18 a latecomer.

Before you will believe the reality of a story, someone
must stand up on that printed page and speak. His words
must have the characteristics of speech. They must reach
your ears through your eyes. Under the onslaught of non-
print media (TV, film, radio, casette players . . .) this is
becoming ever more necessary. The oral tradition has
never really been subjugated.

True to that tradition, I find I must have a sense of joy
in what I do. There has to be some fun in it which you
can feel even in the darkest moments of the story. This is
the entertainment business. I'm the jongleur visiting your
castle. I bring songs and news from other castles 1 have
visited, and some of those are strange indeed. I sing for
my supper and those other castles of which I sing are only
- partly figments of imagination. We may share a concensus

reality which demands our service, but if you write science
fiction you crowd the edges of that reality.

When we say ‘science’, we usually mean technology.
Science fiction is deeply involved with technology and the
questioning of the human future. To write science fiction,
you make a connection between technology and the myth-
dream of human immortality. We inevitably deal with the
alienation of man brought on by his immersion in a welter
of things which he is told he wants/needs, but which
always seem to remove him from an essential contact with
his own life.

This is not really a recent development.

The company of science fiction writers is a venerable
troop. We go back somewhere beyond Lucian of Samosata
in the 2nd Century AD. We number in our company such
lights as Plato, Cyrano de Bergerac, Thomas More (who
gave us the word Utopia), Jules Verne, H. G. Wells, Edgar
Allen Poe, Aldous Huxley and George Orwell — which
- represents only the barest listing.

We are, as a rule, concerned with mankind living on
other planets. (Lucian sent his hero to the moon on a
waterspout.) Often, our concern is touched by the realiza-
tion that no animal species can survive forever on one
planet. Even as we most freely express our fears that the
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human species is in danger of extinction, we parade our
differences from other animals via our stories. We have
imagination and, occasionally, touches of reason. Much of
science fiction says these may be our ultimate strength in
facing that chaotic unknown which constantly threatens
to reduce us to zero.

Freud once said: “When you try to conceal your inner-
most thoughts, every pore oozes betrayal.’

When you write, the printed page absorbs all of that
ooze - all of you, the wise and the silly, the profound, the
shallow and the in-between. It all hangs out in these talk-
ing letters. I want to write for as large an audience as
possible, all of you sitting around the castle fireplace after
a four-star dinner, all of you raptly enjoying the sound of
my lute. There’s no sense trying to hide that; it's in every-
thing I do. And always there’s the upcoming story in
which I hope to do it all better. The current work, about
which I will not talk because that wastes the energies
which should go into the creation, remains my favorite. 1
will pour as much of myself into it as I am able, holding
back nothing. You cannot lose by this. You destroy
nothing. You are creating the egg, not the goose. But
while that gestating egg remains my favorite, I reserve a
warm spot for creations of yesteryear.

That fragment saved from childhood : I recall the child
I was with a special poignancy through that fragment.
And even while I laugh with you at his bumbling, I
remember his unshakable drive to perfect this form of
communication. It was only later that I learned about per-
fection — that it remains forever beyond your grasp, that
you are always working toward it in a monstrous parody .
of Zeno’s Paradox, that perfection fades when you seem
to touch it.

It has been educational for me to apply the analytical
tool to my own work; I couldn’t possibly set down here
everything I've derived from that effort. And certainly
you must detect the ambivalence with which I view this.
The discovery of science fiction by colleges and uni-
versities, a move led by such academics as Willis E.
McNelly at the University of California, Fullerton, and
Bezkley Dreissel at Stanford, raises such ambivalence.
We’ve seen analysis take the fun and the life out of other
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literary genre. Rest assured then that whatever comments
%hmijflke hereafter I am attempting to maintain the fun and

e life.

The stories in this collection are like steps on a path to
- me. I recall the throes of creation, some of the ambience
. in the working places which inevitably bleeds over into
~ the work. These are stories I might write differently today.
- I might. Tony Boucher, the later author and critic for the
. New York Times, called ‘Mary Celeste Move’ ‘one of the
-~ most perfect short stories I’'ve ever read’. Out of the love
. I held for Tony, I might not change that one, although I
- disagree with his judgment. I find ‘Seed Stock’ a better
.~ story. ‘Mary Celeste’ is brittle. It shows the sharpening
- and re-sharpening process through which it went in the
. writing. As with analysis, you can go too far with that
process; you run into a kind of Heisenbergian wall where
. all of your original intentions turn to glitter. To me that’s
i a ﬂaw in ‘Mary Celeste’.
. My first venture into Science Fiction was ‘Looking for
| Sﬂmething?’ As with the childhood fragment, it contains

- rough edges.

‘Looking’ deals with a subject which I explored in
greater detail later: that borderline of awareness out of
. which our compulsions grope for recognition. It says you
- may not know the full spectrum of motivation behind
.~ your everyday activities. And when you go looking for

that motivation, you may encounter more than you wanted.
. ‘Nightmare Blues’ (‘Operation Syndrome’) was my
- first acceptance by the Ilate John Campbell of
. Astounding | Analog. 1 was still mining the same vein of
‘Looking’. However, ‘Nightmare’ moves more freely and
. contains more of that special color which science fiction
' requires — the teleprobe, the skytrain, the sound switch
beside the window, the undersea nightclub. It has that
immediacy of detail which I believe a story must contain
before it gives you the full sense of the place were the
characters are performing. It contains some things familiar
today, but the backdrop is tomorrow.

‘Nightmare’ says, as well, that tomorrow’s world may
not be the most pleasant place you’ve ever imagined. It
brings up the subtle meaning of the old Chinese curse:
‘May you live in interesting times.’
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Much science fiction views the world and human future

more from a Hebrew curse than the Chinese. It reads:
‘May you grow like an onion with your head in the
ground!’ For this latter variant, the writer plays prophet,
crying: ‘Lift up your heads and look around you at what
we are doing!’ Looking back on it, I can see that this
dominates the story, ‘Cease Fire’, a modern Sorcerer’s
Apprentice yarn.

Please note the monumental prophetic error in ‘Cease
Fire’, however. Written in 1958, it was set in that far off
time of 1972. Vietnam was a decade ahead and somewhat
warmer of climate than the setting I chose. To the best of
my knowledge, Vietnam did not produce an equivalent
to Larry Hulser, my protagonist, nor did it produce his
invention. ‘Cease Fire’ does say something about the war
syndrome and the simplistic world of those who begin
their preachments with: “We could end wars if we would
WS .

Hulser’s invention will have to wait, but I expect some-
thing like this to come. You will recall that dynamite was
supposed to end the possibility of war because it was too
dreadful. And before that, it was the crossbow. Instru-
ments of violence apparently don’t end wars.

My timing error recalls the story told about Edgar Allan
Poe, that he was walking with a friend in New York City
in 1847 and suddenly cried out: ‘I’ve just had a vision of
the future! Within a hundred years (by 1947) New York
will have ten-storey buildings!’

Poe, the father of the modern science fiction story,

failed to take into account the invention of the elevator
and the steel-frame building.

As with much prophecy, so it is with science fiction.

Thus far, we've been unable to achieve a surprise-free
future. We fail to take some surprising development into
account.

We do score occasionally, however, and these provide
some of our greatest moments. Think of Arthur Clarke
telling the world how a communications satellite would
function and long before such wonders came into being.
He predicted the development with such detail that the
concept cannot be patented. Prior publication will prevent
a patent. I did the same thing in ‘Dragon in the Sea’ with
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the prediction of collapsible cargo devices and television
periscopes. The truly classic example is that of Cleve
.~ Cartmill in the middle of World War II describing how
~ to build an atom bomb. To this day, there probably are
officials of the United States government who believe Cart-
mill’s story developed from a leak in the Manhattan Pro-
ject. The unimaginative always seem to underestimate how
far the imagination can leap.

‘Egg and Ashes’ with its phoenix theme represents one
of my earlier attempts to weave a linguistics theme into a
yarn. How does a creature react if it hears in the spectrum
which we see? This tale revolves on that common-to-

~ science fiction element — possession as an alien presence.

Why not? Most science fiction assumes an infinite universe
where the wonders will never end. If you sample such a
- future through fiction, does that not prepare you to deal
. with surprising real events?

This is a question Martin Fisk of ‘Mary Celeste Move’
might ask himself. Fisk could be any of us in a velocitized
world which moves so fast we’re unaware of running out
. of time and cannot react with sufficient rapidity to the
. shock power of a future into which we plunge. How much
. difference is there between the present breakneck pace of
" our freeway-insanity and Fisk’s world of 300-mile-per-
~ hour expressways where you slow down to 75 and a speed
. of 55 is to creep? Is it caricature or a glimpse of our
current reality?

. ‘Committee of the Whole’, may have a familiar ring to
. some who read it. Is it today’s world or just the day after
. tomorrow?

Here’s where you separate the people who grow like an
onion from those who merely accept that they live in the
universe of the Chinese curse. I regret to say that ‘Com-
mittee’ is my view of imminent reality. The future does
tend to beguile us with myths of progress while the other
hand prepares ever more potent shocks. ‘Look out for my
atom bomb!’ the future says. And all the while, an
anonymous human is working in his basement on that
surprise which will make over the atomic age into ‘the
good old days’.

Cracking the atom represented only a milestone on a
longer path. If science fiction does no more, it tells us
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this : we are developing larger and larger chunks of energy
which can be manipulated by fewer and fewer of us. If
this curve continues to rise exponentially, single individuals
will soon be able to focus planet-shattering energies.

The role of the anonymous individual in this develop-
ment is relatively clear. Science fiction at least since H. G.
Wells has been drawing his portrait with a consistent
success / horror. Propinquity, serendipity and curiosity lie
in wait for the unwary onion head. My ventures into
science fiction see our world in far more peril from a
pharmacist and bio-technician working privately in a base-
ment laboratory than it is from the atom, fission of fusion.
Given the sums of energy becoming available to fewer
and fewer of us, the brutalized human, the disaffected
fanatic, represents our most profound peril.

There appears no present way to prevent his surprise
whether that comes in the form of a biological weapon
or an application of the bias-current principle to the
cracking of our entire planet. The horrors of science
fiction’s most bug-eyed-monster extremes don’'t compare
with what’s happening in our ‘real world’.

The basic energy involved in this process is, of course,
knowledge. How can you suppress that which is already
or about to become common knowledge? Thought control
quickly runs out of dependable controllers. Once Lize
Meitner had published her findings, atomic fission was
public property. Cleve Cartmill merely dipped into this
public trough to produce his story. The materials and
information tools behind such runaway growth are so
widely spread in our world that the words security and
secrecy contain a hideous kind of gallows humor or even
worse. Official secrecy acts and the concepts of security
based on them represent distractions which actually con-
tribute to humankind’s insecurity. I say it baldly here
instead of letting it unfold in fiction, but I'm not the first
to take this alarming view that the fault is not in our stars,
Mercutio . . .

Thus, ‘Committee’ represents that form of science fiction
which attempts to depict a deeper reality: Future His-
tory. It says in a story, which the reader can accept be-
cause it’s ‘only a story’, that the essence of this fiction will
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~ come to pass. You as reader put the connections to reality

together only after the reading.
This leads by what is to me an orderly thought process
into the concept of the operating manual, the handbook

.~ for whatever you do as work. This is the book which
gives you the myth of the orderly world, hiding all of the

hangups and misalignments behind illusionary rules. Often

. such manuals are written by committees. (You may recall

that a camel is a horse created by a committee.) My
favorite of such handbooks is the Blue Jackets Manual
which is issued to incoming recruits of the US Navy. The

TI-! BJM has many classic lines, including this one :

‘It is absolutely imperative that the ship be kept water-
tight.’

Nobody can doubt this, especially if his life depends
on it. Between the book and the execution of the obvious,
however, is a world of creative originality. Here’s where
we really operate by the book. It’s this in-between world
which inspired me to write a short story about the educated
ignorance to be found in a handbook of the future, calling

. the story, of course, ‘By the Book’. The story says that

those precise and orderly barriers we raise against omni-
present outer chaos can be useful tools or they can be
traps. It all depends on how you interpret your manual.
This is usually what I tell people who come to me asking
for ‘rules about writing’.

Such a handbook is possible, of course, and many have
been written. Mine might begin this way :

Rule One: Work to develop an almost organic link
between your primary tool and yourself.

Rule Two: Your primary tool is language, written,
spoken, however it communicates.

Rule Three: Write regularly; don’t wait for a call from

. your favorite muse.

Rule Four: Be sensitive to and responsive to yout
audience, but not slavish.

Andsoon...

I mean that about an organic linkage most profoundly,
understanding that you are connected to language by

. devices; in my case, a typewriter. This linkage is unique

to the individual and, in a sense, it dissolves as you use

i it. You have to develop your linkage anew each time.
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So much for rule books.

Which brings us to ‘The Primitives’.

The author’s name originally was to have been Noah
Arkwright. That’s the pseudonym chosen by Jack Vance,
Poul Anderson and myself when we plotted the story
while building a houseboat which we used on the waters
of the Sacramento-San Joaquin delta at the head of San
Francisco Bay. We intended to write the story together
as a lark, but the pressure of work forced Vance and
Anderson out of the picture and they insisted I finish it
I developed our plot into the novelette.

To me this story has a lovely logic. After all, what
would a primitive make out of a diamond? See if you
disagree.

‘The Primitives’ also represented my attempt to open
up another possibility for the role of women in our past.
In my view humankind was matriarchal for far more
centuries than it was patriarchal. Male dominance prob-
ably came onto the scene rather late after an earlier animal
history of pack relationships probably similar to those of
the higher apes, and then a long period of female domi-
nance after we became self-conscious.

The picture of the female cowering in the cave with her
brood while the male fought off the sabertooth tiger has
always struck me as a bit much. I find it easier to see the
image of the domineering Cave Mother, keeper of the
birth mystery and the sacred vessel of ongoing life. If
there’s one thing primitives do not like, that’s to bring
down the wrath of powerful spirits.

Perhaps we haven’t changed much in that respect, which
is another recurring theme of science fiction: It may look
new, but it's really the same old thing.

‘The Heaven Makers’ plays with zen consciousness/
taoist eternity translated for Western awareness. Words
are finite creatures, however, and the universe (even the
universe of your own book) changes as you touch it.
There exists in this book a recognition of our concensus
choice to use a linear rather than a non-linear model for
our universe. But what do we do when we find that this
linearity closes its own circle? Do the endless serial events
merely repeat? These are some of the underlying con-
ceptualizations of ‘The Heaven Makers’. We think our
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ancestral gods no longer awaken mysteries in our minds.
We have the myth of the endless personal story, denying
the visions of the older mysteries in the hope of finding
new scientific answers. Thus we deify science and its off-
spring, technology. Science fiction has become a special
toy to those alerted to this spectrum. It unfolds the
monsters of awareness which lurk in our mutually-created
vision of eternity. We know there are things in this
eternity which we don’t want to see, but like children
peering past the protective legs of an adult, we seek a
safe glimpse of the monster.

“‘The Heaven Makers’ assumes that the immortal have
no morality which can be equated with a finite morality.
Look around you. The morality of the species overrides
the puny morality of the individual. Our creation of law
may have been the attempt to match species’ morality
with that of the individual. And, of course, the species
may not be immortal.

In a natural progression from ‘The Heaven Makers’,
and all the stories before it, you get “The Being Machine’
(‘Mind Bomb’). This is in part another story of outside
manipulation of the individual, playing with the concept
of what we mean by ‘free will’. It is the influence of rea-
son in rebellion against any manipulation, even by itself.
It is the paradox of manipulation in an equalizing (en-
tropic) universe. This is law and order at the end of its
tether, the species projected into a far-far future where

L manipulation of the individual has been carried to a self-

defeating extreme. It says law and order lead inevitably
to chaos.

Another paradox?

‘Seed Stock’ takes up that recurrent science fiction
theme of humans colonizing/populating another planet
(the eternity myth for the species). This story, however,
says specifically that these colonizing humans must be-
come transformed into children of that planet, even to the
point of rejecting Mother Earth. By inference, it speaks
to the eternity myth right here on this planet, saying that
humans. to make their myth a reality, must become
children of this planet once more and children of any

planet.
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That, essentially, represents the motif of hope behind
most science fiction: the fact that we write about any
future at all, even an interesting one, assumes that future
will come to pass. We balance on Occam’s razor, our
assumptions on one side, our myths on the other, and
sometimes we cannot tell the two apart. In common with
other art forms, science fiction strives to translate our old
dreams into new ones and, in the process, to make the
nightmares less fearsome.

Frank Herbert
Port Townsend, Washington
29 April 1973
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LOOKING FOR SOMETHING?

Mirsar WEES, chief indoctrinator for Sol III sub-prefec-
ture, was defying the intent of the Relaxation-room in his
quarters. He buzzed furiously back and forth from metal
wall to metal wall, his pedal-membrane making a cricket-
like sound as the vacuum cups disengaged.

‘The fools!’ he thought. ‘The stupid, incompetent, mind-
less fools!’

Misar Wees was a Denebian. His race had originated
more than three million earth years ago on the fourth
planet circling the star Deneb — a planet no longer exist-
ing. His profile was curiously similar to that of a tall
woman in a floor-length dress, with the vacuum-cup pedal-
membrane contacting the floor under the °‘skirt.” His
eight specialized extensors waved now in a typical Dene-
bian rage-pattern. His mouth, a thin transverse slit en-
tirely separate from the olfactory-lung orifice directly be-
low it, spewed forth a multi-lingual stream of invective
against the assistant who cowered before him.

‘How did this happen?’ he shouted. ‘I take my first
vacation in one hundred years and come back to find my
career almost shattered by your incompetency!’

Mirsar Wees turned and buzzed back acrooss the room.
Through his vision-ring, an organ somewhat like a glitter-
ing white tricycle-tire jammed down about one-third of the
distance over his head, he examined again the report on
Earthling Paul Marcus and maintained a baleful stare
upon his assistant behind him. Activating the vision cells
at his left, he examined the wall chronometer.

‘So little time,” he muttered. ‘If only I had someone at
Central Processing who could see a deviant when it comes
by! Now I'll have to take care of this bumble myself, be-
fore it gets out of hand. If they hear of it back at the
bureau ...

Mirsar Wees, the Denebian, a cog in the galaxy-wide
korad-farming empire of his race, pivoted on his pedal-
membrane and went out a door which opened soundlessly
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before him. The humans who saw his flame-like profile
this night would keep alive the folk tales of ghosts, djinn,
little people, fairies, elves, pixies . . .

Were they given the vision to see it, they would know
also that an angry overseer had passed. But they would
not see this, of course. That was part of Mirsar Wees’ job.

It was mainly because Paul Marcus was a professional
hypnotist that he obtained an aborted glimpse of the rulers
of the world.

The night it happened he was inducing a post-hypnotic
command into the mind of an audience-participant to his
show on the stage of the Roxy Theater in Tacoma, Wash-
igton.

Paul was a tall, thin man with a wide head which ap-
peared large because of this feature although it really was
not. He wore a black tailcoat and formal trousers, jewelled
cuff links and chalkwhite cuffs, which gleamed and flashed
as he gestured. A red spotlight in the balcony gave a
Mephisto cast to his stage-setting, which was dominated
by a backdrop of satin black against which gleamed two
giant, luminous eyes. He was billed as ‘Marcus the Mys-
tic’ and he looked the part.

The subject was a blonde girl whom Paul had chosen
because she displayed signs of a higher than ordinary in-
telligence, a general characteristic of persons who are
easily hypnotized. The woman had a good figure and
showed sufficient leg when she sat down on the chair to
excite whistles and cat-calls from the front rows. She
flushed, but maintained her composure.

‘What is your name, please?’ Paul asked.

She answered in a contralto voice, ‘Madelyne Walker.’

‘Miss or Mrs?’

She said, ‘Miss.’ |

Paul held up his right hand. From it dangled a gold
chain on the end of which was a large paste gem with
many facets cut into its surface. A spotlight in the wings
:nrhas so directed that it reflected countless star-bursts from

e gem.

‘If you will look at the diamond,’ Paul said. ‘Just keep
your eyes on it.’

He began to swing the gem rhythmically, like a pend-
22




ulum, from side to side. The girl’s eyes followed it. Paul
waited until her eyes were moving in rhythm with the
swinging bauble before he began to recite in a slow mono-
tone, timed to the pendulum:

‘Sleep. You will fall asleep . . . deep sleep . . . deep
sleep . . . asleep . . . deep asleep . . . asleep . .. asleep...’

Her eyes followed the gem.

“Your eyelids will become heavy,” Paul said. ‘Sleep. Go
to sleep. You are fa]]ing asleep . ... deep, restiul sleep ...
healing sleep . deep asleep . . . asleep . . . asleep.. ..
asleep . .

Her head began to nod, eyelids to close and pop open,
slower and slower. Paul gently moved his left hand up to
the chain. In the same monotone he said, “‘When the dia-
mond stops swinging you will fall into a deep, restful
sleep from which only I can awaken you.’ He allowed
the gem to swing slower and slower in shorter and shorter
sweeps. Finally, he put both palms against the chain and
rotated it. The bauble at the end of the chain began to
whirl rapidly, its facets coruscating with the reflections of
the spotlight.

Miss Walker’s head fell forward and Paul kept her
from falling off the chair by grasping her shoulder. She
was in deep trance. He began demonstrating to the audi-
ence the classic symptoms which accompany this ... in-
sensitivity to pain, body rigidity, complete obedience to
the hypnotist’s voice.

The show went along in routine fashion. Miss Walker
barked like a dog. She became the dowager queen with
dignified mien. She refused to answer to her own name.
She conducted the imaginary symphony orchestra. She
sang an operatic aria.

The audience applauded at the correct places in the
performance. Paul bowed. He had his subject deliver a
wooden bow, too. He wound up to the finale.

‘When I snap my fingers you will awaken,” he said.
“You will feel completely refreshed as though aft