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Here is Lafferty:

“Here is the devil himself with his several faces.
Here is an ogress, and a mermaid, both of them
passing as ordinary women to the sightless. Here
is a body which you yourself may bury in the sand.
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when the very dead man that you helped bury
continues on his way as a very live man; and he
looks at you as though he knows something you
donot....

Here are those of adifferent flesh: and may you
yourself not be of that different flesh?”
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PROMANTIA

And they also tell the story

of Papadiabolous the Devil and his company, and of
two of the hidden lives of Finnegan; and how it is not
always serious to die, the first time it happens.

Here is one man who was buried twice and now lies
still (but uneasy of mind) in his two separate graves. Here
is another man who died twice—not at all the same thing.
And here are several who are disinclined to stay dead:
they don't like it, they won’t accept it.

Given here, for the first time anywhere, are the bear-
ings and correct location of the Terrestrial Paradise down
to the last second of longitude. You may follow them.
You may go there.

Here also will be found the full account of where the
Devil himself is buried, and the surprising name that is on
his tombstone boldly spelled out. And much else.

We will not lie to you. This is a do-it-yourself thriller or
nightmare. Its present order is only the way it comes in
the box. Arrange it as you will.

Set off the devils and the monsters, the wonderful beau-
ties and the foul murderers, the ships and the oceans of
middle space, the corpses and the revenants, set them off
in whatever apposition you wish. Glance quickly to discov-
er whether you have not the mark on your own left wrist,
barely under the skin. Build with these colored blocks
your own dramas of love and death and degradation.
Learn the true topography: the monstrous and wonderful
archetypes are not inside you, not in your own uncon-
sciousness; you are inside them, trapped, and howling to
get out.

Build things with this as with an old structo set. Here is
the Devil Himself with his several faces. Here is an ogress,
and a mermaid, both of them passing as ordinary women
to the sightless. Here is a body which you yourself may
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bury in the sand. Here is the mark of the false octopus
that has either seven or nine tentacles. Here is the shock
when the very dead man that you helped bury continues
on his way as a very live man, and looks at you as though
he knows something that you do not. Here is a suitcase
with 36,000 pieces of very special paper in it. Here is Mr.
X, and a left-footed killer who follows and follows. Here
are those of a different flesh; and may you yourself not be
of that different flesh?

Put the nightmare together. If you do not wake up
screaming, you have not put it together well.

Old Burton urged his subscribers to keep their copies of
the Nights under lock and key. There are such precipices
here! Take it in full health and do not look down as you
go. If you look down you will fall and be lost forever.

Is that not an odd introduction? I don’t understand it at
all.
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Chapter One
SEAWORTHY AND THE DEVIL

In fact, give a Neanderthal man a shave and a haircut,
dress him in well-fitted clothes, and he could probably
walk down New York's Fifth Avenue without getting
much notice.

—ASIMOV

Finnegan met the eccentric millionaire early one morn-
ing. At least he said that he was a millionaire and eccen-
tric. Finnegan told him that he was dull.

“You only believe me dull because you don’t know me
well,” the millionaire said. “I am one of the true eccen-
trics. Stick with me and you will see that I am.”

Finnegan doubted also that the man was a millionaire.
He was unshaven and shabby, and he had the shakes. A
millionaire will sometimes have one or two of these disa-
bilities, but seldom all three.

The conversation may have begun when Finnegan asked
what town they were in.

“The license plates are mostly Texas,” said the man.
“That is, you can see only one license plate from here, but
it’s mostly Texas.”

They were sitting on the sidewalk in front of a bar
waiting for it to open. They were across the boulevard
from the graveyard. The millionaire had a scar or tattoo
on the inside of his left wrist, and Finnegan looked at it.

“You have the same mark,” said the man. “I wouldn’t
have trusted you otherwise.”

“No. I haven't that mark,” Finnegan objected.

“It is still below the skin, but I can see it,” the mil-
lionaire said. “Say, it’s chilly for Texas. I wonder what
month this is.”
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“T would guess either spring or fall,” Finnegan haz-
arded. “Probably fall. I remember a summer not long
ago. But I am usually in the North when fall hits. Then
I have to migrate, often at great pain. You really are a
millionaire?”

“Oh yes. As soon as the bar opens we can have a drink.
Then we will be well enough to look for other bars and
have other drinks. After that we can make plans. By that
time I should remember my own name, and you may
remember yours. Possibly we will be well enough to look
for a bank, and as the day goes along they will be open.
When I am in funds I will buy you a pair of shoes.”

“If you don’t know what town this is, how do you know
that you have money in the bank?” Finnegan asked him.

“I am known,” the man said. “I even begin to know
myself again now.”

“Which of us was sitting on the sidewalk first?”” Finne-
gan asked him. “Or which came first, the sidewalk or the
people?”

“I don't know. I don't remember how I got here. We
were already here and in conversation when I became
aware. Your shoes are very bad and your feet have been
bleeding. I have compassion on you.”

“You are in near as bad a shape,” said Finnegan.

“It is different with me. I have always the means of
succor. It is just that I am preoccupied when I forget to
get a place to sleep, or when I do not eat, or change
clothes. When I have been guilty of such a shattering
drunkenness as this, I usually have something heavy on my
mind. Is the clay and loam of this place not peculiar? It is
mixed with sand and old oyster shells. We are: both caked
with it, you know. We should brush off a little.”

Finnegan looked deeply into the man’s face, as he had
not done before. It was dull, but there was a bottomless
depth to that dullness and Finnegan knew that a deeper
word would be needed to describe it. It was a lined face
made out of old granite. The millionaire was a much older
man than Finnegan.

“My cognomen is Finnegan,” Finnegan said finally. “I
do not yet remember my proper name, but it will not
matter; I use it seldom. This amnesia is not new to me. I
often have it when I move from one life to another. I
have an upper and a lower life, you know.”
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“Who hasn’t! All of our sort indulge in amnesia, of
course, With you it is almost as though you do not know
what you are. All of us changelings arrive at the under-
standing late. Finnegan, this is a seaport, it has the atmo-
sphere of one. That being the case, I have some sort of
ship here. We will fit it, if it needs fitting, and we will
take a trip around the world immediately. I have often
found that this clears the head. Will this not prove that
I am an eccentric?”

“No. It will prove only that you remember what you
were about. Do you remember your name yet, millionaire,
or where we are?”

“Saxon X. Seaworthy is my name. I was pretty sure it
would be. Yes, I remember everything now, and there is
one thing that I forget again quickly.”

Well, Finnegan didn’t. He didn’t remember the pre-dawn
adventure, the fearful thing he had been engaged in with
Seaworthy before they came to themselves sitting on the
sidewalk. The forgetfulness of this event antedated itself
considerably; Finnegan realized that there was a gap of
several months in his memory before that climax which he
could still savor but not remember. ‘All of our sort indulge
in amnesia,’ Seaworthy had said. ‘It is an indulgence I had
better give up,’ Finnegan told himself. But he didn’t really
want to remember the recent adventure: it had too garish
and unnatural a savor.

The barroom opened. Saxon and Finnegan went in and
drank beer, Texas beer only, nothing else was cold. And
Saxon was angry. )

“There should be a punishment to fit the crime,” he
said. “We did but ask a drink in the name of Christ and
you gave us this. It were better in that hour, it were better
in that hour—”

“What were better in that hour, little granite face?” the
bargirl asked.

“For less than this they did penance in Ninevah. God
will punish you for this, young lady."”

“Bet He don’t. Some of the places handle beer from the
states, but I don’t know why they bother. Drink it, Mr.
Seaworthy. We will calk you up with it and see if you will
float. Bet you don’t. What have you two been doing to get
so bloody and dirty?”

“We don’t remember,” said Finnegan. “Really, we don’t
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remember.” He wanted to ask the girl how she knew
Seaworthy’s name and how well she lanew both of them.

An hour went by. The club opened, so they went into
the club.

Saxon Seaworthy cashed a check. ‘Knew he could,’
thought Finnegan. He gave Finnegan five tWenties, and a
little reality trickled into the Finnegan head. There are
men who will hand out money to a stranger without
reason, but there are not millionaires who will do it.
Finnegan was being paid, but he did not know whether
for past or future service.

The bargirl ran a wet cloth over the Finnegan face.
Then she rinsed it out and did it again. Well, it got some
of the blood and the sandy clay off, but that was all. It
was a grotesque face and washing could help it only a
little. Most of what was on it would not come off.

“Does all this service come with the drink?” Finnegan
asked her.

“Yes, Finn the gin, all for free. You are one sorry
looking tramp.” She led him to a stool behind the bar. She
plugged in an electric shaver and went to work on him.
“We don’t mind tramps here,” she said, “It’s just that we
like clean tramps. Oh, we love clean tramps.”

Reality? This was not reality that was trickling back in.
Reality was too pale a word for this girl. She was flesh
and ichor, but she was also transparent, translucent, tran-
scendent. A conjurer’s trick, but not a cheap conjurer’s
trick.

“Are you always here, or do you sometimes go away?”
Finnegan asked.

“Not till the other girl comes.”

That wasn’t what he meant. He knew that she was real,
that she belonged to one of the only two peoples who have
ever been civilized, and she wasn’t French. But she was
something else at the same time. She was a chameleon,
and she changed every time he looked at her.

“Where did you meet Mr. Seaworthy?” asked the girl, if
she were a girl. Finnegan remembered hearing of another
sort of creature that sometimes took that form.

“I don’t know how we met, girl. We were sitting on the
sidewalk talking together when the sun came up. That
may have been the beginning of the world, but I can’t
prove it. Something like it happened to me on a night
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several years ago. I talked all night with another man
then. It was all strong talk with the horns and hooves still
on it. This was up in the north woods and he was a young
hobo. He seemed to change in voice and manner as the
night went on. We had an open fire there, but the light
from it was tricky. But when it was morning, the sun
showed that he was a different man entirely from what he
had been the night before. He was about forty years
older.”

“Don’t stop there, Finn. What did you do?”

“I got away from there fast, girl, and left him mum-
bling to himself. Then a curtain came down over it and I
forgot all the tall things that we had talked about during
the night. But I had not gone a hundred yards from him
when I heard a terrible wailing. He had discovered, look-
ing into a pool there, that he had become an old man
overnight. It rended my heart to hear that wailing.”

“I know that it did, Finn, but what happened last night?
I have reason for asking.”

“I do not remember last night. I do not remember
anything for several months, now that I see the date and
month on that arty piece on the wall. But this morning I
was with Seaworthy. When I came to myself I was al-
ready talking and in the middle of a sentence. If I could
know the first part of my sentence it might clear things. I
don’t know how long we were sitting on the sidewalk. Was
Saxon Seaworthy a young man before we had our con-
gress, of whatever sort, last night?”

“No, Finn. He didn’t age forty years in the night. He
was the same. Oh, Finn, Finn! Look! He’s just aged forty
years in three seconds now! What is it? He’s shaking to
pieces.”

“So am I,” Finnegan shook. Finnegan did not have to
look at what presence had just come into the club. He felt
the fear of it melting his bones. ‘He can’t be alive,
Finnegan moaned to himself, ‘he has no business being
alive.” He didn’t remember the thing, but only the aura of
the thing. He looked at the now ashen and very old
granite face of Saxon Seaworthy, and at the shaking of
the millionaire’s hands and lips.

But Seaworthy pulled himself together quickly, regained
his hard granite color, threw off his deadly old age, and
quelled his quaking. He nodded shortly to the presence
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that Finnegan would not look at. And he was the mysteri-
ous and controlled Saxon Seaworthy again.

“Are you dnnking, Papa-D?” the bargirl asked the
presence somewhat nervously.

“No. I looked in only for a moment,” sounded the
almost-human voice. “Ah, that all be well even as I am
welll”

There was something about the opening and closing of
a door. And the presence was no longer present.

“Is he a phoney?’ Finnegan asked after a very long
pause.

“Papa-D?” the girl asked. ,

“I don’t know any Papa-D,” said Finnegan. “It is here
that amnesia has its advantages. I mean Seaworthy.”

“I suppose he is. How do you mean?”

“Is he a millionaire?”

“He spends like one. Which is to say that he seems to
spend a great deal, and doesn’t. He carries weight, what-
ever that means. I guess he is one.”

“Does he have a boat in every port?”

“I don’t think so. But he has a ship in this one.”

“Will it go around the world?”

“It has. They say that he is going again.”

“He says that he will take me with him.”

“If he says that he will, then he will, Finnegan. ’m
going to try to get on too. He will need a barmaid. He
had a young Negro boy for bartender when he came to
town, but he’s disappeared off somewhere. Nobody knows
what’s happened to him. Will you put in a word to Mr.
Seaworthy for me?”

“You must know him much better than I do, girl. I've
known him only for an hour and a half.”

“It had to be quite a few hours longer than that,
Finnegan. And it won’t hurt to give me a boost. Just
remark what a remarkable little girl I am.”

“Yes, you washed me when I was filthy and anointed
my wounds with gin and bitters. What is your name?”

“You know it. Anastasia Demetriades. You've been
here before. Which will it be, amnesia or me?”

“Oh. Yes. I did know your name. Anastasia, what more
apt! I was dead and you gave me life. You brought back
my respectability with an electric shaver. Anastasia, the
resurrection!”
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Finnegan got an odd look at Seaworthy the millionaire.
He hadn’t, for all his looking, seen him this way before.
He had the mark on him, and ’twas not simply the mark
on the wrist. A long time before he had met Seaworthy, it
had come to Finnegan what the mark consisted of. Finne-
gan was clairvoyant. Since he had understoood it, he had
seen the mark that is not actually a mark on many others,
sometimes on a man in a crowd, sometimes on a man
alone. But he had never before seen it on a man he was
committed to. Seaworthy had that mark.

‘He has killed a man, or men,’” Finnegan said to himself,
‘And he told me that I have the same mark, but what he
meant was only part of it. Have I killed a man or men
also?

But Anastasia was talking:

“There is one reason I want to go on the voyage,” she
was saying. “We will surely go to the Old Country. How
go around the world without it? One cannot go around the
world and miss the place where the world began. I have
never been back, and I was small when I left. There’s
been trouble there. We aren’t sure who of the family is
still alive. We aren’t a family who writes to each other.
It’s all a long way behind me, but my mother nearly dies
thinking of it.

“There is another reason I must go on the voyage, and
you will not understand it unless you have the same
reason, Finnegan.”

Saxon Seaworthy came over to them.

“I am sorry,” he said, “but there is some business that I
must take care of, business that I thought was already
taken care of. I have seen a man that I had not expected
to see. So there will be business that might take me
several days. But soon, very soon, we will go on the
voyage.”

He gave Finnegan another hundred dollars, and he left.

‘He buys me and he buys me,’” Finnegan thought. And
he had another thought. ‘I believe that he does know
where his Negro boy disappeared, and where others have
gone. But there is one thing he doesn’t know, one man
who didn’t stay disappeared.’

Finnegan went and got a room while it was still morn-
ing. He had a bath. Then he went out and bought a
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satchel and a few clothes to go in it, and shoes. He had a
good meal at a seafood place. He went to a man who had
loaned him money on his seaman’s papers, and paid the
money, and got them back. The name on them was John
A. Solli. ‘Knew it would be,” said Finnegan. ‘Solli I was
born, but I'm Finnegan for all that.’

He remembered almost everything now, his upper life
with its certain occupations and sets of friends, his lower
life with other sets. He remembered the strange division in
himself that was not new. But he did not remember
anything about the last several months, and he sure did
not remember what had happened last night. He went to
his room to sleep.

And when he woke he was excited. It wasn’t really the
smell of Seaworthy’s green money that had come to haunt
him pleasantly. It was the heady smell of adventure, the
high salt aroma of far travel and the iodine tang of
menace. He knew already that Seaworthy had a sinister
aspect, and that it would not be a bloodless adventure.

The world was Finnegan’s coconut and he would have
it open. He hadn’t lost any of his urge to go everywhere
and be embroiled in everything. He was like the old Norse
hero who cried out for still more towering oceans where
one must always sail uphill. He’d crack the world, he’'d
have that big fish by the taill

2,

“Finnegan said that, Dotty? Did he really? 1 wonder
why he said a thing like that? . . . I never really knew
him, Dot. He is my brother and only a year younger,
and he was with me more than anyone else. I sort of
raised him, but we were always strangers. It’s as though
he was a changeling.”

—ARCHIPELAGO, Chapter Seven.

The next time they met, Saxon Seaworthy was sober
and he passed Finnegan by without seeming to recognize
him. This was a disappointment but not a mortal one.
Finnegan could open the golden coconut without Sea-
worthy. He had been busy doing it for several years
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before he met the man, and his adventures had been more
wondrous than any lies that could be told about them. He
had felt the tide rising in him, and he could ship out on
almost any ship he wished.

Finnegan was working while he waited. He cleaned out
bars in the momnings. He had five bars that he opened,
with staggered hours, that took him from seven in the
morning till noon. At each place he worked about half an
hour. Then he would drink a beer and rest till he went to
open the next place. He washed dishes from twelve till
two and from six till eight, sometimes at the Crystal
Palace, sometimes at the Sea Breeze, or at Pier Eleven.
He had a dollar for each shift and a dollar for each bar.
He snoozed on the beach every afternoon, and he drank
in the evenings. He had two meals where he washed
dishes, and his room rent was paid ahead; though often he
did not use his room. Finnegan seldom slept in beds.

For the rest, he had never let himself go completely
broke, and he had not been broke when he met Sea-
worthy. He had had Miguel; the life of Miguel had been
saved by the advent of Seaworthy.

Miguel was a hundred dollar bill. Whenever Finnegan
was down to that he knew that he would have to go to
work. There had been other bills to bottom his adven-
tures. Before Miguel there had been Jose-Ramires, there
had been Hernandez, there had been Aloysius, there had
been Gottfried von Guggenheim, a baron. There had been
one bill that was never baptized and that had lived for
less than thirty-six hours. That bill is now in limbo and
Finnegan often thought of its short life with sorrow.

Finnegan was not thrifty, but he understood the
economic law of the cushion and the absolute minimum.

There were other intoxicants for Finnegan. He was
alive and winning, though he was not sure in what curren-
cy. That was the week when all the people were interest-
ing and all the jokes were funny. He won eight hundred
dollars dicing at the Little Oyster, and he had a girl
straight out of the Arabian Nights. Finnegan had had
these intervals before, returming to the world as a com-
plete stranger, believing himself an alien (no matter what
his various papers showed him of his past), finding no one
he recognized in the world at all. But this time he recog-
nized Anastasia Demetriades. He had known her before
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he knew her, she was more kin to him than his kindred.
He didn’t know a thing about her. Well, he didn’t know a
thing about himself.

They were together a lot that week. They exulted in the
town and the beach. She was wry and friendly, often
pretty, and sometimes a sort of burlesque of the pretty,
for she still changed. She was so wiry that Finnegan could
hardly wrestle her down when they clowned on the beach;
yet she was very small. A fortune card-weighing machine
on the beach showed her at a hundred and thirty pounds,
though Finnegan would have guessed her at ninety. He
could feel the bones in her, and it was like an electric
shock. There is nothing wrong with having bones the way
she had them. There is nothing wrong with having a touch
of sea-green in the olive and gold complexion, or the
paradoxical soft-hardness and cooling-fever that Anastasia
always maintained.

When she spoke she set up harmonics as though she
were in tune with every shell of the ocean. She spoke
now, but as always her first half dozen words tumbled into
Finnegan’s mind before the sound began.

“The beach isn't quite the same, but the sea is the sea,”
she said. “I was ten years old when I came to this
country. I was born on an island; there is a hill in the
center of it, and from there you can see twenty islands
and two parts of the main-land. We will go there, I am
sure; Seaworthy will not be able to pass it by; besides, I
believe that he has mysterious business there.”

“The voyage? There will still be a voyage, Anastasia?”

“Yes. And we both will go. Marie showed me both of
our names on the ship’s papers. You will have to give her
more information on yourself, though.”

“But Seaworthy didn’t recognize me yesterday.”

“I know it. When he meets people drunk, he doesn’t
recognize them again when he’s sober. But he remembered
your name (if that is your name), and that I knew you.”

“He does have a boat, and it is going?”

“She is the Brunhilde. I used to have an aunt who
looked just like that ship. We'll go see her now if you
want to, Finn. The ship I mean. The aunt is dead.”

They took a cab across to the bay side with a cabby
named Joe Sorrell. The Brunhilde (you knew her already
though you had never seen her before) was a rakish
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queen, a water-going woman, a real old crow of a ship.
Long ago she had been the steam yacht of a famous
millionaire, Now she was the diesel-snuffling pride of an
infamous one.

She was a girl. She had been there and back. If she
accepted you, and she accepted Finnegan immediately, she
was the friendliest ship in the world. True, she consorted
with killers and cutthroats; but she had not to account to
anyone for her cronies. There were five crewmen aboard,
and Finnegan already knew several of them from fooling
around the town. He knew Joe Cross; but the Brunhilde
was not the ship that Joe had said he was with, and Joe
was an open sort of fellow. And Finnegan knew Don
Lewis. Don had several times tried to tell Finnegan some-
thing, and always had thought better of it.

Anastasia opened the bar. Well, she was bargirl for the
ship. Finnegan and Sorrell and Cross and Lewis went in
with her. Two other crewmen stood outside and refused to
join them. And a fifth one went away to inform on them.

This fifth crewman was Art Emery, and there was
enmity between Emery and Finnegan, “It’s pretty, but is it
art?” Finnegan had asked someone only the day before as
the crewman came into one of the places. Finnegan had
already heard the first name. And Art Emery had given
Finnegan a look of hatred, and had meant it. And the
crewman was pretty in an unpleasant sort of way.

The bar was small, six foot long, with four stools; and
most of the remaining room was taken up by three huge
easy chairs. Anastasia opened the liquor cabinets and fixed
their drinks for them. And they spent a quality half hour
there.

Then it became very chilly; but it was not with cold
that Finnegan was shaking. This was the presence that had
affrighted him in the club on the moming when Finnegan
had last returned to this world. This was the thing that
should not be alive, the thing that aged Saxon Seaworthy
forty years in three seconds by a mere glimpse, and turned
the granite face ashen.

It was the Devil who came into the ship’s bar and put a
stop to their quality half hour.

“One drink is enough,” said the Devil. “Close the bar,
Anastasia. Everybody get back to work.”

“Who says so?” That was Finnegan, tempting fate. The
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Devil looked at Finn as though he were an idiot. It’s a
red-eyed trick of his.

“An inane question,” said the Devil with some scorn. “I
said so. You just heard me. And we don’t need you on the
ship now, Finnegan. If you do go along, you will come
aboard the night we leave, not before.”

“Did Mr. Seaworthy put you in charge?” Anastasia
asked the Devil.

“Never mind. I am in charge. I don’t want to have to
remind anyone of it. Now get off the ship, Anastasia, and
take Finnegan with his bugle nose, and the curious cabby
with you.”

“I was told to check the bar and the stock and see that
everything was in order before we left,” Anastasia ex-
plained.

“You have checked the bar and sampled the stock, and
everything will be in order as soon as you three leave.”

They debarked, they debouched, they got back into Joe
Sorrell’s cab and fled from dockside.

“Who is he anyhow?” Finnegan asked. He knew, and
yet he didn’t.

“Why, he’s the Devil,” said Anastasia. “I thought you’d
know that, anegan »

“Well, I did in a way. I had heard of the Devil, of
course, and he is much as I pictured him. But I didn’t
know that he was in town in his proper person.”

(There are those who have seen him and not known
him. Yet he is distinctive, and they should have known.
He is large and well—but very heavily—made. He has a
high purplish complexion and wears expensive purple
shirts, He is all but bald; yet there is a reddish fringe
around that purple pate. Nor is he really unhandsome; but
one would not be inclined to argue with him unless just
for the hell of it.)

“He is Mr. Papadiabolous, and we call him Papa Dev-
il,” Anastasia explained. “That’s really what his name
means. He is a devil really, and he may be the boss even
above Mr. Seaworthy.”

“I thought that Seaworthy was a millionaire.”

“One of them is, Finnegan. And they use the same set
of pockets.”

“If they are associates, why was Seaworthy so startled
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when Papa Devil came into the club the other morning?”

“I don’t know, Finnegan. They were in there together
the evening before, and Papa D said that he would look in
on Mr. Seaworthy there the next morning.”

“Well, why was I so startled when Papa Devil came
into the club?”

“I don’t know, Finnegan. I don’t know why.”

“If the Devil is going, then I might not want to go,
Anastasia,”

“Of course you want to go, Finnegan. What bugle-
nosed, salt-blooded young man would miss the opportunity
of sailing with the Devil himself?”

“No, no, of course I won’t miss the chance. I don't
know what I was thinking of.” _

“I always love to have somebody to hate,” Anastasia
said. “But Papa Devil may not be so bad nowadays. I'd
known them when they were in port once before. He was
a real heller then. But this past week, when I talk to him,
Papa Devil seems much nicer than he used to be. He used
to be kind of mean.”

“I like him better when he’s all devil,” Finnegan in-
sisted. “Do not destroy my impression of the only com-
pletely evil man I ever knew. The only except—just pos-
sibly one.”

It came to Finnegan that Papa Devil might not be as
evil a man as his friend Seaworthy. And it came to him
that he might have some connection with them both; that
he might under certain conditions defend them both; that
the two of them seemed like shady uncles of his.
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Chapter Two
MERMAID AND OGRESS

We suffer from the disease of abstraction and generali-
zation, and it blinds us to facts. The fact is that persons
themselves overlap, as do species. There are degrees of
the human and the inhuman, and there are individuals
between. There are diverse bloods that stand separate
for centuries, and then mingle. There is also a mingling
of the ghostly and the flesh. We are many of us pos-
sessed by devils, and they cannot be exorcised without
our deaths. The children of Ahriman come back onto
us like monsters from the beginning, or fearful mu-
tations.

—ARPAD ARUTINOV, The Back-Door of History

1.

The Brunhilde sailed on November 7, a Friday morn-
ing. The year is uncertain, but it was quite a while ago.
Finnegan did not keep accurate account of years, nor did
he remember the sailing or getting on the boat.

Finnegan had a premonition that someone had decided
to kill him that night. The premonition was a true one.
Cannily, Finnegan hid in a bottle, and after a few hours of
it he disappeared to himself. He had not been on the stuff
seriously since that night one week before when he had
become entangled with Saxon Seaworthy. He went on it
now, but quietly; he went underground.

At midnight the order had gone out from Mr. Sea-
worthy that they were to sail at dawn. Anastasia could not
find Finnegan. She had left him and gone to work at
midnight at the club. Then the call had come, and she had
sought Finn at once. He was not in his room. He was not
with any of his cronies, but they said that he was on the
stuff heavily. He might be in any alley in town.
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One hour before sailing time everybody was on board
except Finnegan. Seaworthy told Papa Devil to go get
him. And he told Anastasia to get his things.

“What if I put his gear on board and he doesn’t show
up?”’ Anastasia asked. “He might need his things.”

“Papa Devil will bring Finnegan. You bring his things.”

In half an hour Anastasia came with a sea bag, a
satchel, and a big suitcase, about a hundred and fifty
pounds of Finnegan’s things. Finn had picked up quite a
bit of stuff that week. Anastasia carried them easily, and
came on board whistling anamoné.

And ten minutes later, Papa Devil came out of another
direction of darkness carrying Finnegan over his shoulder.
He dumped the Finn heavily on deck, and Anastasia put
an old tarpaulin under his head.

Well, Finnegan had made it after all. And he wasn’t
supposed to. What had gone right?

When the tide is rising in a man you can’t keep him
down; by his very nature he will come to the top. They
were under weigh; they were out in the channel. The ship
lurched, and the wheel of fortune took an unaccountable
turn. Finnegan was on the top again and some of them
were on the bottom.

Almost immediately after they had turned the comner,
out of the harbor and around the shoulder of the island, it
became very rough. There is sometimes an early morning
choppiness there and it is vicious. Some of them were not
sailors, and the sailors among them were no better. There
was sickness and retching and sudden gloom.

But Finnegan woke to the rhythm of the ship and felt
wonderful. The sky was scarlet and the ocean steep and
black, and everything was all right. All those not on duty
had gone below, and Finnegan went below to resurrect
Anastasia.

“Wake up! Wake up!” She wasn’t asleep, but he landed
on her stomach to be sure she was awake. “Let’s open the
bar, Anastasia. Let’s celebrate. Lord, it's great to have the
water under your feet. All is not lost. As long as that old
monster can pitch, all’s right with the world.”

“I'm sick,” Anastasia moaned, “and your sitting on my
stomach doesn’t help. How can you feel so good when you
were carried on here only a couple hours ago?”

“Clean living and natural resiliency is the answer,
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Anastasia. Let’s go topside. It’s like being born again to go
to sea. Better be sick than be on shore. Seasickness be-
comes you. I never realized you were so beautiful, but
with your new green complexion you are enchanting.”

“Off, off, oafl Oofl” She flung him off and they went
out and up a ladder. She hadn’t really been so sick. She
had seen the rest of them carrying on with it so she did it
too.

She opened the bar. They drank sea-green magic of a
French name and an ancient flavor while the old witch the
Brunhilde pitched and tossed. Then the ship subsided. It
hadn'’t really been as rough as all that either. The ship
had just been having fun.

Finnegan mixed a drink and took it to Saxon Sea-
worthy. It was a subservient thing to do, but Finnegan
was a deep enough man to allow a little subservience. He
would have done it for the meanest man in the world.
Why should he not do it for an unfortunate millionaire?
But the fact was that Seaworthy seemed quite startled to
see him, one third as startled as he had been to see Papa
Devil one week ago. It may be that Seaworthy startled
easy, but apparently not in anything except encounters.
But he took the drink, thankfully but nervously.

“It’s all right now, Finnegan,” he said when he had
downed it. “I'm glad it’s you and not another one, howev-
er it'’s happened. I won't be bothered with any sickness for
the rest of the voyage. It only comes on us to remind us
that we're mortal; which being the case, I wonder how the
other sort took it? Get Papa Devil up if he’s down. Get
my two cronies also and have them all meet me in the
bar.”

Yes, Papa Devil was down, but he did not seem to be
sick. If the Devil is mortal, he is not bothered by seamck-
ness at least.

“Mr. Seaworthy says for you to come to the bar,” said
Finnegan, suddenly feeling more like a boy than he was.

“Papa Devil says for you to go to Hell,” said Papa
Devil, but he arose to go. Now was the time to mention
it, quickly, for Finnegan did not believe in allowing ques-
tions to fester.

“Why didn’t you kill me last night, Papa Devil?”

“I'll kill you when I get ready to, boy,” he said looking
at Finn suspiciously.
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“You were supposed to kill me, and another fellow was
supposed to assume my papers and identity. Why didn’t he
come on board?”’

“He did. But he isn't on board any more. Who have you
been talking to?”

“To nobody on this. I get hunches and premonitions.”

“Forget it, forget it. We'll all be killed in due time.
You talk too much, boy.”

If possible, Papa Devil was of an even more ghoulish
purple hue this morning. And if possible, he was bigger
and more menacing than ever. But Finnegan had always
wanted to needle the Devil.

“Papa D,” he said, following the Devil, “did you kill a
man before breakfast this morning?”

“That I did, Finnegan, that I did.”

The two cronies of Saxon Seaworthy were William
Gerecke and Peter Wirt. Finnegan knew very little about
them. They partook of the mystery of the Devil and of
Seaworthy. Seaworthy and the Devil and Gerecke and
Wirt went into the bar, and Anastasia and Finnegan were
dismissed. The Captain, whose name was Orestes Gonof,
also went into the bar with the great ones.

2.

The five crewmen of the Brunhilde were Harry Scott,
Don Lewis, Joe Cross. Art Emery, and Chris McAbney.
And Finnegan was also carried as a crewman.

Don Lewis and Joe Cross were people who belonged,
belonged with such as Finnegan and Anastasia, belonged
with all good people everywhere.

Harry Scott, Art Emery, and Chris McAbney were
people who do not belong, the other sort of people. There
are only two sorts of people in the world, and they are
these two sorts. Unless you understand this, you belong to
the wrong sort, and you can go to Hell with Harry and
Art and Chris, and nobody will care; you belong in Hell.

Harry was neat, Art was pretty, and Chris was worse.
A name like that, and he wasn’t even Irish. He was Scotch
(“Scotch and shoder, I shoder every time I see him,”
Anastasia said; she didn’t like him); he was a blue-nosed
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sinner, the worst kind. It was Chris McAbney who had
informed on them to the Devil that first day that Finnegan
had come onto ship.

But Don Lewis and Joe Cross were princes: shoddy, it's
true, and compromised (as are many who live in the
world), but true princes. All of one’s friends are princes if
one belongs to the first sort of people. It was with Don
and Joe that Finnegan cabined.

Joe Cross had burr-short red hair. You’d bet you could
strike matches on the top of his head, and you'd be right.
Don was dark and handsome, the most handsome man on
the ship, just as Finnegan was, well, not the ugliest, just as
Finnegan was the most unusual-looking man on the ship;
and you must remember that the ship’s company included
the Devil himself.

A couple of years later, Finnegan doubted that he had
ever made this voyage around the world. This was after
he had dreamed up many lives and his memory had
become confused by his bouts. Then it seemed that these
two hundred days were just something from a sequence of
bottles, that he had only dreamed of the death of the
beautiful Anastasia and of the sinister Papa Devil. Pos-
sibly they had never lived at all, and only in that sense
were they dead. A lot of things, which he then knew
weren't real, seemed realer.

But it was real, and Anastasia was real. She was a
water-witch and she was real. It hadn’t been her aunt who
looked just like that old ship; it was herself. Finnegan
began now to understand her true form.

She was not beautiful when you looked at her; she was
even comical looking. But she was beautiful when you
thought about her. In retrospect and in prospect she was
beautiful. Her complexion was olive, and it went from
green to golden and was sometimes both at one time.
Often her eyes were black, and sometimes they were
purple. She was small and slim and particularly full of
life.

Anastasia Demetriades! She looked like one of those
carven women on the fore of old sailing ships. They dug
statuettes of her out of Cretan cenotaphs. Touch her with
two fingers and she wag real, but what was she really?
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3.

But it was not all Anastasia. There was another girl on
ship. She was one of those who are very hard to place
among the two kinds of people in the world. Oh, she
carried a latch-key to Hell, there was no doubt about that.
But before she went she would be the pleasant companion
of princes. For a while she was both kinds of people. Not
everyone liked her, but everyone had to pay attention to
her.

Finnegan had seen her before, several nights before the
sailing, but he had believed it a dream, the dream of the
Golden Ogress. She had simply come and found him in his
cups and gotten information from him for the ship’s
register. It was a simple business, but nothing she did was
simple. Like Papa Devil, she had the aura of great power
about her. It seemed to Finnegan that when he wrote
down his name for her he had signed a mortgage on his
soul rather than certain ship’s papers; and it seemed that
the soul might be forfeit. But he had the memory that she
spoke to him with affection.

Finnegan had never seen anything like her. She was
Seaworthy’s seagoing secretary, Marie Courtois, a mag-
pificent young woman. That the girl was evil was insisted
upon by Anastasia who had a better than average percep-
tion of good and evil. And Marie also had a distaste for
Anastasia, more for what she stood for than for herself.
Believing that good and evil are superstitions, Marie
could not ascribe evil to Anastasia; she ascribed instead
ideological immaturity, chauvinistic disorientation, and
neo-fascistic indoctrination. For that is one of the kinds of
girl that Marie was.

But, if you think that’s all she was, how wrong you are!
She would have made two of Anastasia, and there was no
letdown in quality. The girls were roommates in a cabin so
small that, had it not been for the pleasure and interest of
feuding, it would have been confining. As it was, they
sharpened their wits and claws, quarreled with spirit, and
schemed and devised. And yet they were pretty good
friends, except for Anastasia’s jealousy of Marie’s beauty.
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“It isn’t that I object to a woman who thinks or tosses
the lingo,” Anastasia told Finnegan, “but it is unbecoming
to one born without brains. With all that other equipment
she has it wouldn't be fair if she had brains too. She isn’t a
lady; she says that lady is a bourgeois conceit. But I am
one, even if of the Mehitabel variety, so I can’t say what
she really is, but the Greek word is skylla. She’s on a
rampage now because I put crotin oil in her martini; I
thought she’d like it. Crotin oil is good for sick cats and it
should be good for her.”

“Little Miss Resurrection, you’re supposed to love your
enemies,” Finnegan said.

“Love them maybe, like them never. The Lord doesn’t
expect that; He never meant to take all small pleasures
from us. Hey, there is a lot of her, isn’t there, Finnegan?”

There was at least a foot and a hundred pounds more
of Marie than there was of Anastasia; she was the Golden
Giantess.

4.

They were going coastwise, and much of the time
Finnegan was at the wheel. He knew this stretch, from
land, from deep gulf, from shallow coasting, from mixed
fishing. They put into port every night. Seaworthy was a
man with much mysterious business in many little ports.
They put in at Freeport, at Palacios, at Port O'Conner, at
Aransas Pass, at Corpus. And Wednesday they anchored
off a desolate strip of Padre Island. It had not then
become a tourist place, and there were no settlements on
the Island. Most of them went ashore in two small boats
for a beach party and fish fry. A pit was dug, and
mesquite cut and burned down to its aromatic coals. It
had a weedy smell with a touch of incense.

They swam in the gulf all moming. Most of them were
at home in the water, and all swam well. Anastasia swam
like a mermaid. She was a mermaid, a real one, which
from a distance resembles a seal. This is the comparison
that Anastasia herself made.

And there is this further that Anastasia told about
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mermaids, some of it at other times, but most of it that
morning in the lulls of the swimming:

The legendary depiction of the mermaid as a breasty
creature with flowing yellow hair has long been known to
investigators in this field as erroneous. The mermaid is
actually close-cropped and boyish in form, and the
features are invariably island Greek. The legend of the
blond mermaid is just that, a legend. Nobody has ever
seen a blond mermaid. Neither can the mermaids live
permanently nor breathe under water. Anastasia could
not, and neither are those who are fish-tailed. They must
breathe air like a porpoise. They are not fishes.

They do not smell any more strongly to people than
people do to them. We sniff at the statement (it is
Anastasia’s) and we are not sure what it means. Do they
smell fishy? Well, they announce their presence, said
Anastasia. Why should they not? Finnegan realized that
this had always been true with Anastasia, but with her
it was not an offense.
~ They do not live in palaces under the water. They live
in water-level caves on rock islands. Those who have
married landsmen often live in houses.

(How Anastasia could swim, all in full bodily motion!
How she could swim.)

Their original home was in the Cyclades only, but very
early they were also in the Dodecanese. By the beginning
of the eighteenth dynasty there were mermaid beaches on
the island of Kos; there is documentation of this. The
early mermaids of Crete were captured ones from Naxos.
There was not a separate Cretan variety.

By the time of Alexander they were in the Red Sea, but
it is not known how they got there. Still less is it under-
stood how they arrived in the Persian Gulf, but they were
there by the time of Haroun-Al-Raschid.

(How she could swim, that girll)

There were Christian mermaids of a small island be-
tween Patmos and Lipsos in the second century. They had
a chapel dedicated to Our Lady of the Dolphins. The
chapel is still there, but not in good condition.

In the Middle Ages they were off Sicily, especially at
Salina and Filicudi. They were at Minorca, but no further
West. They were not in the Atlantic. They lie who claim
to have seen them in the Atlantic.
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What the Norse called mermaids and netted in the
North Sea and the North Atlantic as late as the tenth
century were not mermaids but sea-cows. They were
blond and undoubtedly mammalian, but their tails were
tapered vertically instead of horizontally as with the true
mermaids. There are no New World varieties. Some of the
giant Mississippi catfish have human eyes, but that is as
far as it goes.

At the turn of the high Middle Ages the mermaids were
at their most numerous. Then they began their mysterious
decline. Mermaids are no longer in the Persian Gulf, nor
in the Red Sea. There has not been an authentic sighting
at Rhodes for over three hundred years. They retreat
from sea after sea and from beach after beach. Such as
are left of them now are found only in the Cyclades, their
ancestral home, mostly off Naxos, and the rocks between
there and Amorgos. Possibly eighty percent of them are
two-footed now, and the fishtail is disappearing. In anoth-
er thousand years it will be gone.

This information is all from Anastasia Demetriades
herself, who knew a lot about mermaids; she herself was
of a mermaid family of Naxos. She was a mermaid
though she hadn’t the tail; the Demetriades had not
thrown a fishtail for six generations now.

“It is claimed that sports turn up in the seventh gener-
ation,” Finnegan said. “I wouldn’t give odds on whatever
you might give birth to.”

“Maybe,” said Anastasia. “Wouldn't it be fun, Finne-
gan, if we got married and threw a fishtail? Finnegan
sounds like a fishy name anyhow.”

“I have now heard the mother of all fish tales,” said
Marie, “or of fishtails, Those sea-cows, you didn’t put
them in for my benefit, did you, Anastasia?"’

“Naturally you reminded me of them. But I always
have sea-cows in it when I tell the story. I might add a
red-headed variety, though.”

“Wasn’t Lorelei an authentic mermaid?” Marie asked.
“She had red-gold hair, probably about the color of
mine.” :

“No. She was a sea-cow. A damned Dutch sea-cow!”

Anastasia, how wrong you were!
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For, if Anastasia was boyish of figure, Marie Courtois
was not. But there is something to be said of a form such
as hers: curvaceous and stately, tall and ample, strong yet
willowy, indescribable except by motion of hand; light
golden, and topped by that red-gold hair. Marie was
stronger than a circus woman, and produced an excite-
ment very like that of a circus.

Though Anastasia called her a giantess, yet it was not
so. She might have been twelve inches over Anastasia, but
Anastasia couldn’t have been much more than five feet.
And if Anastasia the mermaid was supreme in the deep
water that morning, Marie was so that afternoon on the
beach and in the swelling surf. Proud of her strength, she
invited the seamen to dive off her shoulders as she stood
indomitable, breasting the breakers. Marie also was a
legend, and one that all the men remembered with sudden
stirring. Larger than life, and of a beauty that has been
forbidden for centuries, she was a red-haired primordial
creature of limitless strength and dazzling color. Her hair
came below her shoulders, too thick to become straggly in
the water.

For a while it seemed that a shore and surf goddess was
at least equal to a mermaid. Even Finnegan, in momen-
tary disloyalty, abandoned Anastasia and exulted with the
iridescent Marie Courtois, losing himself in her hair, and
riding on her shining shoulders,

When he went back to Anastasia she was jealous and
sulky. .

“I thought you were my pet,” she said, “and here you
go riding that nightmare. You can’t be my pet if you do
that. What are you looking at? Why do you keep looking
at her?”

“It's the color. It cannot be caught except in oils. That
old sand shore, and the green shallows, and the blue deep
beyond, and that golden movement that is central to it
all.,” (Finnegan was a painter.)

“You forget golden movement,” said Anastasia. “See,
she’s forgotten you.”
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The seamen were involved in beach acrobatics, and
Marie was the sturdy understander for a human pyramid.

“You will have to admit she is beautiful,” said Finne-
gan.

“She is beautiful, and it hurts me. Am I not beautiful?”

“You are an urchin.”

“Well, am I a beautiful urchin?”

“You are a beautiful urchin, Anastasia. That is better
than to be no urchin at all.”

A fish broke water, whistled at them, and disappeared
with a great splash. Well, it had been Joe Cross and not a
fish, but it was as funny as if it had been a fish.

They were in a cove, Finnegan and Anastasia, where
the surf came over the sand strongly, leaving cryptic
markings and then obliterating them.

“There are letters on the sand between the waves,” said
Anastasia. “There are words, and the next wave wipes
them away. The wave after that writes the next phrase. I
think the waves write in Chaldee. If I could read Chaldee
I would tell you what they say.”

“I can read Chaldee,” said Finnegan. “All clairvoyants
can read Chaldee. I know what they say. I am afraid of
what they say.”

6.

Finnegan and Anastasia were walking inland through
the dunes and brush.

“Who are you?”’ Anastasia asked suddenly: “Your name
on the ship’s papers is John Solli. Why do you hide behind
Finnegan?”’

“I don't hide. It’s just a nickname I picked up.”

“You always look as though you were someone else,
Finn. The nose and all.”

“The nose is sadly real. It won’t come off. I am a
gargoyle.”

“I knew a story about a gargoyle. I forget how it goes.
He had a good heart, though.”

“Oh, we have that, we have that.”

“Finn, you are a little like Papa Devil. Both of you are
so unusual-looking. Maybe he has a good heart too.”
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“It may be. But he certainly has a vicious liver.”

“Are you some kind of spy, Finn?”

“No kind that I can think of. Is everybody supposed to
be a spy?”

“Some of us might be. I think Don Lewis is one kind of
spy. I think that I am another kind. You were supposed to
have been killed, Finn, and another man slip into your
identity. Something changed. Now you are taking the
place of the man who was supposed to take your place.”

“What is this voyage, Anastasia?”

“I don't know. How would I?”

“What is Saxon Seaworthy, and his company, and the
Devil?”

“They make these circuits and they check on the ap-
paratus and the men in different towns. It is deep and it is
murderous. And you are in it on some level.”

“Whois in it deep, Anastasia?”’

“Oh, Seaworthy and the Devil and Wirt and Gerecke,
They own the captain and the rest.”

“And the seamen?”’

“They own the seamen too. But Don Lewis is against
them and they will kill him when they know it. They own
you too, or they will kill you.”

“Nobody owns me.”

“Seaworthy and the Devil own you. There are no free
people on this voyage.”

They came back over the dunes to supper.

Papa Devil had an ice chest and drinks and mixes. He
had been compounding atrocities, and Anastasia took
over. Papa Devil was in a gay mood for him. His eyes
lightened up and his gestures were florid.

They ate barbecued pork and fried pork. They had
boiled shrimp and fried shrimp, and red snapper and
pompano. DePolis the cook left them with it; he hated
beach parties and hated anyone else to be cooking.

Joe Cross had worked in a Baltimore raw bar and he
knew a lot about seafood. Anastasia had two uncles who
ran a restaurant, and she had once been cashier for them,
so there was no limit to her knowledge. Finnegan used to
hang around oyster bars in New Orleans so he knew a lot
about fish and stuff. There were other experts. It was all
good. There is really no wrong way to cook a fish.
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They ate and talked. Papa Devil spread blankets on the
beach and built a camp fire.

And a quarter mile down shore a man entered the
water and swam silently out to the Brunhilde.
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Chapter Three
THE FURTIVE MAN

Now, there are certain persons who are trying to take
away the knowledge of singulars from the perfection of
the divine knowledge.

—ST. THOMAS AQUINAS, Summa Contra Gentiles

Don Lewis told a campfire story:

“There was a furtive little man I just saw in the gloam-
ing,” he said. “Several of us saw him, for all that he was
furtive. He reminds me of another furtive little man I
once buried.”

“Where is the first furtive man?” Finnegan asked.

“Never mind. He cannot have been unseen. Papa Devil
is watching from the dunes and he sees everything. The
other furtive man I will tell you about; for the fact is, that
after I had buried him, I myself became the furtive man.”

Saxon Seaworthy sat and watched them with a face
made out of tired granite. There was no real interest in
that face, but he would weigh all the words of Don Lewis.

“On the morning of October 1, 1944, between ten and
ten thirty in the morning, on an island that is sometimes
called Pulau Petir and sometimes Willy Jones Island, three
American soldiers disappeared, and have not been official-
ly seen since. The three soldiers were Sergeant Charles
Santee of Orange, Texas; Corporal Robert Casper of
Gobey (Morgan County), Tennessee; and PFC Timothy
Lorrigan of Boston. I was one of these three men, for my
name is no more Don Lewis than the names of some
others here are their real names. These three disappeared
from a routine patrol, One of these boys was a coward;
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two were not; for this reason I do not say which one was
myself.

“TI have heard that one of these soldiers got out of the
thing alive, that he has told the main part of the story in
an unlikely version, and that that soldier is not me. So
perhaps I am not of the living; I have felt like a dweller of
the middle world since that time. Besides, I do not tell the
main part of the story, but only the outré little introduc-
tion.

“We saw that day, at the distance of about three hun-
dred yards, a ragged little man who seemed to be a
Japanese soldier. He beckoned and the three soldiers
beckoned, and they jabbered at each other distantly. Then
Corporal Casper said ‘Keep the little idiot chattering. I'll
get behind him and we’ll have him in the sack. I can get
behind anyone.’

“Casper went, and he was good at this. In a very few
minutes he appeared on a rise another two hundred yards
behind the little man; he motioned us to come on. So we
closed in on the little bugger.

“But he wasn’t in the sack when we pulled the string.
We came all the way up to Casper without finding him.
And then the little man was standing, as if he had simply
reappeared, on another height yet three hundred yards
beyond us.

“ ‘I don’t know how he did it,” Casper said, ‘but I bet he
can’t do it again. It’s narrower from here on. If I can get
behind him again we’ll have him sure.’

“We did it again. Casper passed and outflanked the little
man and appeared behind him. The little man stood mo-
tionless till we were nearly on him. Then he vanished. As
we came up to Casper, the little man appeared again, still
a long three hundred yards ahead of us.

“‘He couldn’t have,’ said Casper. ‘Nothing could have
got by me.’ ‘We might as well settle him,” said Sergeant
Santee. ‘He’s acting too odd to leave, and we don’t want
to be led too deep. I don’t miss, even at this distance.’

“He didn’t, not completely. Sergeant Santee’s shot had
the little man somewhere. The 1.m. shuddered as he was
hit and wobbled back out of sight. ‘We will have to get
him,’ said Santee. ‘I don’t believe in leaving winged game.’
‘Oh, let him go,’ I said, ‘he isn’t game.’ ‘He is to me,’
Santee said.
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“We followed him a long ways, and most of the time
we had him in sight. When we stopped for a short rest, he
also stopped, four hundred yards ahead, and sat on a
rock. ‘We will wait him a while,” said Santee. ‘He will
stiffen up as he sits there.” We waited quite a while, and it
was now late in the day. Santee was right; the little man
had stiffened up and was unhappy. He couldn’t move with
our speed after we started out once more. It wouldn't take
lIong to get him. I lagged behind. I didn’t want to see it.”

“Not want to see it!” Marie cried in amazement. “All
that way and then to miss it? How could anyone not want
to see it or do it?”’

“Did I say that I did not want to see it? That was surely
a slip of the tongue. It was PFC Lorrigan who lagged
behind and did not want to see it. Santee and Casper went
on ahead and killed the little man.

“ ‘Well, let’s make the start back,’ Santee said, ‘it’s late.’
‘Not that way, that’s not the way,” said Casper. I didn’t
know the way either. We were lost. We stayed lost. There
were a lot of valleys there: there were Cotton-Picker
Valley and Pepper-Belly Valley, Hound Dog, and Horse
Collar, and Dog-Dirt Draw. There were Rang-Dang-Doo,
and Jackass Flats (the most precipitous region I have even
seen). There was Little Joker Canyon, and Aching Back,
and Slit Trench, and Sore-Head Gulch; there was Little
Fat-Head and Big Fat-Head. We knew all the valleys, but
we didn’t know this one.

“We were still arguing the way when it got dark. We
quarreled. Casper said that he would not spend a night in
a valley with fools; he went up the walls of the valley to
spend the night on one crest. Santee climbed an opposite
height to another aerie. I slept in the valley with the little
dead man.”

“You slept in the wrong place,’
valley is in a trap.”

“I know it was the wrong place,” said Don Lewis. “I
had a short-handled pioneer shovel. Yokipoki (likely not
his real name) had a little double-edged butcher knife.
With those I dug his grave in the mud. ‘It isn’t the best
grave in the world,’ I told him, ‘but it is the best I can
give you. I had better take your boots off; you’ll sleep
better with them off, and you’re going to sleep a long
time. And I had better gag you. A corpse is supposed to
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have his mouth tied. If you began to talk in the night it
would make me nervous.’”

Finnegan had reason to remember this part of the
story, for, when some weeks later he buried Don Lewis in
the sand, he did much the same things for him.

“I put the gag in his mouth,” continued Don Lewis,
“and also tied his wrists and ankles from some old secm-
liness. I then bandaged his eyes and covered him up in the
mud. ‘Requiem,’ 1 said, ‘and lux perpetua and all that.
Then, as I had a little left in a bottle, I drank it to him,
giving him Christian burial. I bedded down on a little
hummock that rose out of the mud.

“I always sleep well, but with a few quick dreams. ‘It’s
a good thing I put the gag in his mouth,” I dreamed. ‘If I
hadn’t, he would be too noisy to tolerate. As it is, that
squealing of his is likely to make me nervous.’ It did make
me nervous, and it woke me up. The little man in the hole
was squealing and grunting as he fought with gag and
bond. On the threshold of terror one passes into a cold
sweat, just before the limbs are completely unstrung and
the hair rises entirely off the head. I knew that the tough
sergeant or the big corporal would not be afraid of any
little man dead or alive, or even half and half. There was
no doubt that Yokipoki had been dead, cold dead for
several hours. And I was afraid.

“There was a slashing sound down there now with the
squeals and grunts. He had his butcher knife down there
and was cutting his bonds. I shouldn’t have buried it with
him, but it was all the property he had. I switched on my
flashlight and went to the grave. But when I saw the loose
mud heave and pitch, I was completely unnerved. I
backed away and fell down and lost my flashlight. The
noise became more various. It worked to a climax.

“ ‘He will be out of there in a minute,” I thought, ‘and
he will slide along the ground like a snake. He will slash
me with the butcher knife, and I will be too paralyzed to
do anything about it.’

“And that is what happened. He was out of there and
brushed my foot, and I froze. There are ice crystals in my
blood from it to this day. Then he slashed me painfully on
the ankle.

“‘Be offt I cried. I knew what it was then, but I was
still too scared to laugh. I kicked the rats away, and I
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knew it had been the rats at the body. They had big mean
rats there.”

“And rats is all it was!” Marie demanded in incredible
disappointment. “He didn’t come alive at all? It was only
the rats making all that fuss?”

“Do not say ‘only the rats.’” The reason there are no
tigers on those islands is that the rats are too large and
fierce and will not tolerate them. Yes, it was only the rats.
I have not loved rats since.”

“Did you find your way back somewhere in the moming
when it was light?” Anastasia asked.

“No. We never did find our way back. I told you that
we were officially missing. The next day I was taken into
a peculiar custody. I do not know what happened to the
other two. I heard that both were killed. I also heard that
they returned separately, and each spread a story too tall
to be believed. But I came back to my own country by a
different way and under a different name; and with a
different orientation in my mind, for I am no longer my
own man.

“Now I am also a furtive man. I have appeared several
times on the hill beyond, and yet it is certain that I will be
hunted down and killed. But I have a question about us
furtive men. Does anybody know: Are we really forgotten
behind God’s back? We are singulars: Does God have
knowledge of singulars?”

There were fires up and down the coast every mile or
so. People liked to come to the sandy place. There were
cattle on the island, and horses also. A boat whistle
sounded far away. Saxon Seaworthy sat and smoked by
the fire. His face was still made out of granite, but more
relaxed now; and the fire flickers lighted up the old cliffs
of it.

“Were there no happy stories of those islands?”
Anastasia asked.

“All island stories are happy,” Don Lewis said. “Here
is another one that happened on Willy Jones Island, the
story of the Big House. Nobody who lives in the Big
House ever dies or gets any older; but the visitors who
come there are always Kkilled the first night. The people of
the Big House take their kidneys and hearts and brains
and other organs and make a broth of them. On this they
live forever, and they will not die as long as they get one
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new visitor a year. But if for a year they do not get a
visitor, they all age one year.

“A boy named Ali came to the Big House. But first he
put two ta’a nuts in his pocket. He planted one in front of
the door of the Big House. He kept the other one. Then
he went in.

“Ali was given a feast of bird and fish and nuts and
fruit, and was made drunk on palm wine. Then he retired
with the beautiful daughter of the house. ‘I love you,’ said
the daughter, ‘I will feast me on your heart’ ‘It is a
pleasant sentiment,’ said Ali, ‘so will I on yours.” ‘T will
feast me on your brains,” said the daughter. ‘Now wait a
turtle-egg minute,’ said Ali, ‘I don’t use them much but I
would like to keep them inviolate.” ‘I would feast me on
your kidneys,” said the daughter. ‘If this is the way you
make love here, you can do without me,’ said Ali.

“They came to kill him then, but you can’t kill anyone
who has a ta'a nut in his pocket. You may not have
known that.” )

“But of course we all know it,” said Anastasia. “Why do
you think we all carry them?”

“So Ali ran to his room and shut the door and put a log
against it. Then he snapped his fingers three times, which
made it be morning. He looked out the window; he saw
that the ta’a nut he had planted was now a great tree, and
one branch came right to his window. So he climbed down
it and escaped.”

“Knew he would, knew he would]” Anastasia jingled.

“Stop him! Don’t let him get away!” Marie cried. She
was of a white seriousness.

“What? It is only a story, goldie,” Don Lewis said.

“That doesn’t make any difference. They shouldn’t have
let him get away. They shouldn’t ever let anyone get
away,” Marie insisted. She meant it.

“That was the year that they all grew a year older at
the Big House,” Don Lewis finished it.

“They shouldn’t have let him get away,” Marie still
insisted. “I liked the rats one better.”

There was a shocking strength in many of them there as
they lounged in the flickering darkness. The strong earthy
power in Seaworthy and the Devil, in Gerecke and Peter
Wirt, in Marie, even in Anastasia shook Finnegan as he
felt it in them. They were people growing out of the

42



ground, full of some old black blood. They were the
peculiar people, the other human race.

Was he also? Finnegan had known that many people
were startled or afraid of him at first meeting, even at
subsequent meetings. There were times when he was even
startled at himself: when he had gone through Amnesia's
woods and encountered Amnesia herself in the clearing;
when the shocking gaps in his memory of events and times
could only be filled by dark parable. There had been the
weeks in the Green Islands when he had forgotten his own
name and personality. There had been the hours with
Saxon Seaworthy before the remembered hours with Sea-
worthy.

Was Finnegan himself one of the under-thing people, in
which he himself did not yet believe?

A night-dune imaginary: there was a world full of
people with pumpkin-heads for heads, and candles burning
inside. Then Seaworthy and the Devil and their spooky
crew came along, lifted the top off each head, blew out
the candles inside, and put the tops back on. The pump-
kin-headed people seemed to get along about as well as
before; yet there was a difference.

A furtive man had swom out to the Brunhilde. Another
furtive man had been buried in the mud on Willy Jones
Island, and Don Lewis had then become a furtive man. So
was Finnegan. And now one more whom Finnegan di-
vined about:

In the cabin that Finnegan shared with Don Lewis and
Joe Cross on the Brunhilde, behind an upper balk and
visible only to one lying in Finnegan’s bunk, there was the
edge of an envelope. Finn had had many opportunities to
take it and see what was in it, but he had not.

And yet the contents had been coming to him, bit by
bit, for several days, for he was clairvoyant. It was the
writing of the man who was to have replaced Finnegan,
assuming his papers and person, after Finnegan had been
killed; the papers of the man who had unaccountably been
killed instead, leaving Finn to be his own surrogate’s
surrogate.

“—it is all right you make a bargane with the devil,
that you come on here, be the devils finger man. How is it
then when the devil change when he be different where
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are you then. The bugle nosed dago with the irish monikor
why is he not dead yet. There is not room for the both of
us...”

There was a lot of it there that Finnegan had been able
to read without opening it, and some of it he read now,
lying in the dunes. The man’s name was Pinne, Doppio di
Pinne, the seaman known as Dopey. Finnegan had known
him slightly.

It had become chilly. All wrapped up in their blankets
and went to sleep.

Except Papa Devil who never slept.



Chapter Four
THE WIVES OF SINDBAD

There is a further mystery about Bassorah which is
called a port, even the port of Baghdad, in the Nights
and other folk-lore. But Bassorah could never have
been a port, could hardly have been a town. It is no
more than a great rock slab set in the mud shallows,
scarred by old fire. I's as though it were used as
launching pad for space fleets before they were even
dreamed about. It is said that one of the missing Nights
recounted Sindbads of space trading from other worlds
with the great caliph when the way was more open than
now.

—MOISHA EL-GAZMA, Legends of the Persian Gulf

The discovery of Manuel on board was gradual, for he
was still furtive. The seamen figured he was none of their
business. Finnegan knew that Manuel didn’t belong there,
but the ragged latino looked like his kind of man. Sea-
worthy surely knew he was there, but assumed he was a
creature of the Devil. The other personages didn’t even
know how many seamen there were supposed to be, nor
had they noticed what they looked like.

Anastasia asked Manuel who he was. He was a stowa-
way, he said. Where did he want to go? she asked.
Wherever the ship was going, he said. Besides being a
stowaway, he was also a spy, he told her.

It didn’t seem too serious to be a stowaway on a little
boat drifting down coast. If they threw him overboard he
could swim to shore. He could get off the same way he
got on.

Papa Devil picked Manuel up, held him out at arm's
length, stared him in the eye, and then dropped him. Papa
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D did not seem to notice Manuel at all for two days after
that.

Papa Devil had seen Manuel before anyone else had.
He had seen him come out of the dunes and lie flat on the
beach. He had seen him swim out to the ship. He had
trained his rifle on the man’s head as he swam in the
gathering darkness. Papa often sighted his rifle on men,
men at a distance, men on shore. He himself had planted
the story that he was the best rifle shot in the world, but
he seldom shot. It was the aiming, though, that added to
his reputation of being sinister.

And yet Finnegan thought that he once caught a flicker
between Manuel the furtive man and the Devil himself, as
though they were of previous acquaintance.

The Brunhilde stopped at Port Isabel, and the next day
at Brownsville. Seaworthy had associates at every stop.

“But what does he do for a living?” Finnegan asked
Anastasia.

“He’s a ship owner.”

“How can he get rich from the Brunhilde?”

“I don’t mean the Brunhilde. I mean ships, ships.
Greeks always own a lot of ships. They don’t own any-
thing else, but they do own a lot of ships.”

“Saxon X. Seaworthy is a Greek?”

“The X isn’t for Xavier. But I don’t know what these
voyages are about, Finnegan. He does a lot of work that
isn’t legitimate. Or he may just be making contacts for
something, or setting his trap lines. He does haul funny
cargoes, or have them hauled, anything, anywhere in the
world. And he’s in the deeper business. Often they are
people-cargoes he hauls. He makes that pay too.”

They were in the estuary of a great river. Manuel came
to them, very much afraid.

“But what are you afraid of?” Anastasia asked him.

“That the Devil Papa will kill me and bury my body.”

“It’s the only decent thing he could do after he Kkills
you,” said Finnegan.

“You are joking, but to me it is not a great matter to
be killed,” said Manuel. “It is only that, if it happens, it
will be lost my coming on this boat. I am here as a spy,
and I must find out what these evil men are about.”

“You keep telling people you are a spy and someone
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will believe you,” Anastasia cautioned. “Spies and confi-
dence men always pass themselves off as traveling sales-
men.”

“Coming as I did, ragged, it would not be believed that
I was a traveling salesman,” Manuel explained. “Besides,
sooner or later, you would ask me what I sell. And then
what would I say? I would be stunked.”

“Stumped.”

“The word is stumped and not stunked? There is so
much I do not know. But it is only my friends I tell that I
am a spy.”

“You told Marie,” Anastasia protested. “She is a devil
of devils.”

“The Marie has compassion on me. She may turn out to
be my contact. If, that is, Papa Devil does not kill me and
bury my body this day.”

“Who do you spy for?” Finnegan asked him.

“For myself and others like me. We are a society, a
futile society, in my country.”

“Mexico?”

“No, no, rnas adelante, farther south. There is a force
there now, as it seems to be everywhere. It runs the guns.
It also runs the men. These men are devils. They are not
merely anti-clericals and reds; some of them do not even
work that road. They are devils literally, and there is a
source that turns still more men into devils. There is a
source, but we do not know what country it is in or where
it gets its particular venom.

“T will find out what the apparatus is and infiltrate it. I
am a committee of one to do this because I am the only
man I know to be incorruptible. But I will entertain only
today’s trouble today.”

“Which is that Papa Devil will kill you and bury your
body?”

“Yes. That would negate any further action by me in
this world.”

“You aren’t what I thought you at first, Manuel,” said
Finnegan. “You aren’t a poor and ignorant man.”

“Among my people I am fairly rich and am a lawyer.
But I go to infiltrate as a poor man.”

Seaworthy and Gerecke and Peter Wirt had gone
ashore with a party. Now another party went ashore on
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the Mexican side in an oar boat: Manuel and Papa Devil,
Finnegan and the two girls, Joe Cross who was to stay
with the boat. Marie, though she was dressed sumptuously
today, took an oar. She used it with amazing power.

“Ah, la giganta dorada!’ Anastasia breathed.

Marie liked to be called the giantess. She was proud of
her power.

Ashore, Finnegan and the two girls trailed after the
Devil and Manuel. The Devil said he was looking for a
notary, but it was more than a notary he wanted. It was
Finnegan, when Papa was at a loss, who correctly supplied
the word un falsario, a forger; and they were directed to
one at once. In some lands it is better to ask a thing
directly and with the common word. Finnegan spoke bet-
ter Spanish than did Papa Devil, who spoke it perfectly
but with a stilted perfection that missed the heart of it.

Papa Devil told Finnegan and the girls that they would
not be needed there. The second time that he told them so
he did it rather testily; so they left the Devil and Manuel
with the forger and went on the town.

A crowd of children followed them, and all who fol-
lowed them were not children. Marie Courtois drew the
attention. She was dressed in the high manner today, and
her red-blond coloring had never been more vivid. Even
Anastasia, in spite of her jealousy, was proud of her.

“Magnifica,” breathed an admiring male, “maravillosa.”

“She can carry a man on her shoulders,” Anastasia told
him.

“Interesante,” breathed the man.

Finnegan bought from a lady, who cooked over char-
coal on a corner, what he said were fried lizards; and
they all ate them. They were no such thing as lizards.
The lady had affinity with Finnegan; she caught the joke
and went along with it, her face like laughing leather.

And now Finnegan was the envy of every man on the
street as he walked like an Arabian pirate with his two
favorite wives. They went to the Cadillac Bar which was
dingy outside and rich within. Most of the customers were
Texans. The bar-boys wore white jackets and presided
amidst chrome and crystal. The three drank and mel-
lowed. .

They left the Cadillac and went to a more Mexican
place. It was fly-specked, American, south-of-the-border
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Western. The walls were solidly covered with affixed pa-
pers, notices, posters, and placards. All of these were very
old. None was ever taken down, and there was no room
for any to be added. The proprietor was Demetrio, a
gray-headed old bandit. He lived wrapped in the mantle of
his own great experiences, but he was glad to talk to
visiting notables.

“l am a man of the world,” Demetrio glowed. “You
might not notice this, seeing me here in my little place,
and yet you might well have guessed it. In my youth I
traveled all over the world and the United States: Alice,
Eagle Pass, Uvalde, Beeville, San Angelo, Weimar, even
Port Isabel.

“I followed every occupation. I milked goats, I kept
bees, I worked in the pickle factory. By all this I learned
much of the world. Now in my age I am home again, and
have my own bar and am my own man. All sorts of
people come to my place, river rats, seamen, cattle and
goat men, fruit jobbers, sewing machine salesmen, the
factors in the great traffic of two nations. All come to
drink in my place.”

Demetrio’s face was lined with great character, like an
old Roman, like an old Aztec at the same time. His was a
face off an old coin, and Finnegan could not see a great
face without wanting to record it.

Finnegan drew Manuel in ink on the back of a poster.
It was not just a sketch; it was a fine portrait, and it took
two hours. It hangs behind that bar yet, and some day an
art man will come in there and will look at it twice. When
he sees the signature he will know it is genuine, one of the
random Finnegans; and the heirs of Demetrio will have
more for it than the bar takes in in a week.

Even in that present time, everyone acquired a lot of
prestige from the portrait: Old Demetrio with the striking
and forceful head of himself to hang behind his bar;
Finnegan the artist at work; the two girls who were
friends of everyone in the place, and of the artist, and of
the proprietor. After this, Demetrio gave Finnegan a fine
belt, and gave each of the girls a silver ring, all of which
he had made himself; for Demetrio also was an artist.

Late in the afternoon they went back to the Brunhilde
in the oar boat. It happened that Papadiabolous had not
killed and buried Manuel after all. Instead, he had gotten
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him a complete set of papers, and now Manuel was a
member of the crew.

They fished as they went down coast, taking Spanish
mackerel, four and five pounds, and very good. During the
days they made fair time; but every evening they an-
chored, and Seaworthy and his group went ashore to the
little Mexican ports. They seldom returned until daylight,
and sailed immediately thereafter.

They were off Paraiso this day, a little earlier than they
usually anchored, and Finnegan was sketching on deck.
For a week now he had been working on a project for
Saxon Seaworthy: painting the barroom of the Brunhilde.
The walls had been readied. There would be nice panels.
The paintings were to be of the Voyages of Sindbad the
Sailor.

There was a mystique about this. Seaworthy was Sind-
bad. And Sindbad was not so upstanding a fellow as he
appears in story. The murky mystery of him has been felt
from the beginning.

Finnegan painted in the barroom only in the early
mornings, with the doors and shutters open. The bar was
port side, and was flooded with morning light as they
headed south. But after the sun had risen a while, Fin-
negan would put away his paints and go to drinking and
sketching in his notebooks. And in the afternoons he
sketched on deck.

“I cannot draw the roc. I cannot picture the roc at all,”
he complained.

“Why, it's all in proportion,” Anastasia told him. “If
you draw Sindbad very small, then you can draw a roc as
easily as a robbin.”

“No. A roc as big as a robbin could not fly. It would be
aerodynamically impossible. It is hard to make a really big
bird that can fly. Even God would have trouble doing it.
It would have to be built like a pterodactyl, and reproduc-
tions of that from skeletons are repulsive. The roc must
not look repulsive, even though it is an evil force. Evil
with grace and balance is what I want.”

“Don’t be so fussy. Evil can’t have grace. And it does-
n’t have to be able to fly.”

“Of course it has to be able to fly. And evil can have
grace and balance. Consider Papa Devil.”
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“How will you do the sea stallions?” Marie asked.
“They’re in one of the voyages. Aren’t they unnatural
too?”

“T will just have deep-chested stallions, and have them
coming onto the land. But I have to put some signature of
the sea on them. I might be able to do this with the
convolutions of their manes and hair, and the surge of
their lunges. A stallion breaks to a gallop in a manner
different from that of a colt or a mare or a gelding. It
lunges up and over like a breaker; it’s as though every
stallion were a sea stallion. It would be impossible to have
a sea gelding, of course. I can do the sea stallions, but I
can't get the roc off the ground.”

“Will you draw me as the fourth wife of Sindbad?”
Anastasia asked.

“He didn’t have four wives.”

“The wife of the fourth voyage, I mean.”

“But she died. Shall I paint you dead?”

“Sure. Paint me dead. I want to see how I look. If I
don’t look good dead, then I'm not ever going to die.”

Finnegan suddenly saw Anastasia dead. He often got his
pictures all at once. He fixed it in his mind, and he shivered
when he did it. She would look good dead. And she was
going to die.

“Where will you put me, Finnegan? Down in the com-
mon grave with the dead men?”

“Yes, Anastasia, down in the grave with the bodies. I
will pull a Dante; he put all his enemies in Hell; I will
paint all mine dead and rotten. You, however, I won’t
paint rotten; just a little bit high. Do you know, Anas-
tasia, you're the only one I'll hate to see dead.”

“Take it easy, Finnegan. This isn't for real.”

“It is, girl. When I paint them dead, they’re dead.”

“Finnegan is going to paint me as the wife of the
seventh adventure,” said Marie, “and she’s the happy-
ever-after one.”

“I thought you thought happy-ever-after was a bour-
geois concept,” Anastasia protested.

“You thought I thought a lot of things, but this one I
intend to be. Sindbad is Seaworthy, and Sindbad was very
wealthy when he retired; possibly it was only one of his
secretaries who knew just how wealthy. Seaworthy has
been to more places than Sindbad ever heard of; he’s been
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shipwrecked more times, in one way or another; he’s
traded more bales of goods, and talked to more kings and
wheels. He has sailed out of more Bassorahs than Sindbad
would understand. And I will be the wife of the seventh
and last adventure.”

+ “Why don’t you paint Marie as an ogress?” Anastasia
asked. “Isn't there a place for an ogress somewhere?”

“Paint me as an ogress too,” Marie said, “only paint me
as I will be when the adventures are over.”

“You girls will have to be the wives; you're the only
girls I have to paint,” Finnegan said. “There were only
two women in all the adventures of Sindbad, for his were
not ordinary adventures. I’ll paint Papa Devil as a man-
eating ogre, and William Gerecke will be the Old Man of
the Sea. He looks like an incubus.”

So he painted Anastasia as the wife of the fourth
voyage; and Marie of the wonderful shoulders as the wife
of the seventh.

But there was one thing wrong with the sketching, one
thing more unnatural than the roc. Finnegan could not
draw Papa Devil; and Finn was a man who could draw
anything. There was something very wrong when he came
to do Papadiabolous. That great purple pumpkin that
Papa Devil wore for a head was not unattractive; it was
distinctive even; but it was impossible to get it right.

For a long time Finnegan did not realize what the
trouble was. There was an inconsistency of color or pro-
portion, an unreality of facial muscle. But it came to him
as he analyzed it:

Papa Devil did not really look like that. The Devil was
wearing the living face of someone else. Somebody had
looked like that, but it wasn't Papa Devil.

It took Finn nearly a week to figure out what Papa
Devil did look like. But Finnegan had a very shrewd
pencil and brush. He made a sketch; then he made a
picture. It was the picture of what Papa Devil really
looked like. He was very curious to see just who would be
startled on coming onto that picture.

All were startled to see it, but it didn’t seem to be the
startle of recognition, even in Papa Devil himself. All
were startled by the power and scope of that face, the
face behind the flesh-mask. But none of them seemed to
have seen it before.
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Many weeks later, when Finnegan saw Papa Devil dead
and wearing his own face, it was the same face drawn on
the panel in the barroom. It did startle them all then,
when they saw the man dead, and then came back and
saw the same face on the wall; but none of them under-
stood it, even at the end.

If Finnegan had not earlier solved this appearance, he
would not have known who the dead man was, for nobody
else knew.

2. |

“Do you know who had your bunk for the two days
before you had it?’ Joe Cross asked Finnegan suddenly
one day.

“Sure. It was Doppio di Pinne. Dopey the Seaman.”

“How do you know the name, Finnegan?”

“Iread it in the air.”

“Well, do you know what happened to him?”

“He got himself killed.”

“Did you read that in the air too? Do you know how?”

“I can’t fake it any longer, Joe. I don’t know. I want
to.”

“Finnegan, you won’t believe this. You can whip me.
You’'ll have to if you laugh at this tale. With that nose of
yours, you ought to be able to smell it yet.”

“The blood? And the fear? Yes, I do smell it yet. After
all, this is my bunk here now, this is where it happened.”

“Finnegan, Dopey was alone in that bunk in this cabin.
I know that. There is only the one door to this cabin.
There is no other way in or out. I was standing outside in
the passage. Papa Devil came by me. He looked like a
ghost in a passion. He went into this cabin. It scared me
liverless. He looked like a blind man who knew just
exactly where he was going. It was chilly insanity on him,
I tell you. He’s weird enough in bright day. Tt had just
come on dusk then, and the passage light wasn’t on yet.

“Papa Devil went in here and closed the door. Dopey
screamed. He screamed a second time, like a terrified
animal, like an ass taken by a lion (I have seen that).

“His third scream was cut off short. I stormed in then.
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Dopey was no friend of mine, but I will not have a
cabinmate murdered, and I am not afraid of the Devil.

“Papa Devil was alone in this cabin, and there was no
way Dopey could have gone out. ‘What did you do to
him?’ I gobbled, and swung on him, but he cupped both of
my wrists in one of his big hands. ‘Boy, there was no one
here,’ he said, and he looked through me rather than at
me. ‘Whose blood is that then? I croaked. ‘That little bit
of blood? Bug blood, I guess,” he said. He let go me and
went out. And it was only the veriest dribble of blood
there, to tell the truth. But, Finnegan, there was no way
Dopey could have gotten out of this cabin!”

“Maybe he’s still here, then, Joe. I feel him sometimes.”

“Dammit, Finnegan, did you know him? Dopey?”

“Had him pointed out to me once. We never spoke that
I remember. I had been told that he resembled me, that
he was sometimes mistaken for me, or I for him. I
couldn't see much resemblance, other than our being
about the same size and shape and coloring.”

“That’s because you can’t look at yourself sideways,
Finnegan. You scare me livid sometimes, when I catch
you just in the corner of my eye. I jump like I saw dead
Dopey in the cabin here again. But I look at you straight,
and you’re not too much alike.”

“What makes you think I can’t look at myself sideways,
Joe? I can.

“Finnegan, Finnegan,” Joe Cross moaned. “There is
only one way out of this cabin.”
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Chapter Five
THE UNACCOUNTABLE CORPSE

There is one thing that thwarts the highest principle,
that of non-contradiction: bodies. And thereby it also
negates the ontological principle of sufficient reason.
There is not sufficient reason for bodies.

IGNACE WOLFF, Gedanken von Leibern

1.

This may have been at Paraiso, or it may have been at
Campeche, or at still another stop. There was a shallow
harbor there, with a very old town, and parts of another
town only half as old. The Brunhilde had not docked the
night before, but had anchored off. Los Grandes, Sea-
worthy and his associates, had gone ashore in a boat with
two of the seamen.

And the next momning, Finnegan and Anastasia went
ashore in the other boat, and the Devil also, and the
titaness Marie, and Joe Cross the red-headed seaman.
They had coffee at a compassionate little place, after
which Joe and the iridescent Marie went to find a smooth
beach. Finnegan and Anastasia got an amphora of rum,
or a little less, and went up past the cigar factory to climb
over the ruins and old walls. The Devil meanwhile went
about the Devil’'s own business.

The old walls were luxuriant, overgrown by a perversity
of grass and brush, full of lizards and small snakes and
angry birds. Then the two climbers found a giant’s chair
up in the old walls, and from there they spied on the
world. Anastasia commented on everyone.

“Art BEmery is picking his nose on the fantail of the
Brunhilde. It doesn’t need it: he picked it yesterday. He is
desolate. He used to be the Devil’s catamount, and now
the Devil rejects him. Harry Scott is scrubbing out his
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T-shirts in that little tub but what he is trying to scrub
out isn’t on his T-shirts. Manuel is saying his prayers,
and the cook De Polis is putting garlic in the stew, so
both are gainfully employed. Prayer and garlic are the
only two things that can change the nature of the world,

“Chris McAbney is filling his pipe as he waits for Los
Grandes. He counts every grain and shred that goes in. He
knows just how many little pieces of tobacco there ought’
to be in a can of crimp cut. Why don’t Joe and Marie
walk on the open beach instead of under the trees? How
can you spy on people if they walk under the trees?”’

“It narrows further down, and they will have to come
into the open,” Finnegan said. “Then you can spy all you
wish, Anastasia.”

“Where the Devil did the Devil go?”

“I don’t know. He seemed lonesome. There’s a story
that he loves company, but he abuses it.”

“Ten days ago I knew all the answers, Finnegan. I knew
whose creature everyone was, how much blood was on
everyone’s hands, and where most of the bodies were
buried. Now it has changed.”

“What changed it?”

“The Devil changed it. There is something the matter
with the Devil, Finnegan.”

“That has always been the opinion.”

“That isn’t what I mean! He isn’t like the old Devil he
used to be. When you can’t depend on the Devil, who can
you depend on? And I don’t even know where you come
in, Finnegan. Everyone thinks you are Seaworthy’s crea-
ture. I think you are the Devil’s.”

“I am nobody’s creature, Anastasia. It all happened as
casually as I told you.”

“You may not know it yourself, Finn, but there is more
than that to it. Do you understand that the Brunhilde is a
plague ship, and everywhere it touches it infects."”

“I think I understand that.”

“It wasn’t casual that I came along, Finnegan. I told
you several sets of lies as to why I came. The truth is that
I decided to deal myself a hand in this.”

“Who are you, Anastasia? And aren’t you awful little to
be dealing yourself a hand?”

“I am your sister, which you do not understand. And I
still deal me a hand.”
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“What is between you and Don Lewis?”

“Nothing. How could there be? We hardly ever speak.”

“You are so careful to stay apart, there is something
between you. Is Marie also a part of the plague?”

“Of course she is. And she can read me like a book; I
am her patsy. I can’t make a move she doesn’t know. She
seems so transparent, and she isn’t. She’s clear mad, you
know. I mean it. She’s crazy.”

The giant’s chair was a rock slab eight feet wide, dished
and backed. It was all that was left of an old rock flooring
and an old wall.

“I don’t want us to be at cross purposes,” Finnegan
said. “I may have to play a hand too, and there are too
many jokers and one-eyed jacks in this deck. It frightens
me that I have seen you dead.”

“Bveryone to his own premonitions. I trust my own,
and it will take more than a premonition to kill me.
Listen, little brother, we are very close without ever talk-
ing about it. You call me an urchin and a tramp, but I
know how much you're taken with me. But it will have to
wait.”

Papa Devil came up the old walls and appeared like a
spook. He was a big man who could move without noise.
With the Devil was a Descalced who also moved noiseless-
ly. But he had natural advantages for that.

“What have you two been watching?”’ the Devil asked
them with the voice that seemed to come out of the
bowels of the green earth.

“We watch everyone,” Anastasia said. “We have been
watching Joe and Marie, but they keep going under the
trees.”

“Don’t watch too many things. There is a sickness, it
might even be a fatality, that comes to those who see too
much. Don’t stay here long. We leave almost at once.”

Papa Devil went down again, over the rough path. The
rocks and creepers stayed out of his way, not daring to
interfere with him.

“He is a remarkable man,” said the Descalced. “A
priest sees every sort of evil in the course of his life, but
this man goes beyond all that, in the aura of him.”

“Are you sure he is a man?” Finnegan asked the bare-
foot priest.

“A man? Oh, I understand what you mean, but we must

57



assume that he is. We all have something of the unnatural
and unmentionable in us. But he is remarkably evil, as-
tute, satanic. Partly, of course, he was having fun with me
because I am a religious; and I was having fun with him.
The Devil is not so purple as he is painted, nor am I so
naive as I seem. But withal, he is very evil.”

“Withal, he is that,” said Finnegan. They gave the
Descalced the last drink. He blessed them for it with his
eyes, and he walked down to the boat with them.

Chris McAbney did not sail with them from that place.
Finnegan heard that he was dead.

2.

Finnegan swam a lot beneath the surface of the water
wearing a face mask. At least one of the barroom panels
would be an underwater picture, and he was studying the
lights and color. That, and the sunlit swarms of peanut-
sized fishes.

It was while swimming underwater that an episode
came back to Finnegan like a grotesque dream, an episode
of the vague night on which he had first met Saxon X.
Seaworthy.

Freud was not acquainted with underwater swimming
as a trigger for dream or suppressed incident recall; and
nobody else has treated the subject properly. But there is a
submarine parallel to the unconscious, and many divers
have mentioned the effect on themselves.

Finnegan had begun to remember it that very morning
when Seaworthy had had a long talk with him. It had set
the basis for the recall.

“I had a dream last night,” said Seaworthy, “and this
was it:

“I was in India. India is often the site of my dreams,
and it is the land of my unconscious. India is a night
world, however bright it may be; it is the unconscious
counterpart of the rest of the world. Did you know that
there is a sect of Hindus who believe that India is itself
Purgatory? And that they are already dead and expiating
their sins? This has been taken by some as subtle attack on
life under the British, but the sect is authentic.
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“Anyhow, Finnegan, I was in India, and in a great and
crowded city which I could not and cannot identify, but to
which I have often been in my dreams. My dream was
monotone, all in gray, with no real color in it at all. I had
with me a corpse, and I was trying to get rid of it.

“This was a vivid dream, but there was a mystery about
the face of the corpse. It sometimes had a very definite
face, and then mercifully it would have no face at all.”

“I like them better without faces,” said Finnegan.

“So do I, but I know that it cannot be. That face will
still confront me.”

Saxon Seaworthy had had a curious look on him, the
look of a man who will not scare in a situation where he
has the right to be scared. He continued in his intricate
voice that always surprised Finnegan, coming out of so
dull-appearing and stony-faced a man.

“There is a certain embarrassment in being burdened
with a corpse, Finnegan, even in a dream in India. I
believe that the word embarrassed itself means to be
burdened with. It is also very difficult to dispose of a
corpse through irregular channels, any time, any where.
There is a stickiness about corpses. You cannot let go of
them.

“I had a small cart on which the body was loaded. One
wheel was always coming off. This is a disability of those
small Asian carts: the wheels are not wedged on properly.
I was irritated with the poor construction, even though I
knew I was dreaming.

“I also had a small shovel. I would start to dig a
shallow grave in a little garden; and there would be such
protest about it as if I were burying my own mother
shamefully. The corpse was a male figure; it was not that
of my mother.

“I would sometimes dump it into a gutter and start to
run away with my clattering cart. But they would always
catch me and make me load it up again. I pushed it
several times through open windows, but persistent hands
always pushed it out to me again. ‘Take it along with you.
It’s your own fault,’ they said. ‘Ye tumhara hi kasur hai.
The dream, of course, was in Hindi.”

“The hands said that?”

“This was a dream, Finnegan. Subjects change in
dreams, and grammar is unstable. I tried just leaving the
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corpse on the cart on the street and walking away whis-
tling softly. I was brought back sternly this time and told
‘If you don’t get it out of here, people are going to start
asking what you’re doing with it in the first place.’ After
that it seemed that everyone looked askance at me and
my corpse and drew away from us a little. And now I
tried to recall where I had gotten the corpse, and I could
not remember. What was I doing with it? And why was I
responsible for it? Finnegan, did you ever try to get rid of
an unaccountable corpse?”

“Not that I remember. Not in India. Not in a dream.
What did you finally do?”

“I don’t lnow. In the dream it seemed as though the
corpse itself grappled with me when I had escaped all
surveillance and was about to get it covered. ‘Ah well,
you can bury me,’ it said, ‘but who is going to bury you?
That is my dream, Finnegan. Do you know what it
means?”

“No. I am not Joseph.”

“I was hoping that you would know, Finnegan. For the
dream is inextricably connected with the night on which I
met you and at the end of which we ended up sitting on
the sidewalk together. I wish that you would try to
remember it for several reasons.”

Seaworthy had a burrowing look. He meant that Finne-
gan had better remember it.

Finnegan had thought about it that morning with
growing apprehension. He thought about it while he also
considered the shoulders of Marie and the knees of
Anastasia. He thought about it that afternoon as he swam
underwater with a face mask.

He had read a little about dreams in both Gypsy Dream
Books and in Freudian literature and had found about an
equal sagacity in both. Now, a corpse may mean a lot of
things. It could mean a wish for death, or a guilt of death,
or any guilt. It could mean a violating or a corrupting. It
could mean a terrible drunkenness. In all such cases the
corpse would seem attached to one.

Finnegan got the answer while he was swimming. A
dream object may be an euphemism for something more
shocking than itself. But what, to a worried man, is more
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shocking than a corpse? And somewhere was the warning
against overlooking the obvious.

The corpse was a corpse, that was all. It was literally
itself. Saxon X. Seaworthy had been embarrassed by a
corpse and had tried to dispose of it. And if India was his
antipodal land, then it had probably happened in Western
lands.

When?

It was inextricably connected with the night on which
Finnegan and Seaworthy had met.

Finnegan gazed jowl to jowl with a little fish. Then he
remembered about it and wished that he had not. There
had been a corpse, and Finnegan had been involved.

For, as a matter of fact, Finnegan had helped Saxon
bury a body. It was odd that he had forgotten about it,
and odder still that he could not now remember more.

He had been drinking to the point of oblivion—but no,
that had been later, that had been after the burying.
Finnegan had been drinking only a little, but his mood had
been a drunken one before he started. He had felt then
that he was going to have a bout with his old girl Amne-
sia. Seaworthy had already acquired the corpse when they
met. The corpse, in fact, was not yet quite still. It had
begun to move again, apparently long after Seaworthy had
believed it finished. Seaworthy had quieted it with a
shovel. He had broken the skull and spilled part of the
brains.

It had been at night in a graveyard. Yes, it was in the
graveyard that they met. Saxon had been startled, even
displeased, at the encounter with Finnegan. He had been
working at the grave before the corpse showed its last
flicker of life, and he was working at the grave again,
ineptly, when he saw Finnegan and turned ashen.

But Finnegan was at least neighborly. He would help
any man in any situation.

“You call that the way to dig a grave?” Finnegan had
asked. “You look like you don’t know how to dig a grave.
Let me dig now and you rest.”
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He remembered yet the quivering emotion of Sea-
worthy’s face, and he could account not at all for his own
conduct. He had been completely mindless, more than in a
daze, in an emptiness. That poor old white-faced man
needed help, Finnegan had reasoned unreasoningly. He
had taken the shovel from him and dug.

Finnegan had dug it a little deeper, and had then
broken through for a foot or so. It was an old digging,
and there was air-space there below rotten wood splinters.
Finnegan fumbled around with his hands in the crevices
out of curiosity. His hands had not lost their deftness,
even if his mind had done so. He appraised size and
shape. He could have drawn every bone he handled. He
could have made a good reconstruction of the thing there.

When Finnegan straightened up, Saxon Seaworthy was
standing over him with the shovel raised and with an
almost evil look on his face. Finnegan was scared of that
look when he remembered it now, but he hadn’t been so
at the time. He realized that his innocence had saved him
then; and that an unresolved incident of the event still
kept him alive.

“It’s deep enough,” Finnegan had said. “Let’s bury
him.”

"“Yes. Hurry,” Saxon Seaworthy had said.

And they completed the job swiftly.

“I wonder,” Finnegan had said, “how they will get on?”

“Who?”

“The old one and the new one. The two men in the
grave. We should have introduced them. They might be
English, and they’ll go a long time without speaking if
they’re not introduced.”

“They—they have met before,” Saxon had stammered,
“and they are not English.”

And now the face of that man he had helped bury came
over Finnegan with real horror. He wished, as Saxon had,
that the corpse might have no face at all. There was a
cold current in the water, and Finnegan was at once very
chilly. He left the water and climbed back on the
Brunhilde.

Now the question was whether his friend Saxon had
been as drunk as himself on that memorable night—he
hadn’t been, not till later, neither had Finnegan been—and
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whether he did not remember at all, or whether he remem-
bered too well.

Had Saxon really had a dream? Or had he made up the
dream to tell Finnegan, as an insistent hint that he would
be called on to remember?

(Saxon Seaworthy had had the dream. Screaming dead
men! but he had had that dream! He had had it for three
nights tunning, but he didn’t need to ask Finnegan what it
meant.)

But he bad asked Finnegan to remember, and now
Finnegan had remembered. It might not be tactful, it
might not be safe yet for Finnegan to tell that he had
remembered.

Anastasia had said that she had once known where all
the bodies were buried, but she hadn’t meant it like that.
She didn’t know where that one was buried, even though
she had worked only two hundred yards from it. No, it
was not safe to know where or what was buried; and
there was another aspect of it more frightening than
merely burying a dead man.

The sequel to it had been hair-raising. Finnegan had
been there, and he had missed it. But he didn’t miss it
now.

Finnegan went to the barroom now, and painted the
face of the man they had buried, and the face of one
other. Someone was going to be taken aback when he saw
those two faces together.

4.

Another corpse, one that hadn’t been seen, and should
have been. The body of Dopey the seaman was not to be
found, dead or alive. Somebody knew how to get rid of a
corpse when there was no way at all to do it. And a man
should have more blood in him than a bug, particularly a
man with such a strong invisible residue as had Dopey the
seaman. Finnegan sensed that dead but still hovering man
every time he lay in his bunk.

And another short snatch read itself to Finnegan out of
the envelope behind the overhead balk.

“I will rise high in this if I play it right, I will be rich, I
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will be power, I will rub peoples noses in it. I make people
shake if I get into this I like that part. They will not laugh
at Dopey then. Even now they laugh nervous at me. I
spook lots of people. Why is bugle nose not dead yet as
was suppost. There is not room for both. What if I am the
one die trapped. I die here, I bet I die hard.”

But apparently the seaman Dopey had died easy. Any-

how, there is always an incoherence about the writings of
dead men.
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Chapter Six

LULUWAY IS THE PLURAL
OF DIAMOND

We speak now of the physical areas of dreams, particu-
larly of sea-dreams. There are the ineffably sad dreams
of seamen on the passage between Patrai and Taranto
that are referred to in classical times. There are the
howling horny dreams, obscenely murderous and of a
towering sexuality, that have always possessed those
going out of Trondheim fjord to the Faeroes. There is
" the terrible introspection akin to death that creeps into
the dreams of those going from Port of Spain to the
African Hump. Dreams do have a topography. Men do
dream the same dreams when going through the same

sectors.
How will it be when they go through the sectors of

space?
—IAN MCIFREANN, Psychologia Nugarum

1.

They drifted down the Mexican coast and beyond.
They stopped at Campeche, at Progreso, at Cozumel, at
Ciudad Chetumal, at Belize, at Puerto Barrios, at La Cei-
ba, Trujillo, Cabo Gracias a Dios, Blue Fields, Limon,
San Cristobal. They made from one hundred to two
hundred miles a day. They went ashore at every port.

Sometimes Saxon Seaworthy took Finnegan along. Sax-
on was more friendly now. This day he was very friendly,
and he talked.

“When a man has been very evil, Finnegan, he gets
ideas. And I have been very evil. Never meant to be,
really. It seems to be in my nature. Then I developed a
taste for it, like a hunter after special game. When it’s run
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its full, it gets a clamp on you. Do you believe in the
Devil, Finnegan?”

“Oh yes. And he believes in me. There is no question of
either of us not existing.”

“You cannot kill the Devil, Finnegan. Is it possible that,
if we both got as loaded as we were the night we met, we
might both of us remember a little more? That was a
well-orchestrated orgy. Did you ever kill a man, Finne-
gan?”

“I doubt it. I was on provisional patrol a few times, and
we used to pot shot a couple hundred yards across a valley
at our friends. But they never killed me, and I don’t think
I ever killed them.”

“I think that I killed one man in particular, Finnegan. I
am more sure that I killed him dead than that I am now
alive. But he didn't stay dead.

“Finnegan, this has been puzzling me. A thing like that
sticks in the back of your mind. Did I only imagine that I
killed him? But there is a veracity that sticks like tar.
Besides, I had a witness. If I have any sanity at all, I
know that I killed him. Ah, but it does chill me every time
I see him alive!”

Finnegan and Seaworthy got lit. Even themselves had
hardly done it so thoroughly before. This was in San
Cristobal. It was on either December 9th or 10th. They
may have spent two days at it; it hurries things to try to
do it properly in one.

They drank a great quantity of rum for a night and
day, or possibly two nights and days. They exhausted the
social possibilities of all the drinking places in that time,
and were driven to the formation of a drinking club for
themselves only.

They were lying in a garden or park. Saxon Seaworthy
had bought this pretty plot of land from its owner for one
thousand dollars American, and he had a deed to show for
it.

Every hour or so a boy would come across the square
to their garden to see how their rum was holding out. The
boy was well paid for his trips. An official, who may not
have been genuine, collected from them a special property
tax on the land. Another official collected a tavern tax
from them, as they were using the plot for a tavern.
Afterwards, feeling that he had been taken advantage of,
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Saxon refused to pay any more extraordinary taxes or
assessments.

They did some deep talking. Saxon explained how it
was possible for a man to fall into evil habits, and how it
could be fun; but that it required ever-increasing partici-
pation for satisfaction.

Saxon explained that he himself was a consummate
philosopher, and that he had the money in the bank to
show for it. Never trust in the philosophy of a man
without money, he said. A sound philosophy will always
pay its way.

“No. Some day you will meet the confutation of your
philosophy,” Finnegan said.

“Yes, you are right,” Seaworthy suddenly agreed. This
was late in the afternoon of the second day. “The confuta-
tion of my philosophy has just appeared,” Seaworthy said.
“It is walking towards us from about a quarter of a mile
away. It is coming up the road from the port towards us.
I shrink a little, Finnegan, but I do not abandon my
position.”

“But that is only Papa Devil coming up the road to-
wards us.”

“Yes. Do you remember when you first saw his face,
Finnegan?”

“There’s three different recollections. One is when I
went onto the ship with Anastasia for a drink and he
ordered us off. One is of his bending over me; this may
have been the night when he found me and brought me
onto the ship before it sailed, but it seems as if I was
seeing him for the first time. There was something wrong
about his bending over me, as though I were in the wrong
body and he were the Devil indeed. And he killed me
then. I remember that clearly.”

“He is, Finnegan, he is. He’s the very Devil.”

“I was terrified of him then, but I had no feeling of
terror the night I was carried onto the ship. The other
time, the third or the first time I saw him, is the memory
of me bending over him. This is the version out of con-
text. It has its hazy elements.”

“Like a dream, Finnegan? Something like the dream I
told you a couple of days ago? Something like the night
we first met?”
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“Yes, it is the same thing, Saxon. I have known it for a
couple of days now.”

“Then to the point, Finnegan, to the point! There could
not be two faces like that?”

“Papa Devil's face is a great original, and there is
something in all great originals that shocks us. Some
things are not meant to happen twice.”

“Finnegan, I am not crazy. Did you not help me bury
that man Papadiabolous?”

“Yes. That is what happened.”

“It couldn’t have been a dream?”

“We could not both have dreamed it, Saxon.”

“And we could not both be crazy on that point. Two
people may be crazy, but they cannot be crazy on the
same thing. To be crazy is to be singular. You were therel
You do remember!”

“I do remember Papadiabolous dead. May I spend my
life trying to forget it!”

“You will have a short life if you ever consider forget-
ting it. We did bury that man!”

“I buried Papa Devil. You couldn’t bury a cat. You just
don't know how to dig a grave, Saxon.”

“And he was dead!”

“Papa Devil was dead. There are certain oozy details of
gore and brain that should have insured that he stay
dead.”

“Ah, but he didn’t, Finnegan. That’s the whole pointless
point of it; he didn’t. What do you say to that?”

“That silence you hear is myself. I say nothing.”

“But don't you think it odd that he should still be alive
and coming up the road to take us back to the ship?”’

“It is unusual. As you say, a thing like that sticks in the
back of your mind. You killed him all right. I saw him
dead, I saw him dead!”

“Yes, damned dead, Finnegan, damned dead. And he is
here the second time. But I tell you, nobody drinks at my
spring three times!”

Papadiabolous took them back to the ship and cleaned
them up.

They went to Portobello and Mafiana. They went to
Cartagena and Santa Maria, Willemsted, Caracas,
Cumana, Port of Spain. They were at Port of Spain eight
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or nine days. They were there Christmas and New Year's.
It was on New Year’s that Finnegan stopped drinking. He
did not drink again till they were in Freetown, Sierra
Leone on January 26. He had never been able to go all
the way through January, but this time he was very near
it.

2.

Now this was the situation at Port of Spain:

Finnegan knew, and Saxon X. Seaworthy did not know,
that the Papadiabolous they had buried was not the same
Papadiabolous who sailed on the Brunhilde with them.
And yet he had the same face. He had the same every-
thing. He convinced those who had been intimate with
him for many years.

When Finnegan had painted Papadiabolous dead in the
common grave in the Sindbad sequence, and shown him
atop another dead man, it had attracted only amusement
on board. Nobody except Saxon Seaworthy and Papa
Devil understood the meaning. And everybody rather
liked to see Papa Devil dead.

And when Finnegan painted another dead man with the
real face of Papa Devil, it attracted no notice at all, other
than for the startling strength of that face. Nobody could
have recognized that face except Papa Devil himself, so
only the Devil knew what Finnegan meant.

But some months later it would cause a wonder, when
they saw that man dead on the dock, and then came back
and saw his face in the cabin painting. Even then they did
not know who he was, and Finnegan had escaped and was
not there to tell them.

They were at Cayenne, at Belem, at S3o Luis, at Camo-
cim. They were at Fortaleza and Natal. They were at
Natal six days while they checked and stowed for the
Atlantic crossing. They sailed from Natal on January
18th.

Finnegan believed that it was time to have a talk with
the Devil. He felt his life to be in danger, though he had
never prized it very highly. If Saxon Seaworthy had killed
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one man for unknown reasons, he might kill another man
who knew about it. Finnegan believed that Seaworthy was
keeping him alive as confirmation of his own sanity, as
confirmation that the thing had actually happened. When
he finally discovered that the man he had killed was really
dead, he would no longer have any reason for keeping
Finnegan alive.

But Papa Devil, the key to everything here, would be a
hard man to get anything out of. He hadn’t even blinked
when Finnegan had painted him in his real appearance
which was unknown to anyone else on the Brunhilde.
Papa Devil should have been curious about how Finnegan
knew his appearance, and he didn’t seem to be.

Besides, Finnegan was still a little bit afraid of the
Devil, even though he knew that part of that sinister face
was a mask. A man as big as Papa Devil was, and one as
often on the edge of anger, was a man to be a little afraid
of. And every encounter with the Devil raised more mys-
teries than it followed.

“What is the Devil up to? What is his aim?” Finnegan
said loudly, coming on the Devil suddenly during the
Atlantic crossing. It was on a dark deck and Finnegan had
come up behind the Devil silently, but he certainly hadn’t
slipped up on him.

“Ah, the first aim of the Devil is to convince people
that he doesn’t exist,” the Devil said easily, “just as the
first aim of all conspirators is to convince people that
there are no conspiracies. It is by this tactic that he
achieves his goals. Oh, you mean myself? I am up to
nothing, Finnegan.”

“Papa Devil, you can play smoother games than I can.
I will have to talk to you directly. A week or so before we
sailed there was a man who was killed and buried and
who looked very like you.”

“He must have been a handsome fellow, Finn boy. I
didn’t know that such a masterpiece could occur twice.”

“Neither did I. That is the trouble, Papa. Such a mas-
terpiece has occurred twice.”

“Are you sure that he was dead and buried?”

“Yes. I handled him dead. And I buried him. There is
at least one who believes that man was you.”

“He must be a gullible sort.”
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“He is the least gullible man in the world. He also
believes now that you cannot kill the Devil.”

“That is for God and St. Michael to worry about, Finn,
not for us. We haven't the equipment for it.”

“He halfway believes that you are the Devil.”

“I halfway am, Finnegan, but not in the literal sense.
But I can understand the effect it might have on one to
kill a man, and then to encounter him alive the next day;
quite early the next day it was, before he had recovered
from his bout. I try to enhance the effect in him as much
as I am able. It should worry him a lot, and you a little.
You must be putting in some sleepless nights, now that
you are not drinking. That’s the time to catch up on your
thinking.”

“Yes. I try to catch up. There is a mimicry here beyond
all believing. How can you do it so well as to fool even
those who knew him for many years?”’

“Knew who, Finnegan?"

“The original Papadiabolous.”

“But I am Papadiabolous, and there has never been any
other. You surely don’t think you have come on the
answer, do you, Finnegan?”

“It is sheer art, and there is no more than an ounce of
filler in your face. And the voice, the gait, the handling of
the body, the habits, the knowledge of details, they must be
more than perfect. You have never slipped once, it seems.
Where had you observed him? Your real face isn’t known
to any of them on the Brunhilde, and some of them knew
the original Papadiabolous for many years. How do you
do it?”

“You speak in riddles, boy. There is no me but me.”

“Your face is part mask, Papa Devil.”

" “Perhaps it is, Finnegan, and perhaps it has been so the
many years. You are shopping for easy falsehoods, and
the truth is more wonderful. Is it not wonderful, Finne-
gan, that I was dead and that now I live? That was a fine
portrait that you painted of me dead, Finnegan. Quite
good of me.”

“Which one, Papa Devil, which one?”

“I saw but one. Did you paint two of me, Finnegan?
Are there two of me?”

“Not only are there two of you; you make it seem that
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there are two of me. Papa Devil, how did you kill Doppio
di Pinne and leave no trace?”

“I kill a man, Finnegan? Why, I am like a lamb. Dopey
the seaman was your double, your fetch, Finnegan. I
suspect that you killed him, if he ever lived. Perhaps you
are Dopey with only an ounce of filler added to the nose.”

Well, Finnegan knew he wasn’t, but how do you argue
with the Devil?

They left Natal January 18th. They arrived at
Freetown, Sierra Leone on January 26, quite a few years
ago. It was a smoky old crossing. A ship should never go
from Brazil to Africa, only from Africa to Brazil. It is
much easier to drift West.

According to Papadiabolous, the westward drift had
been accomplished by every people who ever lived on the
east shore of the Atlantic. For, once caught in the current
and the winds, it is hard for a small boat to get back to
Africa or Europe. When they had given up, they would go
west and southwest, straight on; and in from four hundred
to five hundred and fifty hours they would be off the
Brazil coast.

“But the returns were difficult,”” said Papa Devil as he
talked to several of them. “They were almost impossible,
like a return from the grave, which is difficult and nearly
impossible. Only a few have made either return, and these
have been regarded askance.”

' Saxon Seaworthy was uneasy when this discourse was
given by Papadiabolous, but he said he believed that very
few primitives had ever arrived alive on the Brazil coast,
just as few arrived alive into the grave. And he gave it as
his measured opinion that even fewer had returned from
those latter shores, and that they returned at their peril. It
could be a very dangerous trip back, he said.

Finnegan was interested in this duel between Seaworthy
and the Devil, especially when Seaworthy gave his consid-
ered opinion that nobody was likely to make the return
trip twice.

‘. . . the terrible introspection akin to death that creeps
into the dreams of those going to the African Hump ...
Oh well, it wasn’t as extreme as that, but the apprehension
did creep into the dreams of Finnegan.
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“I have never felt myself to be a person,” he said as he
sat and talked to himself across a table. “I have never
been able to touch any human person in any way. I have
never had a friend in the human flesh.

“Oh, there are those who are friendly enough to me in
my normal life, Vincent and Casey and Hans and Henry,
Show Boat and Dotty Yekouris and Marie Monaghan,
Mary Schaeffer, Loy Larkin and Tom Shire and Freddy
Castle, the Howlands, Absalom Stein and Melchisedech
Duffy, Mr. X and Hillary Hilton and my sister Patty. Oh,
they like me and perhaps they love me (some of them
do), and I would love them if I knew how it was done.
But there is a barrier between myself and the human kind,

“The only human I was ever able to touch was my own
father. That was for only a short moment, and it was
many years after he was dead. And my father also had
this difficulty all his life. He was not able to make contact
with the human kind. What do you think of that, Finne-
gan?"

Then Finnegan shifted his mind into the other Finnegan
across the table, went over and looked out of his eyes and
talked out of his mouth. He talked back across the table
to the Finnegan he had just inhabited:

“Well, Finnegan, if I am not people, what am 1? We
know that I do not remember my own childhood except
as a derivative thing, as though told me of someone else.
The world began for me when I was walking down a street
with Vincent Stranahan in Sydney Town back in the war
years. It began that sudden morning, but it has also begun
at other times. I am newborn out of the oblivions time
after time, but is there anything, other than memory once
removed, that links these separate existences of mine?

“Finnegan, I have passed, nearly, for a human person
all the days of my life, except for the great unremembered
gaps in that life. Here on the Brunhilde I sometimes catch
a phrase out of the air ‘the other human race’, and I am
not sure whom I catch it from. Well, is there another
human race? What am I? There is, I know, an animal
inside me, but it isn’t a human animal in the regular sense.
Perhaps it is the other sort of human animal. Say, I do
look more like Dopey the seaman than I believed. I'll slip
across the table and find out if the me here looks like
Dopey too.”
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Finnegan skipped his mind over and looked out of the
other Finnegan’s eyes. Sure enough, the Finnegan he had
just been in looked quite a bit like Dopey also.

Quite a few of those introspective ocean dreams, quite
odd ones. There was one that involved Marie Courtois,
and Finnegan was not sure whether they both were bodily
present or how much of the dream was a waking one.

Marie said that she was Demeter, and that she was also
her own daughter Persephone, that she lived in Hell in her
one person, but that she returned to Earth every year in
her own reincarnation.

“This return of the earthy ones is the only immortality
there is, Finnegan,” she told him. “All the rest is up in the
air, and we are of the Earth. I will make you understand
that there cannot be anything else.”

“You are wrong, but the proof isn’t here,” Finnegan
said. “We will all cross that bridge in our own time. And
what good is it then to say I could have told you.”

“Believe me, Finnegan, that bridge has only one shore.”

“We would have to ask someone who has been over it,
Marie.”

“I have been over it. There is no other side.”

“Your Demeter was only a corn goddess, Marie, and
you are full of corn.”

“We are all of us that, Finnegan, and you are one of
us. And this old earthiness, which you still call evil, is a lot
of fun. Until you have blood on your hands you cannot
lnow how much fun it is.”

“And you have?”

“Finnegan, the blood on my hands is what sings me to
sleep at night.”

They were on a jungle-crowded beach (for all that they
should have been on the Brunhilde in mid-Atlantic) and
Finnegan lay with his head in Marie’s lap, and entirely
encircled with her hair. She looped it clear around him
and tied him in with knots.

She talked to him a mystic bit about kopolatry, and the
gremium mratris, which is the Barth itself, and which is the
lap of Marie also; about the pietd form of the thirteenth
station which, in the old Roman Way of the Cross, was
located on Aventine hill where earlier was a representa-
tion of Demeter and Pontos in such a grouping. “Oh, it is
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earthy!” she said, “and it is so childish to seek for a chaste
element in it.”

Well, well, was there a seduction scene then?

Enjoy or abhor such things according to your inclina-
tion, as the sage says, but it is contemptible to seek such
vicariously.

Finnegan fell from grace on January 26, the day that
they landed, and went back on the drink. This was in
Freetown.

“This reminds me of a joke of my own making,” he told
Joseph. “One man said ‘Did you ever try to sit on a girl’s
lap? and the other one said ‘Sure. That’s how I fell from
Grace.””

“That’s an interesting story,” said Joseph. “I hadn’t
known that was the origin of the phrase.”

Joseph was a Haussa boy, and Finnegan was getting
drunk with him. Joseph himself had a very hard head and
was not affected. Joseph was from further south, Nigeria
or the Gold Coast. He was much traveled. He had been a
caravan boy and a seaman. They were drinking bam,
which is a palm wine.

“You are a low-lifer like me,” Joseph said, “or you
would be in the hotel bar drinking whisky or Holland gin
with your shipmates, the golden goddess and the little
sparrow. You are Bature?”

“Yes. Italian is my ancestry.”

“You could almost be black. Mi ke nan. Surely you
have been taken for black before. Kava sunan ka?”

“Kaka whatta? Oh, my name? I am Finnegan.”

“What is your Christian name?”

“John.”

“John, we will be friends. If you are tired of bam, we
will go to my room where I have a bottle of gin. We will
go into the garden and drink it. Then I will make you a
proposition.”

Joseph the Haussa boy had gone far. They were drink-
ing the.gin in the garden.

“I have the languages,” Joseph told Finnegan. “My
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English, while not perfect, is better than your own. Arabic
I have long ago when I am a caravan boy, and Ful is like
my own Haussa to me. Do you know that there are
twenty-five million people who understand these two?
French I have when I am with the caravans also. Af-
rikaans I lsnow, but not proper Dutch. I will have to learn
this; I need it in my business.”

“What business?” Finnegan asked. “Why would anyone
need Dutch? And why in peanut picker’s heaven would
anyone need proper Dutch?”

“It is difficult to find trustworthy partners, Finnegan. I
myself do not cut too good a figure in Paris or Amster-
dam or New York when I must market there. There are
those who would take advantage of a black man, particu-
larly one who walks awkwardly in shoes. I need someone
like you, suave and worldly and honest, and who will not
spoil a deal by haste or nervousness. It is sometimes years
before we can realize on a consignment.”

“You sound like a businessman, Joseph.”

“We Haussa have been called the Jews of Africa. My
father was a merchant, and I also am a merchant of a
rare commodity.”

“What is the commodity? What are you, Joseph?”’

“] am a diamond smuggler. That is my trade and the
way I make my living. That is my way of life.”

“This would seem an odd stop-off place for diamonds,
where they are neither produced, nor—if that is the word—
consumed.”

“But here they are produced. Not all African diamonds
are South African. Sierra Leone is a big producer. Out of
here are many pedlars, and in some ways I am the most
unlikely. But I do well.

“I can still do the back-country boy, with the simple
come-on story, and the raw stone in my little black hand.
And I can do the dandy. But the big deals aren’t here;
they are where the foreign marketing is done; distance
multiplies the value of this merchandise remarkably. You
will work with me in this and we will prosper.”

“Joseph, I know very little about the lulus.”

“All this will come to you. And luluway, not lulus, is the
plural of diamond. Each man must have his own tech-
nique. It is better to take no models, for all the master
pedlars have made mistakes. Simply forget that you have
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the stuff with you and follow other apparent business. You
will find in you a talent for this. You do not look like a
diamond smuggler, Finnegan, but I am at a loss to say just
what you do look like. By the way, why do you, a good
man, travel with these evil ones?”

“Do I look like a good man, skunk drunk here,
Joseph?”

“Yes, you are a good man.”

“And are you sure that they are evil?”

“John, even the carrion birds would not touch them
when they are dead. I know what they are.”

Finnegan was with Joseph for several days. When he
left him he had a very heavy leather sack full of rocks.
For the next few years, until his death, Finnegan mar-
keted from that sack,'and from two others, and sent
drafts to Freetown. Though he starved and went all the
way down sometimes, this was a source of many of his
amazing comebacks.

But in the meanwhile he was on the drink again, and
could only break off from it once or twice a year, and
then for only a few days at a time. And he was in peril,
and traveling with wicked men on a plague ship.

They started up coast on the first day of February.
They went to Bissau, Bathurst, Dakar, St. Louis. They
went to Memrhar, Port Etienne, Villa Cisneros, Las Pal-
mas. They went to the Grand Canary where they stayed
two days.
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Chapter Seven

HABIB, I HAVE FOUND
SOMETHING

But I have dreamed a dreary dream Beyond the Isle of
Sky; I saw a dead man win a fight, and I think that
man was 1.

—CHEVY CHASE

1.

“This is fantastic,” Finnegan said to Don Lewis. They
were on the Grand Canary, and Finnegan had a pack of
newspapers in Bnglish, Spanish, Portuguese and French. “I
always liked to be where things were happening, and I've
had pretty good luck in my life thus far. But we’ve been
missing everything! It isn’t possible! Riots, massacres, trea-
sons, mad-man movements, genocides, mass rapes, mur-
ders of entire groups. The world is aghast, and yet the
world is delighted; it likes exciting things. Towns burned
down! Declarations!

“But, Don, we barely missed every damned one of
them. We were a little too early in every place. Here are
two dozen points in two worlds that have gone crazy, and
in every case the ruckus took place within several days of
our leaving. It’s uncanny.”

“No, it's canny enough, Finnegan,” Don Lewis said.
“The fires that have started in these coastal places will
burn till the whole little countries are consumed; and will
spread to others. The world is on fire, Finnegan. We've
been torching it with short fuses.”

“Will it burn up, do you think, Don?”

“I don’t know. It hasn’t quite before. They have better
technique every time they try it,” said Don Bamaby. No,
no! This was Don Lewis and not Don Barmaby! Finnegan
later became confused on them, but the historian must ngt
be confused on this point.
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“Why do we—they—do it, Don? Don, you are looking
bad these days.”

“I think we—they—are jealous of people, Finnegan.
Yes, I look bad; like a man who has not quite two weeks
to live, Finnegan? It’s sad about my going so young.”

It was luxurious here on the Grand Canary. They had
cleaned up and dressed. It was a night restaurant, grand
in the old manner, and they were the grandest things in it.

Papa Devil lacked only a monocle to look like Count
von Baummenbauch. Then Finnegan gasped. Papa Devil
popped the monocle into his face. He was perfect, the
great evil Count himself, the Devil masquerading as the
Count in perfect form.

Anastasia needed nothing at all to look like a high
Renaissance dream, Venetian surely (did you know that
Naxos was once Venetian?), as she had been in one of her
incarnations.

Marie Courtois looked like Lilith of the enchanted hair,
but much more exciting. Lilith had not such shoulders,
could not have stood out so golden in a crowd.

Finnegan was the very person of a Montenegran prince,
noble of nose and burned almost black. And nobody could
wear evening clothes like Finnegan.

Saxon X. Seaworthy could have been Merlin the
wizard, if wizardry paid as well as the line he was in.
There is something about high granite that not even traver-
tine marble can touch. What a face Seaworthy did have
when it came alive!

Joe Cross had his very youthful face now encircled with
a red beard. What younger brother of a king was he
anyhow?

Manuel the stowaway, clad by the bounty of Saxon
Seaworthy in evening clothes, was a distinguished and
weary old nobleman, one who habitually dined with cardi-
nals and ministers of state.

Orestes Gonof, the forgotten captain of the Brunhilde,
could have been a Phoenician sea captain come back to
the Grand Canary after a three thousand year absence.

Don Lewis, who already had the mark of death on him,
was attractive in his role. He had a fevered handsomeness,
and he would be the featured person in the next act of the
masque.
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All of them were burned much blacker than their usual
color, and they had a sparkle on them as they talked
under the lights.

It happened that there were personages in the dining
room that night who would ordinarily be stared at. But it
was the personages instead who stared enraptured at the
party of Seaworthy and the Devil, and whispered about
him. For that was Saxon X. Seaworthy, the mysterious
millionaire (though some of the personages were as
wealthy), and that was the even more mysterious Papadi-
abolous. And these were likely some sort of exiled royalty
with them, for Seaworthy, among other things, had dealt
in exiled royalty. Whatever it was, some cabinet head in
some state would surely sleep less easily that night because
of them.

And they were an exiled royalty, exiled for thousands of
years, and returning and returning again and again. They
were timeless, and they were alive and vigorous.

So the personages gazed at the party from across the
room. And the waiter, who was a Guanche from before the
time of Spain, brought the brandy. They drank till it was
time for the dining room to close. Then they went to their
rooms in the hotel on the island that was once a volcano.

After this, things went rapidly. They went to Arrecife
on Lanzarote, and to Ifni; to Agadir, Magadar, Safti,
Mazagan, Casablanca, Rabat. They went to Tangier where
they stayed for three days. This was Tuesday, Wednesday,
and Thursday of the second week of lent.

2.

In Tangier something happened that had been hanging
like a storm, and it broke on the third day there. Dooms-
day morning was sullen, and it became an angry day full
of angry people.

Anastasia was sulky and scared. She would not go
walking with Finnegan, even to the casbah. “Oh, don’t be
so damned childish,” she flared, and then she said *“dear,”
as an afterthought. Well, of course it was childish, but all
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travel and all new things are childish. She had been
crying. There was no getting at what was in her.

Finnegan met Joe Cross in the street and asked him to
come along and see if they could find anything exciting in
the town.

“Don’t bother me, boy, don’t get in my way,” Joe
growled. “Stay out of the way or I'll show you something
exciting. It could be you.”

This was unexpected. Joe was always friendly. Joe had
bulges. Joe was armed today.

Don Lewis had not been seen by anyone since early the
day before. Somebody said that he had jumped ship. And
yet there he was now, plain enough, standing in a little
lane and seeming to seek a shadow behind a group of
locals.

“Are you all right, Don?” Finnegan asked him, for
there did seem to be something different-about Don today.

“You don't even know me, Finnegan!” Don croaked.
“My God, you don’t know me. How could you know it
was me? Don’t be near me. Don’t even follow me. Just go
away somewhere. How do I know you’re not the one?”

“I’m worried about you, Don.”

“Not as much as I am. But it can be you as well as any
of them. I'm telling you to stand off!”

Don was robed and hooded in what he must have be-
lieved was some native style, and his face was hidden. But
how does a man believe he can masquerade from those
who know him? Don Lewis also had a bulge on him that
even the robe couldn’t hide. Everyone was armed and
unfriendly to Finnegan.

Fither Finnegan had picked up a new stench unknown
to himself, or there was something odd afoot. Finnegan
did have the stenches that are common to casual travel,
but he didn’t have any new ones.

And even the golden giantess was aloof.

“Darling, I would rather frolic with you than anyone
else in the world,” Marie said. “You know that. Ask me
again. Ask me every day, but not today. I have various
offices to visit and a tremendous amount of paper work to
accomplish. That is the penalty of being a secretary.”

Now Finnegan knew that the strangely talented Marie
Courtois could accomplish all paper work with amazing
speed, and she ate up agenda like apricots. What offices in
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strange ports were visited were visited by Seaworthy and
his queer cronies. Work was unlikely to stand in the way
of pleasure with Marie.

And she couldn’t be doing paper work strolling in the
street there, but at least she had no bulges other than
those normal to her.

Papa Devil was standing on a street corner and he
glanced icily at Finnegan.

“My God, Finnegan, I'd forgotten about you,” he blurt-
ed. “It had better not be you! How can I watch everyone
at once? I say it is not going to happen to him!”

“Why do you have to watch anyone, Papa Devil? Relax
a little. Come shoot a game of Kelly pool with me. I know
a place.”

But Papa Devil exploded with a profanity known only
by the Devil and used by him only in moments of stress.
Papa of the evil liver and disposition was in no mood to
talk to Finnegan or to anybody.

Seaworthy had taken hotel rooms for them these days.
He had more than usual business in Tangier.

It was a hunt today. The horns were blowing already if
you had ears for them. A death hunt, and Finnegan didn’t
even know the predators from the prey.

Finnegan tried to keep track of his mates, but they all
scattered like a flock of blackbirds, and in all directions:
Don and Joe and Marie and Papa Devil and Manuel and
Orestes the captain and Art and Harry. The Devil himself
was loose in the streets, and it was the long last day of life
for someone.

So Finnegan wandered that day through the rich town
and the poor town, wondering how he could keep a friend
from getting killed, not knowing for sure which friend it
was, not sure what was going to happen, not knowing how
he knew that something was to happen.

He ate almonds and burned sheep and drank lemonade
and Spanish wine. He talked to people in Spanish and
French. He also talked to people in Arabic, but they
looked at him in incomprehension, especially the Arabs.
Hell, Finnegan had been through a book on colloquial
Arabic on the trans-Atlantic voyage. It was put together
by a man named O’Leary. Would an Irishman do a man
wrong in this? But the Arabs did not recognize their own
language from the Finnegan mouth.
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Finn played the finger-count game with a little Arab
boy. Finnegan had always thought the game was Italian,
but the boy said that they also had always had it. Finne-
gan and the boy pledged friendship for life, after which
the boy organized a valiant body of runners to keep
Finnegan informed. The little boys understood Finnegan
better than did the big people; they were smarter.

Finn bought small pieces of jewelry for Anastasia, and
a sort of white shawl or stole for himself. He wound it
around his head for protection from the sun, and let it
hang down.

He picked up the various spoors of his shipmates, and
noticed that some of them were following others. Three
who took one general direction were Don Lewis, still
robed in his inexplicable disguise as any sensor could
sense, and Marie, and Papa Devil; though they did not go
at the same time nor from the same places.

“I should be a tracker,” Finnegan said. “I would be
good at it. I wonder if there is any money in the tracker
business today.”

Finnegan wandered out where the weeds were denser
and the shanties more sparse, hoping he would arrive at
the right place by the right time, not knowing if there was
a right time,.

Why should Papa Devil have to watch everyone, and
who would watch Papa? If Papa didn't know what was
happening, who would know? Papa Devil knew every-
thing. Finnegan had to stop something, and didn’t even
know where to start with it.

Then, with black apprehension, he knew that he was
missing it. Too late, he ran furiously where he was im-
pelled.

Don Lewis was a coward. He had twice proclaimed
himself to be that. However, he was playing a rather loose
game for a coward, and he had been playing it for months
and perhaps years.

He had begun to assemble the nucleus of a resistance
on the Brunhilde itself, and he had established ingenious
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communication to circumvent the directors of the ship. He
had brought about the appearance of Joe Cross, and
Manuel, and Anastasia, and done it deftly so that none
knew they were even a loose group. And it was Don’s
communication that had brought about the resurrection of
the Devil, after he was murdered; but Don was totally in
the dark about a critical part of that happening. And Don
had brought about the appearance of Finnegan on the
scene, which Finnegan now dimly suspected. And Don had
also tilted the balance so that it was Finnegan who lived
and Dopey the seaman who died.

Don had misled the powers of the Brunhilde for a
while. At Campeche or at Paraiso, one of the seamen had
been killed and left behind, due to Don’s careful shifting
on the suspicion from himself to that one. He’d had them
killing their own.

Now he had slipped, still not knowing how. They were
onto him, and it would be final. He had come to the long
last day of his life. He was loose in Tangier like a rat in a
burrow, and the snakes were in after him at every en-
trance. He must find sanctuary.

Don went to the consulate of his own country. He
wanted to claim protection from the stalking killers. But
he saw Saxon Seaworthy there, standing inside the build-
ing and talking to one of the officials. Don knew, as well
as if he had heard it, that Seaworthy was telling the
official that there was this seaman of his, and that he was a
looney. And Seaworthy would be believed. There was a
prime snake at this entrance of the burrow.

In rich town or poor town, in wide streets or narrow,
where can one best find safety? Would they hesitate to kill
him in a crowd, or would they kill him the more readily in
the confusion of the crowd? Some of the men of the
Brunhilde were not given to hesitating at all.

Art or Harry would kill him if they were told to kill.
Chris McAbney would have done it; but Chris, of course,
had long since been done for. Yet there was something of
that unpleasant dead man that followed Don Lewis now.
Must it be a hand of flesh that kills?

Captain Gonof himself might do it as his proper job, or
even one of Los Grandes. The Devil might do it. Was he
even sure of Joe Cross, now that Joe had become close to
Marie? Or Finnegan? But who was Finnegan really? Fin-
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negan himself did not know that. What did anyone know
about Finnegan; what had he to recommend him, other
than that Anastasia trusted him? And that he had been
recommended by another man as shadowy as himself?
Finnegan may have been Seaworthy’s man, and killing
may have been his specialty.

And who the devil was the Devil now? Papadiabolous
had once given Don Lewis the sign, known only to a man
Don had contacted distantly. How had Papa known to
give the sign? How had he intercepted? Anastasia had told
Don that the Devil might not be the same Devil. How
could he not be the same?

Don Lewis bolted in panic when he discovered that the
narrow street he had been walking during his introspection
was a dead end. He wouldn’t be caught in a dead end;
he’d rather be caught in the absolute open. He retraced
his way, running, knocking into people. He came to a stop
in an open square.

“You are nervous?” a Buropean man asked him. “You
are in trouble?”” The man spoke in Spanish, but sounded
French.

“I am in deep trouble. It is for my life. I have to hide.”
Don also spoke in Spanish, and sounded like an American
trying to sound like an Arab.

“There is such a place where you might go,” the man
said. “Listen carefully.” Then the man told Don that there
was a man, at a certain junction of a certain street, who
would hide anyone for money. “You have money?” the
man asked.

“Yes. I have money. I will try anything. Thank you.”

Don found the street. He found the man who would
hide a man for money.

“You have come,” said that man. “They said that it was
better to overestimate than to underestimate you. But they
didn’t think you would know to come here.”

“You know who I am?” Don breathed heavily. “You
know what I want?”

“It is my business to know. Naturally they contacted
me. I am the only one in this town who can hide a man,
and nobody can hide from me.”

“Are you can hide me for money?”

“That is my business. I can hide you even from them,
for enough money. How much do you have?”
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“Five hundred dollars American.”

The face of the man twisted as if in a spasm. Don
thought that he was sick or stricken. Then he discovered
that the man was laughing at him.

“Five h-h-h-hundred,” the man giggled. “Oh, it is such
light moments as this that I live for! Oh, you are the rich
one!”

“I don’t understand,” Don gaped, shattered by his own
apprehensions.

“Five hundred dollars wouldn’t be coffee money for me.
I wouldn’t sell my own sister or betray my mother for so
small a sum. Five hundred dollars! That wouldn’t keep a
nervous man in toothpicks one momning. Those who hunt
you would be shocked to know that you place so small
a value on your own life.”

“That’s all I have!”

“Shall I phone for them to come for you here? I have a
room where they can take care of you with a minimum of
fuss. You can die clean. It will be better for everyone that
way. It's much better than dying with your face in the
dust.”

Don bolted from that establishment. There was likewise
a snake at that entrance of the burrow. Seaworthy, of
course, would know about the man who could hide anyone
and who could not be hid from. Now Seaworthy would
know, likely he had already known, that his prey was
robed and hooded now.

Don’s mind was working furiously and he missed no
detail. He worked to the shabby fringes of the city. He
knew that he had given Art and Harry the slip, and he
believed himself more than competent to deal with either.
Joe Cross seemed to be staying between the ship and the
hotel as though to watch both, and Don had no intention
of approaching either. And Don had lost Captain Gonof;
the captain had not seemed to be following seriously.

Papa Devil was following, but he was following uncer-
tainly; Don believed that he would be able to sense his
nearness. And he had tricked that damned Finnegan onto
a false trail for the moment.

Los Grandes, Seaworthy and Wirt and Gerecke, were
not likely to do it themselves, but they might have local
men do it. It was a chance to be taken. Don knew even
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where were Manuel and De Polis, and every man of the
Brunhilde. Momentarily he was clear of every man of
them. He hoped to reach one of the near farmsteads
unobserved and to hide until darkness. He slunk through a
weed-grown shanty town. Every man was accounted for,
and he still might have a live chance.

Then one came down on him like a shimmering cloud
to kill him.

“Not you!” Don cried in unbelieving terror as he died,
“no, no, not you!”

4.

“Habib,” said a little boy, ‘one of the runners, “I have
found something.”

“Habib, what have you found?” asked Finnegan, chok-
ing on his anger, afraid of what it was.

“Go to the bottom of the rell and look,” the little boy
said. Then he ran away.

Finnegan went to the bottom of the tell. He had
already been heading there. He knew, with swelling frus-
tration and horror, what he would find.

At the bottom of the tell, in a weed patch, he found
Don Lewis dead. He was stripped of robe and hood, and
all his pockets had been turned inside out.

“They needn’t have done that,” said Finnegan miser-
ably. “Whatever he carried, he carried in his head and not
his pockets. Don, I never knew you. We came so close,
and we never touched!”

There was no blood on Don except a trickle at the
mouth. He had been throttled and his neck was broken.
Hell, his neck had been wrung like a bird’s!

Anyone from the ship might have killed Don, but who
would have the amazing strength to wring his neck like
that? Papa Devil could have done it. Papa was a giant.
But no other man of the Brunhilde could have done it. So
the game became very narrow.

Nobody was there except a curious goat, the only
eye-witness. The nearest shanty was fifty yards away;
there were only weeds, brush, and waste. But Finnegan
did not leave Don Lewis where he was. He looked for a
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cleaner place. He carried Don a hundred yards to where
he found soft sand under the creepers, and he scooped out
a grave for him there.

This was clean sand here, and the creepers were from
aromatic bushes, not from weeds. It was soft, and Finne-
gan scooped and delved diligently, having only his hands
and a short hand-knife. But he had it about deep enough.

“Dig it deeper!” Papa Devil exploded like a crack of
thunder, his voice rumbling with hate. “Deeper, I say. It
will have to hold you both.”

“Oh, go to Hell!” Finnegan told Papa Devil, himself
shaking with a conflict of emotions.

Finnegan was doubly upset. He hadn't suspected that
Papa Devil was nearly so close. He had thought that the
steps following him from the bottom of the tell were those
of the curious goat.

Not only was a friend murdered, but the Devil had
already come to claim both the friend and himself. Finne-
gan placed the body of Don Lewis in the shallow grave in
the sand.

“Go to Hell!” Finnegan told the Devil again. “Be off.
Pm cloudy in my mind. I can’t wake from it with you
standing there.”

“I wasn’t sure you would be cool when you came to
your end,” said Papa Devil thickly out of a distorted face.
“Many are not cool. You seem to have a talent for
digging graves and burying people, Finnegan. Once you
buried me. Now I will bury you.”

But Finnegan was too furious to be scared yet. He had,
moreover, a prior duty to perform. He ministered to the
body of Don Lewis, or Timothy Lorrigan, or whomever
the dead man was. He made him comfortable there, and
prayed quickly that the perpetual light should shine on
him.

“I wonder if he will be puzzled when the body isn’t
found where it was supposed to be,” said Papa Devil, still
talking tightly, “and I wonder if anyone will miss you at
all, Finnegan?”

“You're a fool, Papa, a fool,” Finnegan said with con-
tempt. “I couldn’t have done it. But you could have. Look
out. I wake up from it now.”

And Papa Devil had become a little unsure. “Yes, I see
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now that you couldn’t have killed him like that, Finnegan.
You’re not the man for it.”

“And you are, Papa Devil. I believe you did it. But if
not, or if I am able to call you to account here, then he
will be puzzled. He will think that another of his dead did
not stay dead.”

Finnegan had done all he could do for Don Lewis
except the last thing.

“I will leave it open,” he announced evenly. “It is going
to hold two all right. Either you go in the grave, Papa, or
I do. One of us dies right now!”

Finnegan was out of the grave like a shrike, his hand-
knife dangerously in his hand.

And encountered empty air!

Papa Devil was nowhere to be seen. Only the curious
goat was there. It was unsettling the way Papadiabolous
appeared and disappeared. Finnegan knew that Papa Dev-
il did not turn from goat to man and back again, but that
was the seeming of it.

Still trembling, Finnegan covered Don Lewis with sand,
burying him properly and alone. Then, as a little clarity
came to Finnegan, he knew that Papa Devil was not the
killer.

And he knew who was.

5.

Finnegan found Marie Courtois in her hotel room. He
could hear her ecstatic breathing inside, but she would not
answer his knock. She was cooing and making strange
noises.

When Finnegan broke in she did not see him. Lying
across the bed on her back, she was smiling in quiet
rapture, eyes half-closed and focused distantly. A bright
silver slaver like the trail of a snail ran down her chin. She
was in a transport of delight and gave little squeals of
demented joy. She was clear crazy.

Finnegan could not rouse her with blows or slaps or
choking. He knelt on her, he stood on her to break her
catalepsy. And it broke slowly.

Marie came half awake, stretching like a big cat, still
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only half aware of who Finnegan was. He struck her
savagely, but she manacled him easily with her two hands.

“It was wonderful, Finn darling. I could almost have
eaten him also. In a way it was to be intimate with him,
who wouldn’t otherwise be so with me. I have even
forgotten his name, and forever, but the thing itself I will
not forget. Nobody should know about it, and yet I want
the whole world to know. Oh, you’ll never understand it if
you haven’t done it! This will sing me to sleep tonight.”

No man of the Brunhilde except Papa Devil had the
strength to kill a man as Don Lewis had been killed. But a
woman, Marie Courtois, if she were indeed a woman, had
such swrength when taken by the earthy passion. And the
titaness was completely insane.

She was still in transport, but now her eyes had the
alertness of a tigress. She was a great cat in the room and
watching Finnegan’s every move. Finnegan was sick with
revulsion. Momentarily unarmed, he was powerless to kill
her.

He remembered Joe Cross prowling and puzzling in the
streets outside. Now he was sure of Joe. He went out and
found Joe and told him about it.

Joe had a gun, and they started back in to kill Marie.
But Papadiabolous, once more appearing suddenly,
disarmed Joe, and said that it wasn’t the time for that yet.

Finnegan began to see the line-up, and to understand
for the first time that Papa wasn’t a Devil, and that most
of the rest were.

Saxon Seaworthy was puzzled when the body wasn’t
found where Marie had reported it was, where it was
supposed to be; and he did wonder whether another of his
dead had not stayed dead. There had been some embar-
rassment when he reported that one of his seamen had
been murdered by native toughs for his money, and the
seaman was not where he was reported to be, was not
anywhere at all. The little policemen wanted to know
who had started such a story and why. But soon the big
policemen disembarrassed the little policemen of their
curiosity, for Seaworthy was highly connected.

That evening there were flares and flashlights around
the spot where Don Lewis had died, but he was not found
there. And Finnegan who could do the Don Lewis voice,
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who could do almost any voice, taunted Saxon Seaworthy
out of the dark in the voice of Don Lewis. Ah, there
would be tension in that man Seaworthy! Finnegan also
did the Chris McAbney voice a little later. There was
black fun in it.

They left Tangier in the morning.

Marie Courtois was now out of favor with almost
everyone. She was hated by one group because they knew
she was the murderess of Don Lewis. She was distrusted
by the other group because they were afraid she had
botched a job and had not killed after all. And it had been
a job that Marie had been asking for for a long time.

6.

After this, it was sheer travel along the North African
littoral, and the Mediterranean, and Sicily, and Greece.
These scenes of the last three weeks before the catastro-
phe were the scenes that Finnegan painted for the rest of
his rather short life, whenever he was in the condition or
mood to work at his trade: sky blue splendor, as seen
through the eyes of one who was member of both the
human races, and the aspect of death behind that beauty.

At Palermo Finnegan was in his glory and talked Italian
with every idler who would join him, unsil he found that
Papadiabolous could do the Sicilian better than he. At
Palermo also Finnegan got his mail for the first time since
leaving the States. No matter how he got it, he got it:
letters from his other life, from friends in New Orleans
and St. Louis and Chicago; also one from Mr. X from
nowhere at all. But it was a thing peculiar here: Finnegan
now doubted that it was himself who had lived that other
life; these cherished friends were as those known at second
hand, lnown to somebody else and the knowledge merely
transferred to him. It seemed not the Finnegan here
present who had been in that other life; it was some other
Finnegan in some other context.

Then there was Messina, whence they jumped to Zakin-
thos, a Greek thing and thus within the sphere of
Anastasia. It was here that Finnegan first began to feel
that he was on alien ground and the rest were at home.
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Then in a sudden change, Finnegan felt that he was
indeed of the oldest and most other people of them all.
This was the region where the duality was strongest.

For Saxon X. Seaworthy himself was Greek, though
nobody looked less so. Papa Devil was at home here; for,
though the Devil himself is of unknown nationality and is
a true cosmopolitan, yet Cosmopolis itself is the Greek
idea.

Orestes Gonof, at the first approach of a Greek island,
raised his head like a colt that smells rain and revea