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INTRODUCTION

It is a convention of life in the publishing world—it is called
“editorial courtesy”—that the editor of one magazine not
speak harshly of other editors in the same field.

This convention I have no objection at all to obeying, be-
cause indeed I have little to say of other editors that is harsh.
For all I have, if nothing else, sympathy. And for the best—
Horace Gold and John Campbell are two of the giants in the
ficld—I have had great respect and admiration always, in spite
of an occasional reservation about specific editorial decisions.

Still, with all respect to the John Campbell who changed the
whole shape of science fiction for the better twenty-odd years
ago and the Horace Gold who did the same a decade or so
later, I am not either of these gentlemen, and the stories that
I think most worth your attention here are undoubtedly not
the stories either of them would pick. I hope you will think as
I do that this is a Good Thing. Any magazine and any an-
thology must reflect some of the personality of its editor.
When it is an anthology compiled from the very stories which
he helped bring to birth in his magazine in the first place,
still more of himself must show through. This is that sort of
an anthology.

These stories, then, represent as fully as any book I have
ever turned over to a printer just what, in my opinion, modern
science fiction is all about,

What I hope you will notice first about them is that they
do not speak with a single voice. There is not much in com-
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mon between Damon Knight’'s “The Big Pat Boom” and
Cordwainer Smith’s “On the Gem Planet.” What Knight is
writing about is our foibles, and with short, acid strokes he
shows them to us in a parable about visitors from the planets
of other stars. Smith, however, is not writing about us at all;
evocatively and, if you will, poetically, he is telling us about
our successors—human beings, yes, but so changed by their
customs, their science, and their conquests that there’s not
much left in them of the boy next door. While in “The Tail-
Tied Kings,” Avram Davidson leaves the human race out of
it entirely: his story is about rats.

I maintain that all of these stories, and all the others herein,
are science fiction, and that no one of them is a “purer” form
than any other. For science fiction is a variegated bloom; it
can offer many kinds of experience to the reader—emotion,
ideation, wry humor, or a thrill of pride—and what this book
proposes to do is to show you a sampling of its colors in their
most attractive forms.

But I warn you . .

This blossom 1s habit-forming!

Frederik Pohl









FOR LOVE
By Algis Budrys

Malachi Runner didn’t like to look at General Compton.
Compton the lean, keen, slash-gesturing semi-demagogue of a
few years ago had been much easier to live with than Comp-
ton as he was now, and Runner had never had much stomach
for him even then. So Runner kept his eyes firmly fixed on the
device he was showing.

Keeping his eyes where they were was not as easy as it might
have been. The speckled, bulbous distortion in front of him
was what Headquarters, several hundred miles away under
The Great Salt Lake, was pleased to refer to as an Invisible
Weapons Carrier. It was hard to sce—because it was designed
to be hard to sce.

But Malachi Runner was going to have to take this thing up
across several hundred miles of terrain, and he was standing
too close to it not to see it. The Invisible Weapons Carrier
was, in fact, a half-tone of reality. It was large enough inside
to contain a man and a fusion bomb, together with the power
supply for its engine and its light amplifiers. It bristled with a
stiff mat of flexible-plastic light-conducting rods, whose stub
ends, clustered together in a tight mosaic pointing outward in
every conceivable direction, contrived to bend light around its
bulk. It was presently conducting, toward Runner, a picture
of the carved rock directly behind it.

The rock, here in this chamber cut under the eastern face
of the Medicine Bow Mountains, was reasonably featureless;
and the light-amplifiers carefully controlled the intensity of
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the picture. So the illusion was marred by only two things:
the improbable angle of the pictured floor it was also showing
him, and the fact that for every rod conducting light from the
wall, another rod was conducting light from Runner’s direc-
tion, so that to his eyes the ends of half the rods were dead
black.

“Invisibility,” Compton said scornfully from behind and to
one side of Runner. Or, rather, he whispered and an amplifier
took up the strain in raising his voice to a normal level. “But
it’s not bad camouflage. You might make it, Colonel.”

“I have orders to try.” Runner would not give Compton
the satisfaction of knowing that his impatience was with the
means provided, not with the opportunity. The war could not
possibly be permitted to continue the thirty years more given
to it by Compton’s schedule. Compton himsclf was proof of
that.

Not that proof required Compton. He was only one. There
were many.

Runner glanced aside at the cadet officer who had guided
him from the tramway stop to this chamber here, in one of the
side passages of the siege bore that was being driven under the
Medicine Bows in the direction of the alien spaceship that
had dominated the world for fifty years. The boy—none of
these underofhcers were older than seventeen—had a face that
looked as 1f it had been made from wet paper and then baked
dry. His eyesockets were black pits from which his red eves
stared, and his hands were hke chicken’s feet. His bloated
stomach pushed against the wide white plastic of his sidearm
belt.

He looked, in short, like most of the other people Runner
had seen here since getting off the tram. As he was only seven-
teen, he had probably been born underground, somewhere
along the advancing bore, and had never so much as seen sun-
light, much less caten anything grown under it. He had been
bred and educated—or mis-ecducated; show him something
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not printed in Military Alphabet and you showed him the
Mayan Codex—trained and assigned to duty in a tunnel in the
rock; and never in his life had he been away from the sound
of the biting drills.

“You're not eager to go, Colonel?” Compton’s amplified
whisper said. “You're Special Division, so of course this isn’t
quite your line of work. I know your ideals, you Special Divi-
sion men. Find some way to keep the race from dehumanizing
itself.” And now he chose to make a laugh, remembering to
whisper it. “One way to do that would be to end the war be-
fore another generation goes by.”

Runner wondered, not for the first time, if Compton would
find some way to stop him without actually disobeying the
Headquarters directive ordering him to cooperate. Runner
wondered, too, what Compton would say if he knew just how
eager he was for the mission—and why. Runner could answer
the questions for himself by getting to know Compton better,
of course. There was the rub.

Runner did not think he could ever have felt particularly
civilized toward anyone who had married his fiancee. That
was understandable. It was even welcome. Runner perverscly
cherished his failings. Not too perversely, at that—Runner
consciously cherished every human thing remaining to the
race.

Runner could understand why a woman would choose to
marry the famous Corps of Engineers general who had already
chivvied and bullied the Army—the organizing force of the
world—into devoting its major resources to this project he
had fostered. There was no difficulty in seeing why Norma
Brand might turn away from Malachi Runner in favor of a
man who was not only the picture of efficiency and successful
intellect but was thought likely to be the savior of Humanity.

But Compton several years later was—

Runner turned and looked; he couldn’t spend the rest of
the day avoiding it. Compton, several years later, was preciscly
what a man of his time could become if he was engaged in



4 Algis Budrys

pushing a three hundred mile tunncl through the rock of a
mountain chain, never knowing how much his enemy might
know about it, and if he proposed to continue that excava-
tion to its end, thirty years from now, whether the flesh was
willing to meet his schedules or not.

Compton’s leonine head protruded from what was very like
a stecam cabinet on wheels. In that cabinet were devices to
assist his silicotic lungs, his sclerotic blood vessels, and a nerv-
ous system so badly deranged that even several years ago Run-
ner had detected the great man in fits of spastic trembling.
And God knew what else might be going wrong with Comp-
ton’s body that Compton’s will would not admit.

Compton grinned at him. Almost simultancously, a bell
chimed softly in the control panel on the back of the cabinet.
The cadet aide sprang forward, read the warning in some dial
or other and made an adjustment in the settings of the con-
trol knobs. Compton craned his neck in its collar of loose gray
plastic sheeting and extended his grin to the boy. “Thank you,
Cadet. I thought I was starting to feel a little dizzy.”

“Yes, sir.” The aide went back to his rest position.

“All right, Colonel,” Compton said to Runner as though
nothing had happened. “I've been curious to sce this gim-
mick of yours in operation ever since it was delivered here.
‘Thank you. You can turn it off now. And after that, I'll show
you somecthing you've never seen.”

Runner frowned for a moment. Then he nodded to him-
self. He crawled under the weapons carrier. From that close it
was no longer “invisible,” only vaguely dizzying to the eye. He
opened the hatch and turned off the main switch.

Compton could only have meant he was going to show him
the ship.

Of course, he had seen films of it often enough. Who had
not? The Army had managed to keep spyv-drones flying above
the Mississippi plain. The ship ignored them unless they took
on aggressive trajectorics.
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Presumably there was some limit to the power the ship felt
able to expend. Or perhaps the ship simply did not care what
Earthmen might learn from watching it; perhaps it underesti-
mated them.

This latest in the long chain of Compton’s command bunk-
ers, creecping mole-like toward the ship, was lighted a sickly
orange-yellow. Runner seemed to recall a minor scandal in the
Quartermaster Corps. Something about a contractor who had
bribed or cozened a Corps officer into believing that yellow
light duplicated natural sunlight. Contractor and misled of-
ficer were no doubt long dead in one of the labor battalions at
the bore face, but some use for the useless lights had had to be
found. And so here they were, casting their pall, just as if
two lives and two careers had not already gone toward settling
the account.

But, of course, nothing settles an account as derelict as
Earth’s was.

In that light, Compton’s cabinet rolled forward to the bank
of hooded television screens jury-rigged against a somewhat
water-proofed wall. A row of technicians perched on stools
watched what the drones were showing them.

“Lights,” Compton said, and the aide made the room dark.
“Here, Colonel—try this one.” He pointed his chin toward a
particular screen, and Runner stepped closer. For the first time
in his life, he saw something only a few hundred people of his
time had secen in an undelayed picture; he saw the ship. It was
two hundred miles away from his present location, and two
hundred fifty miles high.

II

Fifty years ago, the alien ship landed butt-down in the
northwest quadrant of the central plain of the United States.
Stern-first, she had put one of her four landing jacks straight
down to bedrock through the town of Scott’s Bluff, Nebraska,
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and the diagonally opposite leg seventy-five miles away near
Julesburg, Colorado. Her shadow swept fifty thousand square
miles.

A tower of pitted dull green and brown-gold metal, her fore-
peak narrowing in perspective into a ncedle raking unseen
through the thinnest last margins of the atmosphere, she had
neither parleyed nor even communicated with anything on
or of Earth. No one had ever seen anything of what her crew
might look like. To this day, she still neither spoke to Farth
nor listened to whatever Terrestrials might want to say to her.
She was neither an embassy nor an invader.

For fifty years she had been broadcasting the same code
group into space, hour after hour, but she had neither made
nor received any beam transmissions along any portion of the
clectromagnetic spectrum. The presumption was she had a
distress beacon out on general principles, but had no hope of
communicating with a particular source of rescue.

She had come down a little erratically; there was some sug-
gestion of jury-rigging in the plates over an apparently buck-
led section of the hull shrouding her stern tubes; there seemed
to be some abnormal crosion at one segment of the lip around
the main jet. Over the years, Headquarters Intelligence had
rcached the decision that she was down on Earth for a self-
rchit.

Landing, she had immediately put out surface partics and
air patrols—there were turret-mounted weapons all along her
flanks; she was clearly a warship of some kind—in a display of
resources that badly upset the Terrestrial military forces ob-
serving her. The surface parties were squat-profiled, tracked,
armored amphibious machines with sixteen-foot bogeys and a
track-to-turtledeck height of seventy-five feet. They had fanned
out over the surrounding states and, without regard to road,
niver, fence or farmhouse, had foraged for minerals. It had fi-
nally been concluded that the vehicles, equipped with power
shovels, claws, drlls, ore buckets and whatever other miming
tools were necessary, were remote-controlled from the ship on
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the basis of local topography but not with any reference to
the works of Man. Or to the presence of Man. The undeviating
tracks made as much of a hayrick as they did of a company
of anti-tank infantry or a battalion of what the Army in those
days was pleased to call “armor.”

Whatever had hurt her, there was no point in Earthmen
speculating on it. No missile could reach her. She had anti-
missile missiles and barrage patterns that, in operation, had
made the Mississippi plain uninhabitable. An attempt was
made to strike her foraging parties, with some immediate suc-
cess. She then extended her air cover to the entire civilized
world, and began methodically smashing down every military
installation and every industrial complex capable of support-
ing one.

It was a tributc to the energy and perseverance of Twenti-
cth Century Man. And it was the cause of Twenty-First Cen-
tury man’s finding himself broken into isolated enclaves,
almost all of them either underground or so geographically re-
mote as to be valucless, and each also nearly incapable of
physical communication with any other.

It did not take a great deal of Terrestrial surface activity
to attract onc of the ship’s nearly invulnerable aircraft. Run-
ner’s journey between Salt Lake and the tunnel pit head had
been long, complicated by the need to cstablish no beaten
path, and anxious. Only the broken terrain, full of hiding
places, had made it possible at all.

But the balancc between birth and death rates was once
more favorable, and things were no longer going all the ship’s
way—whether the ship knew it or not. Still, it would be an-
other thirty years before this siege bore Compton was driving
could reach, undermine and finally topple the ship.

Thirty years from now, Runner and the other members of
Special Division knew, the biped, spindling, red-eyed crea-
tures cmerging from the ground to loot that broken ship and
repay themselves for this nightmare campaign would be only
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externally human—some of them. Some would be far less.
Special Division’s hope—its prospects were not good enough
to call it a task—was to attempt to shorten that time while
Humanity was still human.

And if the human race did not topple the ship, or if the ship
completed its refit and left before they could reach it, then all
this fifty years of incalculable material and psychic expendi-
ture was irretrievably lost. Humanity would be bankrupt. They
were all living now on the physical and emotional credit em-
bodied in that tower of alien resources. From it, they could
strip a technology to make the world new again—nothing less
could accomplish that; in its conquest, there was a triumph to
renew the most exhausted heart. Or almost any such heart.
Runner could only speculate on how many of the victors
would, like Compton, be unable to dance upon the broken
corpse.

If anyone on Earth doubted, no one dared to dwell aloud
on the enfeebling thought.

They had to have the ship.

“She’s got some kind of force-field running over her struc-
ture,” Compton remarked, looking at the image on the screen.,
“We know that much. Something that keeps the crystals in
her metal from deforming and sliding. She’d collapse. If we
had somecthing like that field, we could build to her size, too.”

“Is there that much metal in the world?”

Compton looked sideward at Runner. “A damned sight
more. But if we had her, we wouldn’t need it.”

Yes, Runner thought, keeping himself from looking at the
screen now as faithfully as he had prevented himself from
looking at Compton carlier. Yes, if we had the ship we
wouldn’t need this, and we wouldn’t need that, or the other
thing. We could even engineer such wonderful cabinets like
the one i which Compton dwelt that none of us would have
to fear a stop to our ambitions, and we could roll along on the
wonderfully smooth corridor floors we could carve away from
the places where storms and lightning strike.
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For how could you live, Compton, out there where I have
to go tomorrow?

Compton, looking up at him, shrewdly said: “Do you know
I approve of the Special Division? I think you people serve a
very necessary function. I need the pressure of rivals.”

Runner thought: You are ugly.

“I have to go to sleep,” he had said and left Compton to his
screens and schedules. But he did not take the lift down to the
Bachelor Officers’ Quarters where he had been given an accom-
modation—a two-man cubicle for himself alone; the aide,
never having experienced solitude, as Runner had, had been
envious. Instead, he puzzled his way through another of the
branching temporary passageways that were crudely chopped
out for living space near the advancing bore.

He scarched until he found the proper door. The letter
Norma had sent him did not contain the most exact direc-
tions. It had spoken in local terms: “Follow the first parallel
until you reach the fourth gallery,” and so forth.

He knocked, and the gas-tight door opened.

“I heard you would be here today,” Norma said in a choked
voice, and there was much for him to read in the waxiness of
her skin and the deep wrinkles that ran from the corners of her
nose to the corners of her bloodless mouth.

He took the hands she offered, and stepped inside.

There was one large room; that is, a room large enough for
a free-standing single cot, rather than a bunk, and a cleared
arca, faintly marked by black rubber wheelmarks, large enough
for a cabinet to turn around in. A Compton-sized cabinet.

“How are you, Norma?” he said as if he could not guess,
and she did not trouble to answer him. She shut the door
and leaned against it as if they had both just fled in here.

“Are you going out in the morning?”

Runner nodded. It seemed to him he had time at least to
say a few conventional things to the girl who had been his
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fiancee, and then Compton’s wife. But she apparently thought
otherwise.

“Are you going to make it?”

“I don’t know. It's a gamble.”

“Do you think you’ll make it?”

“No.”

It had never seemed reasonable that he would. In the Tech-
nical Section of the Special Division there were men—fully
his equals—who were convinced he could succeed. They said
they had calculated the ship’s weaknesses, and he believed
they had figures and evaluations, right enough. He in his own
turn believed there were things a man had to be willing to do
whether they seemed reasonable or not, simply because they
secmed necessary. So neither fact nor opinion could modify
his taking the weapons carrier out against the ship tomorrow.
“But I hope I'll make it,” he said.

“You hope youll make it,” Norma said tonelessly. She
reached out quickly and took his hands again. “What a forlorn
thing to tell me! You know I won’t be able to stand it down
here much longer. How do we know the ship doesn’t have
scismic detectors? How do we know it isn’t just letting us
concentrate ourselves here so it can smash us before we be-
come dangerous?”

“Well, we don’t know, but it seems unlikely. They have geo-
logical probes, of course. The gamble is that they’re only
probes and not detectors.”

“If they don’t smash us, there’s only one reason—they know
they’ll be finished and gone before we can reach them!”

'This was all wrong; he could not talk to her about anything
important before he had calmed her. He said, searching for
some way to reach her: “But we have to go on as if they
won’t. Nothing else we've tried has worked. At lcast Comp-
ton’s project hasn’t failed.”

“Now you’re on his side! You

She was nothing like the way she had been with him.

'”
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She would never have been like this. The way she was now,
she and Malachi Runner could not meet. He understood, now,
that in the years since she had left Headquarters with Comp-
ton she had come to think back on Malachi Runner not as a
man but as an embodiment of that safe life. It was not him
she was shouting out to. It was to all those days gone for-
ever.

And so I must be those days of life in a place where shafts
lead to the wine-rich air of the surface, and there is no sound
of metal twisting in the rock. I am not Malachi Runner now.
I hoped I could be. I should have read that letter as it was,
not as I hoped it was. Good-by, Runner, you aren’t needed
here.

“No, I'm not on his side. But I wouldn’t dare stop him if I
could. I wouldn’t dare shut off any hope that things will end
and the world can go back to living.”

“End? Where can they end? He goes on; he can’t move an
arm or a finger, but he goes on. He doesn’t need anything but
that box that keeps him alive and this tunnel and that ship.
Where can I touch him?”

They stood separated by their outstretched hands, and
Runner watched her as intently as though he had been or-
dered to make a report on her.

“I thought I could help him, but now he’s in that box!”

Yes, Runner thought, now he’s in that box. He will not let
death rob him of sceing the end of his plans. And you love
him, but he’s gone where you can’t follow. Can you?

He considered what he saw in her now, and he knew she
was lost. But he thought that if the war would only end,
there would be ways to reach her. He could not reach her
now; nothing could reach her. He knew insanity was incur-
able, but he thought that perhaps she was not yct insane; if
he could at least keep her within this world’s bounds, there
might be time, and ways, to bring her back. If not to him, then
at least to the remembered days of Headquarters.



12 Algis Budrys

“Norma!” he said, driven by what he foresaw and feared. He
pulled her close and caught her eyes in his own. “Norma, you
have got to promise me that no matter what happens, you
won’t get into another one of those boxes so you can be
with him.”

The thought was entirely new to her. Her voice was much
lower. She frowned as if to see him better and said: “Get into
onc of those boxes? Oh, no—no, I'm not sick, yet. I only have
to have shots for my nerves. A corpsman comes and gives
them to me. He'll be here soon. It’s only if you can’t not-
care; I mean, if you have to stay involved, like he does, that
vou nced the interrupter circuits instead of the tranquilizer
shots. You don’t get into one of those boxes just for fear,”
she said.

He had forgotten that; he had more than forgotten it—
there were apparently things in the world that had made him
be sure, for a moment, that it really was fear.

He did not like hallucinating. He did not have any way of
depending on himself if he had lapses like that.

“Norma, how do I look to you?” he said rapidly.

She was still frowning at him in that way. “You look about
the same as always,” she said.

He left her quickly—he had never thought, in conniving for
this assignment with the letter crackling in his pocket, that he
would leave her so quickly. And he went to his accommoda-
tion, crossing the raw, still untracked and unsheathed echoing
shaft of the tunnel this near the face, with the labor battalion
squads filing back and forth and the rubble carts rumbling.
And m the morning he set out. He crawled into the weapons
carricr, and was lifted up to a hidden opening that had been
made for it during the night. He started the engine and, ly-
ing flat on his stomach i the tiny cockpit, peering through
the cat’s-eye viewports, he shid out onto the surface of the
mountain and so became the first of his genceration to ad-
vance into this territory that did not any more belong to Man.
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The interior of the weapons carrier was padded to protect
him from the inevitable jounces and collisions. So it was hot.
And the controls were crude; the carrier moved from one foot
to another, like a turtle, and there were levers for cach of his
hands and fect to control. He sweated and panted for breath.

No other machine could possibly have climbed down the
face of that mountain and then begun its heaving, staggering
progress toward the spaceship’s nearest leg. It could not afford
to lcave tracks. And it would, when it had covered the long
miles of open country that separated it from its first destina-
tion, have to begin another inching, creeping journey of fifty-
five miles, diagonally up the broadening, extensible pillar of
the leg.

It stumbled forward on pseudopods—enormous hollow
pads of tough, transparent plastic, molded full of stress-chan-
nels that curled them to fit the terrain, when they were stiff-
ened in turn by compressed colorless fluid. Shifting its
weight from one of these to another, the carrier duck-walked
from one shadow to another as Runner, writhing with muscle
cramps, guided it at approximately the pace of a drunken man.

But it moved forward.

After the first day Runner was ready to believe that the
ship’s radar systems were not designed to track something
that moved so close to the ground and so slowly. The optical
detection system—which Intelligence respected far more than
it did radar; there were dozens of countered radar-proof mis-
siles to confirm them—also did not seem to have picked him
up.

He began to feel he might see Norma again. Thinking of
that babbling stranger in Compton’s accommodation, he be-
gan to fecl he might someday sece Norma again.
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When he was three days out, he passed within a hundred
vards of a cluster of mining-machines. They paid him no at-
tention, and he laughed, cackling inside his egg. He knew that
if he had safely come so close to an extension of the ship—
an extension that could have stepped over and crushed him
with almost no extra expenditure—then his chances were very
good. He knew he cackled. But he knew the Army’s drones
were watching, unobtrusively, for signs of his extinction or
breakdown. Not finding them, they were therefore giving
Compton and Headquarters the negative good news that he
had not yet failed. At Headquarters, other Special Division
personnel would be beginning to hope. They had been the mi-
nority party in the conflicts there for as long as they had been
in cxistence at all.

But it did not matter, he thought as he lay up that night
and sipped warm water from the carrier’s tank. It didn’t mat-
ter what party was winning. Surely even Compton would not
be infuriated by a premature end to the war. And there were
plenty of pcople at Headquarters who had fought for Comp-
ton not because they were convinced his was the only way,
but only because his was a way that seemed sure. If slow. Or
as surc as any way could be.

It came to Runner, for the first time in his life, that any
racc, in whatever straits, willing to expend so much of its re-
sources on what was really not a surcty at all, must be des-
perate beyond all reason.

He cackled again. He knew he cackled. He smiled at him-
sclf for it.

The ship’s leg was sunken through the ground down to its
anchorage among the deep rock layers sloping away from the
mountains. It was, at ground level, so far across that he could
not sce past it. It was a wall of streaked and overgrown metal
curving away from him, and only by shifting to one of the
side viewports could he make out its apparent hmits from
where he now was.
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Looking overhead, he saw it rise away from him, an in-
verted pylon thrust into the ground at an angle, and far, far
above him, in the air toward which that angle pointed, some-
thing large and vague rested on that pylon. Obscured by mist
and cloud, distorted by the curvature of the tiny lens through
which he was forced to look at it, it was nothing meaningful.
He reasoned the pylon led up to the ship. He could not sce
the ship; he concentrated on the pylon.

Gingerly, he extended a pseudopod. It touched the metal of
the ship, through which the stabilizing field ran. There was
an unknown danger here, but it hadn’t seemed likely to In-
telligence that the ficld would affect non-metallic substances.

It didn’t. The pseudopod touched the metal of the ship, and
nothing uptoward happened. He drew it back, and cycled an
cntirely new fluid through the pseudopods. Hairline excretory
channels opened on their soles, blown clean by the pressure.
The pads flattened and increased in area. He moved forward
toward the pylon again, and this time he began to climb it,
held by air pressure on the pads and the surface tension on
their wet soles. He began, then, at the end of a week’s jour-
ney, to climb upon the ship no other aggression of Man’s had
cever reached. By the time he was a thousand feet up, he dared
look only through the fore ports.

Now he moved in a universe of sound. The leg thrummed
and quivered, so gently that he doubted anyonc in the ship
could feel it. But he was not in the ship; he was where the
thrumming was. It invaded his gritted tecth and put an in-
tolerable itching deep into his cars. This fifty-ive miles had to
be made without stop for rest; he could not, in fact, take his
hands from the controls. He was not sure but what he
shouldn’t be grateful—he would have gouged his cars with his
nails, surely, if he had been free to work at them.

He was past laughter of any kind now—but exultation sus-
tained him even when, near the very peak of his climb, he
came to the rat guard.
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He had studied this problem with a model. No one had
tried to tell him what it might be like to solve it at this alti-
tude, with the wind and mist upon him.

The rat guard was a collar of metal, cone-shaped and in-
verted downward, circling the leg. The leg here was several
miles in diameter; the rat guard was a canopy several yards
thick and several hundred feet wide from its joining at the leg
to its lip. It was designed to prevent exactly what was hap-
pening—the attempted entry of a pest.

Runner extended the carrier’s pseudopods as far and wide
as they would go. He pumped more coagulant into the fluid
that leaked almost imperceptibly out of their soles, and be-
gan to make his way, head-downward, along the descending
slopc of the rat guard’s outer face. The carrier swayed and
stretched at the plastic membranes. He neutralized the coagu-
lant in each foot in turn, slid it forward, fastened it again,
and proceeded. After three hours he was at the lip, and dan-
gling by the carrier’s forelegs until he had succeeded in bil-
lowing one of the rear pads onto the lip as well.

And when he had, by this patient trial and error, scrambled
successfully onto the rat guard’s welcome upward face, he
found that he was not past laughing after all. He shouted it;
the carrier’s interior frothed with it, and even the itching in
his ears was lost. Then he began to move upward again.

Not too far away, the leg entered the ship’s hull. There was
an opening at least as large as the carrier needed. It was only a
well; up here, the gleaming pistons that controlled the exten-
sion of the leg hung burnished in the gloom, but there was no
entry to the ship itself. Nor did he need or want it.

He had reasoned long ago that whatever inhabited this ship
must be as tired, as anxious, as beset as any human being. He
nceded no new miseries to borrow. He wanted only to find a
good place to attach his bomb, set the fuse and go. Before the
leg, its muscles cut, collapsed upon the aliens” hope of ever
rcturning to whatever peace they dreamed of.

When he climbed out of the carrier, as he had to, to attach
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the bomb, he heard one noise that was not wind-thrum or the
throb of internal machinery. It was a persistent, nerve-torn
ululation, faint but clear, deep inside the ship and with a
chilling quality of endurance.

He hurried back down the leg; he had only four days to get
clear—that is, to have a hope of getting clear—and he hurried
too much. At the rat guard’s lip, he had to hang by his hecls
and cast the fore pads under. He thought he had a grip, but he
had only half a one. The carrier slipped, jerked and hung
dangling by one pad. It began to slide back down the short
distance to the lip of the guard, rippling and twisting as parts
of its sole lost contact and other parts had to take up the
sudden drag.

He poured coagulant into the pad, and stopped the awful
scries of sticks and slips. He slapped the other pads up into
place and levered forward, forgetting how firmly that one pad
had been set in his panic. He felt resistance, and then re-
membered, but by then the pull of the other three pads had
torn the carrier forward and there was a long rip through
which stress fluid and coagulant dripped in a turgid stream.

He came down the last ten miles of the leg like a runaway
toboggan on a poorly surfaced slide, the almost flaccid pads
turning brown and burnt, their plastic soft as jelly. He left
behind him a long, slowly evaporating smear of fluid and, since
no one had thought to put individual shut-offs in the cross-
valving system between the pads, he came down with no hope
of ever using the carrier to get back to the mountains.

It was worse than that. In the end, he crashed into the in-
dented ground at the base of the leg and, for all the interior
padding, the drive levers bludgeoned him and broke bones for
him. He lay in the wreck with only a faint awareness of any-
thing but his pain. He could not even know whether the car-
rier, with its silent power supply, still as much as half hid him
or whether that had broken, too.

It hadn’t broken, but he was still there when the bomb ex-
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ploded; it was only a few hours afterward that he came out of
his latest delirium and found that the ground had been stirred
and the carrier was lying in a new position.

He pried open the hatch—not easily or painlessly—and
looked out.

The ship hadn’t fallen. The leg had twitched in the ground
—it was displaced by several hundred yards, and raw earth
clung to it far overhead. It had changed its angle several de-
grees toward vertical and was much less deeply sunken into
the ground. But the ship had not fallen.

He fell back into the carrier and cried because the ship
hadn’t come down and crushed him.

v

The carrier had to be abandoned. Even if the pads had been
usable, it was threc-quarters buried in the upheaval the leg
had made when it stirred. The machine, Runner thought con-
temptuously, had failed, while a man could be holed and
broken and heal himself nevertheless.

He had very good proof of that, creeping back toward the
mountains. Broken badly cnough, a man might not heal him-
self into what he had been. But he would heal into some-
thing.

For a time he had to be very wary of the mining machines,
for there had been a frenzied increase in their activity. And
there was the problem of food and water. But he was in well-
watered country. The comings and goings of the machines
had churned the banks of the Platte River into a series of sinks
and swamps without making it impossible for a thirsty, crawl-
ing man to drink. And he had his rations from the carrier
while the worst of the healing took place. After that, when he
could already scuttle on his hands and one knee, he was able
to range about. In crawling, he had discovered the great va-
ricty of burrowing animals that live benecath the eve of or-
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dinary man; once he had learned which ones made bolt-holes
and which could be scooped out of the traps of their own
burrows he began to supply himself with a fair amount of
protein.

The ship, and its extensions, did him no harm. Some of
this was luck, when he was in the zones traversed by the
machines as they went to and from the ship. But after he had
taken up a systematic trek back along the North Platte, and
presumably ought to have stopped being registered in the
ship’s detectors as an aimless animal, he was apparently pro-
tected by his coloration, which was that of the ground, and
again by his slow speed and ability to hug the terrain. Even
without pseudopods and a fusion bomb to carry, his speed
was no better than that.

When several months had passed he was able to move in a
half-upright walk that was an unrelenting parody of a skip and
a jump, and he was making fair time. But by then he was well
up into the beginnings of the Medicine Bows.

He thought that even though the ship still stood, if he
could reach Norma soon enough she might still not be too
lost.

Not only the ship but the Army drones had missed him,
until he was almost back to the now refilled exit from which
he and the carrier had launched themselves. The passages were
hurriedly unblocked—every cubic yard of rubble that did not
have to be dispersed and camouflaged at the pithead repre-
sented an enormous saving of expenditure—and he was hauled
back into the company of his fellow creatures.

His rescue was nearly unendurable. He lay on a bed in the
Aid Station and listened to Compton’s delight.

“They went wild when I told them at Headquarters, Colo-
nel. You’d already been given a posthumous Medal of Honor.
I don’t know what they’ll do now you’re available for parades.
And you certainly deserve them. I had never had such a mo-
ment in my life as when I saw what you’d done to the ship.”
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And while Compton talked, Norma—Norma with no at-
tention to spare for Runner; a Norma bent forward, peering
at the dials of Compton’s cabinet, one hand continually
twitching toward the controls—that Norma reached with her
free hand, took a photograph out of a file folder clipped to the
side of the cabinet and held the picture, unseeing, for Runner
to look at while she continued her stewardship of Compton’s
dials. The cadet had been replaced. The wife was homemaking
in the only way she could.

The ship no longer pointed directly away from the ground,
nor was she equally balanced on the quadruped of her land-
ing jacks. The bombed leg dangled useless, its end trailing in
the ground, and the ship leaned away from it.

“When the bomb went off,” Compton was explaining, “she
did the only thing she could to save herself for the time be-
ing. She partially retracted the opposite leg to balance her-
self.”

Norma reached out and adjusted one of the controls. The
fAush paled out of Compton’s face, and his voice sank toward
the toneless whisper Runner remembered.

“I was always afraid she would do that. But the way she is
now, I know—I know that when I undermine another leg,
she'll fall! And she can’t get away from me. She’ll never take
oft with that leg dragging. I never had a moment in my life
like the moment I had when I saw her tilt. Now I know there’s
an end in sight. All of us here know there’s an end in sight,
don’t you, Norma? The ship’ll puzzle out how you did it,
Runner, and she’ll defend against another such attempt, but
she can’t defend against the ground opening up under her.
We'll run the tunnel right through the rock lavers she rests
on, get underncath, mince out a pit for the leg to stumble into
and blow the rock—she’ll go down like a tree in the wind,
Runner. Thirty years—well, possibly forty, now that we've got
to reach a farther leg—and we’ll have her! We'll swallow her
up, Runner!” _

Runner was watching Norma. Her eyes darted over the
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dials and not once, though most of the gestures were abortive,
did her hands stop their twitching toward the controls. When
she did touch them, her hands were sure; she scemed quite
practiced; Runner could calculate that she had probably dis-
placed the cadet very soon after he had bombed the ship.

“You were right, General,” he said. “I never got the proper
perspective to see all that. It was acute of you to bring me
that drone’s photograph. I never knew what an effect I’d pro-
duced until T got back here.”

“Yes!” Compton laughed into Runner’s eyes, and Norma
tenderly adjusted the controls to keep the laugh from killing
him forty years too soon. “It’s all a matter of perspective!”

Runner comforted himself with the thought that the aliens
in the ship had also gone mad. And he thought it was a very
human thing to do—he thought, with some pride, that it was
perhaps the last human thing—for him to refuse the doctors
who offered to give him artificial replacements for the hope-
lessly twisted legs he had come back with.

“You will not!” he snapped, while up in the bunker, all un-
imaginable to him, Norma kissed Compton’s face and said:
“You will get her—you will!”



COME INTO MY CELLAR

By Ray Bradbury

Hugh Fortnum woke to Saturday’s commotions, and lay eyes
shut, savoring each in its turn.

Below, bacon in a skillet; Cynthia waking him with fine
cookings instead of cries.

Across the hall, Tom actually taking a shower.

Far off in the bumble-bee dragon-fly light, whose voice was
already damning the weather, the time, and the tides? Mrs.
Goodbody? Yes. That Christian giantess, six foot tall with
her shoes off, the gardener extraordinary, the octogenarian-
dictitian and town philosopher.

He rose, unhooked the screen and leaned out to hear her
cry:

“There! Take that! This’ll ix you! Hah!”

“Happy Saturday, Mrs. Goodbody!”

The old woman froze in clouds of bug-spray pumped from
an immense gun.

“Nonsense!” she shouted. “With these fiends and pests to
watch for?”

“What kind this time?” called Fortnum.

“I don’t want to shout it to the jaybirds, but—" she glanced
suspiciously around—“what would you say if I told you I was
the first line of defense concerning IFlying Saucers?”

“Fie,” replied Fortnum. “There’ll be rockets between the
worlds any year now.”

“There already are!” She pumped, aiming the spray under
the hedge. “There! Take that!”
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He pulled his head back in from the fresh day, somehow
not as high-spirited as his first response had indicated. Poor
soul, Mrs. Goodbody. Always the very essence of reason. And
now what? Old age?

The doorbell rang.

He grabbed his robe and was half down the stairs when he
heard a voice say, “Special Delivery. Fortnum?” and saw Cyn-
thia turn from the front door, a small packet in her hand.

He put his hand out, but she shook her head.

“Special Delivery airmail for your son.”

Tom was downstairs like a centipede,

“Wow! That must be from the Great Bayou Novelty
Greenhouse!”

“TI wish I were as excited about ordinary mail,” observed
Fortnum.

“Ordinary?!” Tom ripped the cord and paper wildly. “Don’t
you rcad the back pages of Popular Mechanics? Well, here
they are!”

Everyone peered into the small open box.

“Here,” said Fortnum, “what are?”

“The Sylvan Glade Jumbo-Giant Guaranteed Growth
Raise-Them-in-Your-Cellar-for-Big-Profit Mushrooms!”

“Oh, of course,” said Fortnum. “How silly of me.”

Cynthia squinted. “Those little teeny bits—?”

“‘Iabulous growth in 24 hours,”” Tom quoted from mem-
ory. “ ‘Plant them in your own cellar—""

Fortnum and wife exchanged glances.

“Well,” she admitted, “it’s better than frogs and green-
snakes.”

“Sure 1s!” Tom ran.

“Oh, Tom,” said Fortnum, lightly.

Tom paused at the cellar door.

“Tom,” said his father. “Next time, fourth class mail would
do fine.”

“Heck,” said Tom. “They must’'ve made a mistake, thought
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I was some rich company. Airmail special, who can afford
that?”

The cellar door slammed.

Fortnum, bemused, scanned the wrapper a moment, then
dropped it into the wastebasket. On his way to the kitchen,
he opened the cellar door.

Tom was already on his knees, digging with a handrake in
the dirt of the back part of the cellar.

He felt his wife beside him, breathing softly, looking down
into the cool dimness.

“Those are mushrooms, 1 hope. Not . . . toadstools?”

Fortnum laughed. “Happy harvest, farmer!”

Tom glanced up and waved.

Fortnum shut the door, took his wife’s arm, and walked her
out to the kitchen, feeling fine.

Toward noon, Fortnum was driving toward the ncarest
market when he saw Roger Willis, a fellow Rotarian, and
teacher of biology at the town high school, waving urgently
from the sidewalk.

Fortnum pulled his car up and opened the door.

“Hi, Roger, give you a lift?”

Willis responded all too cagerly, jumping in and slamming
the door.

“Just the man I want to sce. I've put off calling for days.
Could you play psychiatrist for five minutes, God help you?”

Fortnum examined his friend for a moment as he drove
quictly on.

“God help you, yes. Shoot.”

Willis sat back and studied his fingernails. “Let’s just drive
a moment. There. Okay. Here’s what I want to say: some-
thing’s wrong with the world.”

Fortnum laughed casily. “Hasn’t there always been?”

“No, no, I mean . . . something strange—something un-
scen—is happening.”

“Mrs. Goodbody,” said Fortnum, half to himself, and
stopped.
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“Mrs. Goodbody?”

“This morning. Gave me a talk on flying saucers.”

“No.” Willis bit the knuckle of his forefinger nervously.
“Nothing like saucers. At least I don’t think. Tell me, what is
intuition?”

“The conscious recognition of something that’s been sub-
conscious for a long time. But don’t quote this amatcur psy-
chologist!” He laughed again.

“Good, good!” Willis turned, his face lighting. He read-
justed himself in the seat. “That’s it! Over a long period,
things gather, right? All of a sudden, you have to spit, but you
don’t remember saliva collecting. Your hands are dirty, but
you don’t know how they got that way. Dust falls on you
every day and you don’t feel it. But when you get enough
dust collected up, there it is, you see and name it. That’s in-
tuition, as far as I'm concerned. Well, what kind of dust has
been falling on me? A few meteors in the sky at night? I'unny
weather just before dawn? I don’t know. Certain colors,
smells, the way the house creaks at three in the morning? Hair
prickling on my arms? All I know is, the damn dust has col-
lected. Quite suddenly I know.”

“Yes,” said Fortnum, disquieted. “But what is it you
know?”

Willis looked at his hands in his lap.

“I’'m afraid. I'm not afraid. Then I'm afraid again, in the
middle of the day. Doctor’s checked me. I'm A-1. No family
problems. Joc’s a fine boy, a good son. Dorothy? She’s re-
markable. With her, I'm not afraid of growing old or dying.”

“Lucky man.”

“But beyond my luck now. Scared stiff, really, for myself,
my family; even, right now, for you.”

“Mc?” said Fortnum.

They had stopped now by an empty lot near the market.
There was a moment of great stillness, in which Fortnum
turned to survey his friend. Willis’ voice had suddenly made
him cold.



26 Ray Bradbury

“I'm afraid for everybody,” said Willis. “Your friends, mine,
and their friends, on out of sight. Pretty silly, eh?”

Willis opened the door, got out and peered in at Fortnum.
Fortnum felt he had to speak.

“Well—what do we do about it?”

Willis looked up at the sun burning blind in the great, re-
mote sky.

“Be aware,” he said, slowly. “Watch everything for a few
days.”

“Everything?”

“We don’t use half what God gave us, ten per cent of the
time. We ought to hear more, feel more, smell more, taste
more. Maybe there’s something wrong with the way the wind
blows these weeds there in the lot. Maybe it’s the sun up on
those telephone wires or the cicadas singing in the elm trees.
If only we could stop, look, listen, a few days, a few nights,
and compare notes. Tell me to shut up then, and I will.”

“Good enough,” said Fortnum, playing it lighter than he
felt. “T'll look around. But how do I know the thing I'm
looking for when I see it?”

Willis peered in at him sincerely. “You’ll know. You've got
to know. Or we're done for, all of us,” he said quictly.

Fortnum shut the door, and didn’t know what to say. He
felt a flush of embarrassment creeping up his face. Willis
sensed this.

“Hugh, do you think I'm—off my rocker?”

“Nonsense!” said Fortnum, too quickly. “You're just nerv-
ous, is all. You should take a couple of wecks off.”

Willis nodded. “Sce you Monday night?”

“Any time. Drop around.”

“I hope I will, Hugh. I really hope 1 will.”

Then Willis was gone, hurrying across the dry weed-grown
lot, toward the side entrance of the market.

Watching him go, Fortnum suddenly did not want to move.
He discovered that very slowly he was taking deep breaths,
weighing the silence. He licked his lips, tasting the salt. He
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looked at his arm on the doorsill, the sunlight burning the
golden hairs. In the empty lot the wind moved all alone to
itsclf. He leaned out to look at the sun which stared back
with one massive stunning blow of intense power that made
him jerk his head in.

He exhaled. Then he laughed out loud. Then he drove away.

The lemonade glass was cool and deliciously sweaty. The
ice made music inside the glass, and the lemonade was just
sour enough, just sweet enough on his tongue. He sipped, he
savored, he tilted back in the wicker rocking chair on the twi-
light front porch, his eyes closed. The crickets were chirping
out on the lawn. Cynthia, knitting across from him on the
porch, eyed him curiously. He could feel the pressure of her
attention.

“What are you up to?” she said at last.

“Cynthia,” he said, “is your intuition in running order? Is
this earthquake weather? Is the land going to sink? Will war
be declared? Or is it only that our delphinium will die of the
blight?”

“Hold on. Let me feel my bones.”

He opened his eyes and watched Cynthia in turn closing
hers and sitting absolutely statue-still, her hands on her knees.
Finally she shook her head and smiled.

“No. No war declared. No land sinking. Not even a blight.
Why?”

“I’ve met a lot of Doom Talkers today. Well, two, anyway,
and—"

The screen door burst wide. Fortnum’s body jerked as if he
had been struck. “What!”

Tom, a gardener’s wooden flat in his arms, stepped out on
the porch.

“Sorry,” he said. “What’s wrong, Dad?”

“Nothing.” Fortnum stood up, glad to be moving. “Is
that the crop?”

Tom moved forward, eagerly. “Part of it. Boy, they’re do-
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ing great. In just seven hours, with lots of water, look how big
the darn things are!” He set the flat on the table between his
parents.

The crop was indeed plentiful. Hundreds of small grayish
brown mushrooms were sprouting up in the damp soil.

“I'll be damned,” said Fortnum, impressed.

Cynthia put out her hand to touch the flat, then took it
away uncasily.

“I hate to be a spoilsport, but . . . there’s no way for these
to be anything clse but mushrooms, is there?”

Tom looked as if he had been insulted. “What do you think
I'm going to feed you? Poison fungoids?”

“That’s just it,” said Cynthia quickly. “How do you tell
them apart?”

“Eat ’em,” said Tom. “If you live, they’re mushrooms. If
you drop dead—well!”

He gave a great guffaw, which amused IFortnum, but only
made his mother wince. She sat back in her chair.

“I—1I don’t like them,” she said.

“Boy, oh, boy.” Tom scized the flat angrily. “When are we
going to have the next Wet Blanket Sale in this house!?”

He shuffled morosely away.

“Tom—" said Fortnum.

“Never mind,” said Tom. “Everyone figures they’ll be ruined
by the boy entrepeneur. To heck with it!”

Fortnum got inside just as Tom heaved the mushrooms,
flat and all, down the cellar stairs. He slammed the cellar door
and ran angrily out the back door.

Fortnum turned back to his wife, who, stricken, glanced
away.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “I don’t know why. I just had to say
that to Tom.”

The phone rang. Fortnum brought the phone outside on its
extension cord.

“Hugh?” It was Dorothy Willis” voice. She sounded sud-
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denly very old and very frightened. “Hugh . . . Roger isn’t
there, i1s he?”

“Dorothy? No.”

“He’s gone!” said Dorothy. “All his clothes were taken from
the closet.” She began to cry softly.

“Dorothy, hold on, I'll be there in a minute.”

“You must help, oh, you must. Something’s happened to
him, I know it,” she wailed. “Unless you do something, we'll
never see him alive again.”

Very slowly, he put the receiver back on its hook, her voice
weeping inside it. The night crickets, quite suddenly, were
very loud. He felt the hairs, one by one, go up on the back of
his neck.

Hair can’t do that, he thought. Silly, silly. It can’t do that,
not in real life, it can’t!

But, one by slow prickling one, his hair did.

The wire hangers were indeed empty. With a clatter, Fort-
num shoved them aside and down along the rod, then turncd
and looked out of the closet at Dorothy Willis and her son
Joe.

“I was just walking by,” said Joe, “and saw the closet
empty, all Dad’s clothes gone!”

“Everything was fine,” said Dorothy. “We’ve had a wonder-
ful life. I don’t understand it, I don’t, I don’t!” She began to
cry again, putting her hands to her face.

Fortnum stepped out of the closct.

“You didn’t hear him lcave the house?”

“We were playing catch out front,” said Joe. “Dad said he
had to go in for a minute. I went around back. Then—he was
gone!”

“He must have packed quickly and walked wherever he was
going, so we wouldn’t hear a cab pull up in front of the house.”

They were moving out through the hall now.

“I'll check the train depot and the airport.” Fortnum hesi-
tated. “Dorothy, is there anything in Roger’s background—"
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“It wasn’t insanity took him.” She hesitated. “I feel—some-
how—he was kidnaped.”

Fortnum shook his head. “It doesn’t scem reasonable he
would arrange to pack, walk out of the house and go mecet
his abductors.”

Dorothy opened the door as if to let the night or the night
wind move down the hall as she turned to stare back through
the rooms, her voice wandering.

“No. Somehow they came into the house. Right in front of
us, they stole him away.”

And then:

“. . . a terrible thing has happened.”

Fortnum stepped out into the night of crickets and rustling
trees. The Doom Talkers, he thought, talking their Dooms.
Mrs. Goodbody. Roger. And now Roger’s wife. Something
terrible has happened. But what, in God’s name? And how?

He looked from Dorothy to her son. Joe, blinking the wet-
ness from his eyes, took a long time to turn, walk along the
hall and stop, fingering the knob of the cellar door.

Fortnum felt his eyelids twitch, his iris flex, as if he were
snapping a picture of something he wanted to remember.

Joe pulled the cellar door wide, stepped down out of sight,
gone. The door tapped shut.

Fortnum opened his mouth to speak, but Dorothy’s hand
was taking his now, he had to look at her.

“Please,” she said. “Find him for me.”

He kissed her cheek. “If it’s humanly possible . . .

If it’s humanly possible. Good Lord, why had he picked
those words?

He walked off into the summer night.

b4

A gasp, an exhalation, a gasp, an exhalation, an asthmatic
imsuck, a vaporing snceze. Somcone dying in the dark? No.
Just Mrs. Goodbody, unseen bevond the hedge, working
late, her hand-pump aimed, her bony elbow thrusting. The
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sick-sweet smell of bug-spray enveloped Fortnum heavily as
he reached his house.

“Mrs. Goodbody? Still at it?!”

I'rom the black hedge, her voice leapt:

“Damn it, yes! Aphids, waterbugs, woodworms and now the
marasmius oreades. Lord, it grows fast!”

“What does?”

“The marasmius oreades, of course! It’s me against them,
and I intend to win. There! There! There!”

He left the hedge, the gasping pump, the wheezing voice,
and found his wife waiting for him on the porch almost as
if she were going to take up where Dorothy had left off at her
door a few minutes ago.

Fortnum was about to speak, when a shadow moved inside.
There was a creaking noise. A knob rattled.

Tom vanished into the basement.

Fortnum felt as if someone had set off an explosion in his
face. He reeled. Everything had the numbed familiarity of
those waking dreams where all motions are remembered be-
fore they occur, all dialogue known before it fell from the lips.

He found himself staring at the shut basement door. Cyn-
thia took him inside, amused.

“What? Tom? Oh, I relented. The darn mushrooms meant
so much to him. Besides, when he threw them into the cellar,
they did nicely, just lying in the dirt.”

“Did they?” Fortnum heard himself say.

Cynthia took his arm. “What about Roger?”

“He’s gone, yes.”

“Men, men, men,” she said.

“No, you’re wrong,” he said. “I saw Roger every day for
the last ten years. When you know a man that well, you can
tell how things arc at home, whether things are in the oven or
the mixmaster. Death hadn’t breathed down his neck yet. He
wasn’t running scared after his immortal youth, picking
peaches in someone else’s orchards. No, no, I swear, I'd bet
my last dollar on it, Roger—”
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The doorbell rang behind him. The delivery boy had come
up quietly onto the porch and was standing there with a tele-
gram in his hand.

“Fortnum?” :

Cynthia snapped on the hall light as he ripped the envelop
open and smoothed it out for reading.

“TRAVELING NEW ORLEANS. THIS TELEGRAM POSSIBLE OFF-
GUARD MOMENT. YOU MUST REFUSE, REPEAT REFUSE, ALL
SPECIAL DELIVERY PACKAGES! ROGER.”

Cynthia glanced up from the paper.

“I don’t understand. What does he mean?”

But Fortnum was already at the telephone, dialing swiftly,
once. “Operator? The police, and hurry!”

At ten-fifteen that night, the phone rang for the sixth time
during the evening. Fortnum got it, and immediately gasped.
“Roger! Where are you?!”

“Where am I, hell,” said Roger lightly, almost amused. “You
know very well where I am. You're responsible for this. I
should be angry!”

Cynthia, at his nod, had hurried to take the extension phonc
in the kitchen. When he heard the soft click, he went on.

“Roger, T swear I don’t know. I got that tclegram from
you—"

“What telegram?” said Roger, jovially. “I sent no telegram.
Now, of a sudden, the police come pouring onto the south-
bound train, pull me off in some jerkwater, and I'm calling
you to get them off my neck. Hugh, if this is some joke—"

“But, Roger, you just vanished!”

“On a business trip. If you can call that vanishing. T told
Dorothy about this, and Joe.”

“T'his is all very confusing, Roger. You're in no danger? No-
body’s blackmailing you, forcing you into this speech?”

“I'm fine, healthy, free and unafraid.”

“But, Roger, your premonitions . . . ?”
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“Poppycock! Now, look, I'm being very good about this,
aren’t I?”

“Sure, Roger.”

“Then play the good father and give me permission to go.
Call Dorothy and tell her I'll be back in five days. How
could she have forgotten?”

“She did, Roger. See you in five days, then?”

“Five days, 1 swear.”

The voice was indeed winning and warm, the old Roger
again. Fortnum shook his head, more bewildered than before.

“Roger,” he said, “this is the craziest day I've ever spent.
You're not running off from Dorothy? Good Lord, you can
tell me.”

“I love her with all my heart. Now, here’s Lieutenant
Parker of the Ridgetown police. Good-by, Hugh.”

“Good—"

But the lieutenant was on the line, talking angrily. What
had Fortnum meant putting them to this trouble? What was
going on? Who did he think he was? Did or didn’t he want
this so-called friend held or released?

“Released,” Fortnum managed to say somewhere along the
way, and hung up the phone and imagined he heard a voice
call all aboard and the massive thunder of the train leaving the
station two hundred miles south in the somehow increasingly
dark night.

Cynthia walked very slowly into the parlor.

“I feel so foolish,” she said.

“How do you think I feel?”

“Who could have sent that telegram? And why?”

He poured himself some scotch and stood in the middle of
the room looking at it.

“I'm glad Roger is all right,” his wife said, at last.

“He isn’t,” said Fortnum.

“But you just said—"

“I said nothing. After all, we couldn’t very well drag him
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off that train and truss him up and send him home, could we,
if he insisted he was okay? No. He sent that telegram, but he
changed his mind after sending it. Why, why, why?” Fortnum
paced the room, sipping the drink. “Why warn us against
special delivery packages? The only package we've got this
year which fits that description is the one Tom got this morn-
ing—” His voice trailed off.

Before he could move, Cynthia was at the wastepaper
basket taking out the crumpled wrapping paper with the spe-
cial-delivery stamps on it.

The postmark read: NEW ORLEANS, LA.

Cynthia looked up from it. “New Orleans. Isn’t that where
Roger is heading right now?”

A doorknob rattled, a door opened and closed in Fortnum’s
mind. Another doorknob rattled, another door swung wide
and then shut. There was a smell of damp earth.

He found his hand dialing the phone. After a long while,
Dorothy Willis answered at the other end. He could imagine
her sitting alone in a house with too many lights on. He
talked quietly with her awhile, then cleared his throat and
said, “Dorothy, look. I know it sounds silly. Did any special
delivery airmail packages arrive at your house the last few
days?”

Her voice was faint. “No.” Then: “No, wait. Three days
ago. But I thought you knew! All the boys on the block are
going in for it.”

Fortnum measured his words carefully.

“Going in for what?”

“But why ask?” shc said. “There’s nothing wrong with
raising mushrooms, is there?”

Fortnum closed his eyes.

“Hugh? Are you still there?” asked Dorothy. “I said: there’s
nothing wrong with—"

“—raising mushrooms?” said Fortnum, at last. “No. Noth-
ing wrong. Nothing wrong.”

And slowly he put down the phone.
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The curtains blew like veils of moonlight. The clock ticked.
The after-midnight world flowed into and filled the bedroom.
He heard Mrs. Goodbody’s clear voice on this morning’s air,
a million years gone now. He heard Roger putting a cloud
over the sun at noon. He heard the police damning him by
phone from downstate. Then Roger’s voice again, with the
locomotive thunder hurrying him away and away, fading. And
finally, Mrs. Goodbody’s voice behind the hedge:

“Lord, it grows fast!”

“What does?”

“Marasmium oreades!”

He snapped his eyes open. He sat up.

Downstairs, a moment later, he flicked through the una-
bridged dictionary.

His forefinger underlined the words:

“Marasmius oreades: a mushroom commonly found on

lawns in summer and early autumn.”
He let the book fall shut.

Outside, in the deecp summer night, he lit a cigarette and
smoked quietly.

A meteor fell across space, burning itself out quickly. The
trees rustled softly.

The front door tapped shut.

Cynthia moved toward him in her robe.

“Can’t sleep?”

“Too warm, I guess.”

“It’s not warm.”

“No,” he said, feeling his arms. “In fact, it’s cold.” He
sucked on the cigarette twice, then, not looking at her, said,
“Cynthia . . . What if . . . ?” He snorted and had to stop.
“Well, what if Roger was right this morning? Mrs. Goodbody,
what if she’s right, too? Something terrible is happening.
Like—well—" he nodded at the sky and the million stars—
“Earth being invaded by things from other worlds, maybe.”

“Hugh!”
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“No, let me run wild.”

“It’s quite obvious we’re not being invaded or we’d notice.”

“Let’s say we've only half-noticed, become uncasy about
something. What? How could we be invaded? By what
means would creatures invade?”

Cynthia looked at the sky and was about to try something
when he interrupted.

“No, not meteors or flying saucers. Not things we can see.
What about bacteria? That comes from outer space, too,
doesn’t it?”

“I rcad once, yes—"

“Spores, seeds, pollens, viruses probably bombard our at-
mosphere by the billions every second and have done so for
millions of years. Right now we’re sitting out under an invis-
ible rain. It falls all over the country, the cities, the towns,
and right now . . . our lawn.”

“Our lawn?”

“And Mrs. Goodbody’s. But people like her are always
pulling weeds, spraying poison, kicking toadstools off their
grass. It would be hard for any strange life form to survive in
cities. Weather’'s a problem, too. Best climate might be
South: Alabama, Georgia, Louisiana. Back in the damp bay-
ous, they could grow to a fine size.”

But Cynthia was beginning to laugh now.

“Oh, really, vou don’t believe, do you, that this Great
Bayou or Whatever Greenhouse Novelty Company that sent
"Tom his package 1s owned and operated by six foot tall mush-
rooms from another planet?”

“If you put it that way, it sounds funny,” he admitted.

“Funny! It's hilarious!” She threw her head back deli-
ciously.

“Good grief!” he cried, suddenly irritated. “Something’s
going on! Mrs. Goodbody is rooting out and killing maras-
mium oreades. What is marasmium oreades? ‘A certain kind
of mushroom. Simultancously, and I suppose you'll call it
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coincidence, by special delivery, what arrives the same day?
Mushrooms for Tom! What else happens? Roger fears he may
soon ceasc to be! Within hours, he vanishes, then telegraphs
us, warning us not to accept what? The special-delivery mush-
rooms for Tom! Has Roger’s son got a similar package in
the last few days? He has!. Where do the packages come from?
New Orleans! And where is Roger going when he vanishes?
New Orleans! Do you see, Cynthia, do you see? I wouldn’t
be upset if all these separate things didn’t lock together!
Roger, Tom, Joe, mushrooms, Mrs. Goodbody, packages, des-
tinations, everything in one pattern!”

She was watching his face now, quieter, but still amused.
“Don’t get angry.”

“I'm not!” Fortnum almost shouted. And then he simply
could not go on. He was afraid that if he did, he would find
himself shouting with laughter, too, and somehow he did not
want that. He stared at the surrounding houses up and down
the block and thought of the dark cellars and the neighbor
boys who read Popular Mechanics and sent their money in by
the millions to raise the mushrooms hidden away. Just as he,
when a boy, had mailed off for chemicals, seeds, turtles, num-
berless salves and sickish ointments. In how many million
American homes tonight were billions of mushrooms rous-
ing up under the ministrations of the innocent?

“Hugh?” His wife was touching his arm now. “Mushrooms,
even big ones, can’t think. They can’t move. They don’t
have arms and legs. How could they run a mail-order service
and ‘take over’ the world? Come on, now. Let’s look at your
terrible fiends and monsters!”

She pulled him toward the door. Inside, she headed for the
cellar, but he stopped, shaking his head, a foolish smile shap-
ing itself somehow to his mouth. “No, no, I know what we’ll
find. You win. The whole thing’s silly. Roger will be back
next week and we'll all get drunk together. Go on up to bed
now and I'll drink a glass of warm milk and be with you in a
minute . . . well, a couple of minutes . . .”
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“That’s better!” She kissed him on both cheeks, squeezed
him and went away up the stairs.

In the kitchen, he took out a glass, opened the refrigerator
and was pouring the milk when he stopped suddenly.

Near the front of the top shelf was a small yellow dish. It
was not the dish that held his attention, however. It was what
lay 1n the dish.

The fresh-cut mushrooms.

He must have stood there for half a minute, his breath
frosting the refrigerated air, before he reached out, took hold
of the dish, sniffed it, felt the mushrooms, then at last, carry-
ing the dish, went out into the hall. He looked up the stairs,
hearing Cynthia moving about in the bedroom, and was about
to call up to her, “Cynthia, did you put these in the refrig-
erator!?”

Then he stopped. He knew her answer. She had not.

He put the dish of mushrooms on the newel-upright at the
bottom of the stairs and stood looking at them. He imagined
himsclf, in bed later, looking at the walls, the open windows,
watching the moonlight sift patterns on the ceiling. He heard
himself saying, Cynthia? And her answering, yes? And him
saying, there is a way for mushrooms to grow arms and legs
.. . What? she would say, silly, silly man, what? And he would
gather courage against her hilarious reaction and go on, what
if a man wandered through the swamp, picked the mush-
rooms, and ate them . . . ?

No response from Cynthia.

Once inside the man, would the mushrooms spread through
his blood, take over every cell, and change the man from a
man to a—Martian? Given this theory, would the mushroom
need its own arms and legs? No, not when it could borrow
people, live inside and become them. Roger ate mushrooms
given him by his son. Roger became “something else.” He
kidnaped himself. And in one last flash of sanity, of being
“himsclf” he telegraphed us, warning us not to accept the spe-
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cial-delivery mushrooms. The “Roger” that telephoned later
was no longer Roger but a captive of what he had catenl
Doesn’t that figure, Cynthia? Doesn’t it, doesn’t 1t?

No, said the imagined Cynthia, no, it doesn’t figure, no,
no, no . . .

There was the faintest whisper, rustle, stir from the cellar.
Taking his cyes from the bowl, Fortnum walked to the ccl-
lar door and put his ear to it.

“Tom?”

No answer.

“Tom, are you down there?”

No answer.

“T'om?”

After a long while, Tom’s voice came up from below.

“Yes, Dad?”

“It’s after midnight,” said Fortnum, fighting to keep his
voice from going high. “What are you doing down there?”

No answer.

“I said—"

“Tending to my crop,” said the boy at last, his voice cold
and faint.

“Well, get the hell out of there! You hear me!?”

Silence.

“Tom? Listen! Did you put some mushrooms in the re-
frigerator tonight? If so, why?”

Ten seconds must have ticked by before the boy replied
from below. “For you and Mom to cat, of course.”

Fortnum heard his heart moving swiftly, and had to take
three deep breaths before he could go on.

“Tom? You didn’t . . . that is . . . you haven’t by any
chance eaten some of the mushroom yourself, have you?”

“Funny you ask that,” said Tom. “Yes. Tonight. On a
sandwich after supper. Why?”

Fortnum held to the doorknob. Now it was his turn not
to answer. He fclt his knees beginning to melt and he fought
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the whole silly senseless fool thing. No reason, he tried to say,
but his lips wouldn’t move.

“Dad?” called Tom softly from the cellar. “Come on
down.” Another pause. “I want you to see the harvest.”

Fortnum felt the knob slip in his sweaty hand. The knob
rattled. He gasped.

“Dad?” called Tom softly.

Fortnum opened the door.

The cellar was completely black below.

He stretched his hand in toward the light switch. As if sens-
ing this intrusion, from somewhere Tom said:

“Don’t. Light’s bad for the mushrooms.”

Fortnum took his hand off the switch.

He swallowed. He looked back at the stair leading up to his
wife. I suppose, he thought, I should go say good-by to Cyn-
thia. But why should I think that! Why should I think that
at all? No reason, is there?

None.

“Tom?” he said, affecting a jaunty air. “Ready or not, here
I come!”

And stepping down in darkness, he shut the door.



THE TAIL-TIED KINGS

By Avram Davidson

He brought Them water, one by one.

“The water is sweet, One-Eye,” said a Mother. “Very
sweet.”

“Many bring Us water,” a second Mother said, “but the
water you bring is sweet.”

“Because his breath is sweet,” said a third Mother.

The One-Eye paused, about to leave. “I would tell you of
a good thing,” a Father said, “which none others know, only
We. I may tell him, softly, in his ear, may I not?”

In his corner, Keeper stirred. A Mother and a Father
raised their voices. “It is colder now,” They said. “Outside:
frost. A white thing on the ground, and burns. We have heard.
Frost.” Keeper grunted, did not move. “Colder, less food, less
water, We have heard, but for Us always food, always water,
water, food, food . . .” They went on. Keeper did not move.

“Come closer,” said the Father, softly. “I will tell you of
a good thing, while Keeper sleeps.” The Father’s voice was
deep and rich. “Come to my mouth. A secret thing. One-Eye.”

“I may not come, Father,” said the One-Eye, uncertainly.
“Only to bring water.”

“You may come,” said a Mother. Her voice was like milk,
her voice was good. “Your breath is sweet. Come, listen.
Come.”

Another Father said, “You will be cold, alone. Come among
Us and be warm.” The One-Eye moved his head from side to
side, and he muttered.
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“There is food here and you will eat,” the other Father
said. The One-Eve moved a few steps, then hesitated.

“Come and mate with me,” said the milk-voiced Mother.
“It is my time. Come.”

The One-Eye perceived that it was indeed her time and he
darted forward, but the Keeper blocked his way.

“Go, bring water for Them to drink,” said Keeper. He was
huge.

“He has water for Us now,” a Mother said, plaintively.
“Stupid Keeper. We are thirsty. Why do you stop him?”

A Father said, “He has water in his mouth which he has
brought for Us. Step aside and let him pass. Oh, it is an ugly,
stupid Keeper!”

“] have water in my mouth which I have brought for
Them,” the One-Eye said. “Step aside and—" He stopped, as
they burst into jeers and titters.

The Keeper was not even angry. “There was nothing in your
mouth but a lie. Now, go.”

Too late, the One-Eye perceived his mistake. “I may sleep,”
he muttered.

“Sleep, then. But go.” Keeper bared his tecth. The One-
Eye shrank back, and turned and slunk away. Behind him he
heard the Mother in her milk-voice say, “It was a stupid One-
Eye, Father.”

“And now,” the Father said. The One-Eye heard their
mating as he went.

Sometimes he had tried to run away, but everywhere there
were others who stopped him. “It is a One-Eye, and too far
away. Go to vour place, One-Eye. Go to your duty, bring
water for the Mothers and Fathers, take Their food to the
Keeper, go back, go back, One-Eye, go back,” they cried, sur-
rounding him, driving him from the way he would go.

“1 will not be a One-Eye any longer,” he protested.

They jeered and mocked. “Will vou grow another eye, then?
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Back, back: it is The Race which orders you!” And they had
nipped him and forced him back.

Once, he had said, “I will see the goldshining!”

There was an old one who said, “Return, then, One-Eye and
I will show you the goldshining on the way.” And the old one
lifted a round thing and it glittered gold. He cried out with
surprise and pleasure.

Then, “I thought it would be bigger,” he said.

“Return, One-Eye, or you will be killed,” the old one said.
“Outside is not for you. Return . . . Not that way! That way
is a death thing. Mark it well. This way. Go. And be quick
—there may be dogs.”

There was some times a new one to instruct, blood wet in
the socket, at the place of water, to drink his fill and then
fill his mouth and go to the Fathers and Mothers, not to swal-
low a drop, to learn the long way and the turnings, down
and down in the darkness, past the Keeper, mouth to mouth
to the Fathers and Mothers. Again and again.

“Why are They bound?” a new one asked.

“Why are we half-blinded? It is The Race which orders.
It is The Race which collects the food that other One-Eyes
bring to Kecper, and he stores it and feeds Them.”

“Why?”

They paused, water dripping from above into the pool.
Why? To eat and drink must be or else death. But why does
The Race order Fathers and Mothers to be bound so that
they cannot find their own food and water? “I am only a stu-
pid Onc-Eye. But I think the Fathers and Mothers would tell
me . . . There was mention of a sccret thing . . . The Keeper
would not let me listen after that . . .”

“That is a big Keeper, and his tecth are sharp!”

Water fell in gouts from overhead and splashed into the
pool. They filled their mouths and started down. When he
had emptied the last drop in his mouth he whispered,
“Mother, I would hear the secret thing.”

She stiffened. Then she clutched at him. The other Fathers
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and Mothers ceased speaking and moving. At the entrance
the Keeper sat up. “What is it?” he called. There was alarm in
his voice, and it quavered.

“A strange sound,” said a Father. “Keeper, listen!” Then—
“Slaves?” he whispered.

The Keeper moved his head from side to side. The Fathers
and Mothers were all quite still. “I hear nothing,” Kceper
said, uncertainly.

“Keeper, you are old, your senses are dulled,” the deep-
voiced Father said. “We say there is a strange noise! There is
danger! Go and see—go now!”

The Keeper became agitated. “I may not leave,” he pro-
tested. “It is The Race which orders me to stav here—"

Fathers and Mothers together cried out at him. “The Racel!
The Race! We are The Race! Go and find out the danger to
Us!”

“The One-Eye—where is the One-Eye? T will send him!”
But they cried that the One-Eye had left (as, indeed, one of
them had), and so, finally, gibbering and muttering, he lum-
bered up the passageway.

As soon as he had left, the milk-voiced Mother began to
caress and stroke the One-Eye, saying that he was clever and
good, that his brcath was sweet, that—

“There is no time for that, Mother,” she was interrupted.
“Tell him the secret. Quick! Quick!”

“Before you were made a One-Eye and were set apart to
serve Us, with whom did you first mate?” she asked.

“With the sisters in my own litter, of course.”

“Of course . . . for they were nearest. And after that, with
the mother of your own litter. Your sire was perhaps an older
brother. After that you would have mated with daughters,
with aunts . . 7

“Of course.”

The Mother asked if he did not know that this incessant
inbreeding could eventually weaken The Race.

“I did not know.”
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She lifted her head, listened. “The stupid Keeper is not re-
turning yet. Good . . . It is so, One-Eye. Blindness, deafness,
deformation, aborting, madness, still-births. All these occur
from time to time in every litter. And when flaw mates with
flaw and no new blood enters the line, The Race weakens.
Is it not so, Fathers and Mothers?”

They answered, “Mother, it is so.”

The One-Eye asked, “Is this, then, the sccret? A Father told
me that the secret was a good thing, and this i1s a bad thing.”

Be silent, They told him, and listen.

In her milk-rich voice the Mother went on, “But We are not
born of the same litter, We are not sib, not even near kin.
From time to time there is a choosing made of the strongest
and cleverest of many litters. And out of these further selec-
tions. And then a final choosing—eight, perhaps, or ten, or
twelve. With two, or at most, three males to be Fathers, and
the rest females. And these, the chosen of the best of the
young, are taken to a place very far from the outside, very safe
from danger, and a Keeper set to guard them, and One-Eyes
set apart to bring them food and water . . .V

A Father continued the story. “It is of Ourselves that We
are talking. They bound Us together, tied Us tightly with
many knots, tail to tail together, so that it was impossible
to run away. We had no need to face danger above, no need to
forage. We had only to eat, to drink, to grow strong—and you
sec that we are far larger than you—and to mate. All this as
The Race has ordered.”

“I'sce . . . I did not know. This is a good thing, yes. It is
wise.”

The Mothers and Fathers cried out at this. “It is not
good!” They declared. “It is not wise! It is not right! To bind
Us together when We were young and unknowing was well,
yes. But to keep Us bound now is not well. We, too, would
walk freely about! We would see the goldshining and the
slaves, not to stay bound in the dimness here!”

“One-Eye!” They cried. “You were set apart to serve Us—"
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“Yes,” he muttered. “I will bring water.”

But this was not what They wanted of him. “One-Eye,”
They whispered, “good, handsome, clever, young, swect-
breathed One-Eye. Set Us free! Unloose the knots! We cannot
reach them, you can reach them—"

He protested. “I dare not!”

Their voices rose angrily. “You must! It is The Race which
orders! We would rule and We will rule and you will rule with
Us!”
“ . mate with Us!” In his ear, a Mother’s voice. He
shivered.

Again, they spoke in whispers, hissing. “Sec, One-Eve, you
must know where there are death places and food sct out
which must not be eaten. Bring such food here, sct it down.
We will know. We will see that Keeper cats it, when he re-
turns. Then, One-Eye, then—"

Suddenly, silence.

All heads were raised.

A Father’s deep voice was shrill with fear. “That 1s smoke!”

But another Father said, “The Race will sce that no harm
comes to Us.” And the others all repeated his assurance. They
moved to and fro, in Their odd, circumscribed way, a few
paces to each side, and around, and over cach other, and back.
They were waiting.

It scemed to the One-Eye that the smoke grew thicker. And
a Mother said, “While We wait, let Us listen for Keeper
and for the steps of those The Race will send to rescue Us.
Mecanwhile, you, One-Eye, try the knots. Test the knots, sce
if you can set Us free.”

“What is this talk of ‘try’ and ‘test’ and ‘sce’?” a Father
then demanded. “He has only to act and it is done! Have We
not discussed this amongst Ourselves, always, always? Are We
not agreed?”

A second Mother said, “It is so. The One-Eye has freedom,
full freedom of movement, while We have not; he can reach
the knots and We can not. Come, One-Ilye. Act. And while
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you sct Us free, We will listen, and when We arc free, We will
not nced to wait longer for Keeper and the others. Why do
they not come?” she concluded, querulous and uncertain.

And they cried to him to untie Them, sct Them frce, and
grcat things would be his with Them; and, “If not,” They
shrilled, “We will kill you!”

They pushed him off and ordered him to begin. The smell of
the smoke was strong.

Presently he said, “I can do nothing. The knots are too
tight.”

“We will kill you!” they clamored. “It is not so! We are
agreed it is not!” And again and again he tricd, but could
do nothing.

“Listen, Mothers and Fathers,” the milk-voiced one said.
“There is not time. No one comes. The Race has abandoned
Us. There must be danger to them; rather than risk, they will
let Us dic and then they will make another choosing for new
Mothers and Fathers.”

Silence. They listened, strained, snuffed the heavy air.

Then, screaming, terrified, the others leaped up, fell back,
tumbling over each other. A Mother’s voicc—soft, warm,
rich, sweet—spoke. “There is one thing alone. Since the knots
will not loose, they must be severed. One-Eye! Your tecth.
Quickly! Now!”

The others crouched and cringed, panting. The One-Eye
sank his teeth into the living knot, and, instantly a Father
screamed and lunged forward, cried stop.

“That is pain!” he whimpered. “I have not fclt pain before,
I cannot bear it. Keeper will come, the others will save Us,
The Race—"

And none would listen to the Mother.

“Mother, T am afraid,” the One-Eye said. “The smoke 1s
thicker.”

“Go, then, save yourself,” she said.

“I will not leave without you.”

“I? T am part of the wholc. Go. Save yourself.”
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But still he would not, and again he crept up to her.

They came at last to the end of the passage. They could
not count the full number of the dead. The smoke was gone
now. The Mother clung to him with her fore limbs. Her hind
limbs dragged. She was weak, weak from the unaccustomed
labor of walking, weak from the trail of thick, red blood she
left behind from the wound which set her free.

“Is this outside?” she asked.

“I think so. Yes, it must be. See! Overhead—the goldshin-
ing! The rest I do not know,” the One-Eye answered.

“So that is the goldshining. I have heard—Yes, and the rest,
I have heard, too. Those are the houses of the slaves and there
arc the fields the slaves tend, and from which they make the
food which they store up for Us. Come, help me, for I must go
slowly; and we will find a place for Us. We will mate, for We
are now The Race.” Her voice was like milk. “And our num-
bers will not end.”

He said, “Yes, Mother. Our numbers will not end.”

With his single eye he scanned Outside—the Upper
World of the slaves who thought themselves masters, who,
with trap and terrier and ferret and poison and smoke, warred
incessantly against The Race. Did they think that even this
great slaughter was victory? If so, they were deccived. It had
only been a skirmish.

The slaves were slaves still; the tail-tied ones were kings.

“Come, Mother,” he said. And, slowlv and painfully, and
with absolute certainty, he and his new mate set out to take
possession of the world.
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By Robert Bloch

“Let him alone,” said Stephen’s father. “It’s a phase they all go
through. He'll snap out of it.”

Stephen didn’t really believe he was ever going to snap
out of it, but he was grateful that his folks let him alone.
He wasn’t worried what they thought, just as long as they
allowed him to watch the viddies.

Because his father was rich and connected with the univer-
sity labs, Stephen had his own viddie set. While his parents
indulged their normal tastes and watched the adult mush on
the wall downstairs, Stephen stayed in his room and his own
world.

It was a wonderful world for any thirteen-year-old—the
world called the Good Old Days. There were all kinds of viddie
shows about the golden pioneer era of seventy-five years ago,
the marvelous time when heroes like Dion O’Bannion and
Hymie Weiss walked the Earth.

Stephen watched a show called Big Jim—about Big Jim
Colosimo and his lovable friends. He watched The En-
forcer; that was the one about Frank Nitti. He was a man of
action, like the heroes of Johnny Torrio and Legs Diamond.
The Legs Diamond show was very exciting, because Legs
was the one who always danced his way around the bullets in
a gang war. That was how he got his name.

Stephen learned a lot about the people who had lived in the
romantic past. He knew about flashy gambling men like fancy
Arnold Rothstein, who was so suave, and wild rascals like
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Bugs Moran. There was a new show out called The Great
Dillinger, and that was pretty good. But the best of all was
Stephen’s favorite—Scarface Al. No wonder it was right up
there on top with all the kids; its hero was Scarface Al Capone,
the Robin Hood of Chicago, who took from the rich and gave
to the poor.

Lots of times Stephen found himself humming the
theme song, which went:

Al Capone, Al Capone,

A mighty man who walked alone—
Wherever daring deeds are known,
Men sing the praise of Al Capone.

Stephen liked the way the machine guns came in on the
end of the last line.

But then he liked everything about Al Capone; the way he
got his scar—defending his sister from the crooked prohibi-
tion agents; the way he disguised himself as “Mr. Brown”
when he was fighting the wicked cops and the thieving poli-
ticians of Chicago. Stephen knew all about Al Capone, rid-
ing in from his hideout in Cicero to bring justice to Chicago
and save pretty girls from the evil Vice Squad men.

Stephen joined the “Scarface Al Club” and ate enough
cereal to get himself the complete prize outfit—the artificial
scar to wear, the bulletproof vest and everything.

He might have been a very happy boy if he hadn’t found
his uncle’s subjectivity reactor.

It was a big machine, resembling nothing quite so much as
the genetic control, which his uncle had also invented. The
genetic control was a large box in which a woman could sit
and be bombarded by radiations which would eradicate reces-
sive and undesirable traits in her ova, thus leading to the re-
production of healthy offspring. This apparatus, marketed
under the popular name of “Heir Conditioner,” was an im-
mediate success because it was a failure. Nothing really hap-



CRIME MACHINE 51

pened, but the woman who used it felt better; in that respect
it resembled a face cream and had the additional advantage of
being much more expensive.

The machine which Stephen found—the subjectivity re-
actor—was a failure because it was a success. Not an immedi-
ate failure, for it was never manufactured or marketed, but a
gradual failure. His uncle had devised it while still a young
man, many years ago, and it too was a large box which con-
tained a variety of mechanisms. Under their stimulus, the
subject became capable of materializing, in tangible three-
dimensional form, his immediate thought patterns.

The gradual failure came about because his uncle had ex-
perimented upon himself, and pretty soon his home was
overflowing with tangible three-dimensional forms to which
his wife objected; most particularly to the redheads.

Consequently the subjectivity reactor was carted off to the
storage building behind the university labs where Stephen’s
uncle and father both worked, and no one ever mentioned
that it was also capable, by virtue of the same principle of
materializing thought, of acting as a time machine.

Stephen himself found it out by accident one day when he
was playing around, exploring the deserted warehouse prem-
ises. He noticed the boxlike apparatus and crawled inside, pre-
tending for the moment that he was a hero like Pretty-Boy
Floyd, hiding out from the dirty old Feds. He didn’t pay much
attention to the blinking lights and whirling mirrors which
became self-activating the moment he stepped inside and
closed the door; he was wishing he had a gat to protect him-
self in case that arch-fiend J. Edgar Hoover showed up. He'd
show him!

“All right, copper—you asked for it.” And he’d reach in his
pocket and pull out his gat, like this, and—

Stephen felt the weight before he saw it. And then he did
pull his hand out of his pocket and he was holding a gat. A
real roscoe, a genuine equalizer. Stephen stared at it, his
thoughts whirling faster than the mirrors.
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The gun—where did it come from? He’d just thought about
it and it was here; how could that be? Actually, he hadn’t
even thought, just wished. The way he wished he had been
around back in the Good Old Days, the way he was wishing
now. He’d give anything to see real live American History in
the making, like that morning of St. Valentine’s Day in the
garage on Clark Street . . .

The mirrors revved faster and suddenly they disappeared.
Everything disappeared. It was like a viddie dissolve, so Ste-
phen wasn'’t frightened. He knew the next scene would come
up right after the commercial. Only this wasn’t viddie and
there was no commercial. The next scene came up when the
blurring stopped and he found himself sitting in the same
box, the mirrors still whirring and he heard the noise outside.
Stephen blinked, tugged at the door of the compartment,
opened it, and saw the machine guns spit.

He knew where he was now. He’d seen it a dozen times on
viddie, imagined it a thousand more. The garage, at eleven
o’clock in the morning; the two executioners disguised in the
uniforms of the hated police were mowing down the seven
finks.

Stephen, in the subjectivity reactor, had materialized at the
very instant the fining started. For thirty seconds Stephen
stared at the finks as they writhed and fell. And during those
thirty scconds the finks became men. Men who wriggled and
flopped after the bullets struck, until the two swarthy hoods
in uniform stepped up and completed their work with revolv-
ers. There was blood on the wall and floor, and a terrible,
acrid odor. The two men noticed it, too, and commented
harshly in Italian. One of them laughed and spat on the floor.

Stephen wasn’t laughing and he felt that unless he got out
of here right away he’d do more than spit. He started to close
the door and it was then that the executioners looked up and
saw him.,
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“What the hell—" said the short one, and raised his revolver.
His taller companion slapped it out of his hand.

“Wait,” he said. He stooped, picked up the machine gun,
and faced Stephen in the doorway of the compartment. “Aw-
right, kid, how you get in here? Where you come from?” He
raised the muzzle of his weapon. “C’mon, talk!”

Stephen talked. It was hard to, with the choking in his
throat as he watched the machine-gun muzzle that was like a
cruel mouth—almost as cruel as the mouth of the man who
held it. It was hard to explain, too, and he wasn’t sure he un-
derstood the situation himself. Certainly the shorter assassin
didn’t understand, because he nudged his companion and
said, “He’s nuts! Hurry up and give it to him—we gotta get
outa here!”

The big man with the machine gun shook his head.
“Shaddup and listen. Dincha hear? This thing goes through
time. It’s a time machine. Aincha never heard?”

“Porko Dio! No such thing—"

“No such thing now.” The big man nodded. “But maybe
they invent it later on. That’s where this kid comes from.
How else you figure he got here if not like that?”

“So?”

“So you wanna get outa here, right?”

“Sure, to St. Louis. That’s where Al said we’d get the pay-
oft—"

“You know what kinda payoff we end up with.” The big
man made a nasty noise in his throat. “But suppose we really
get out. Suppose we go back with the kid here.”

He took a step forward. “Awright, kid, whaddya say?”
He stared at Stephen.

Stephen stared back, into his face and the face of his com-
panion. Here was his chance to take two real live gangsters
back into his own world, his own time. It was something
he’d always dreamed of. Only he had never dreamed they
really looked and talked like this. And he had never dreamed
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the reality he glimpsed over their shoulders; the torn, huddled,
oozing reality on the garage floor. Now he knew all there
was to know about the Good Old Days.

The big man raised his weapon. “Hurry up! We ain’t got
all day. Whaddya say?”

Stephen knew he himsclf didn’t have all day, or even
another minute. Fortunately, thanks to the viddies, he knew
what to say and how to say it. His hand squcezed the trigger
inside his coat pocket. First the small man went down and
then the big man.

As the big man fell there was a short, staccato burst
from the machine gun. Several bullets punctured the shell of
the compartment. But by this time Stephen had slammed
the door of the subjectivity reactor and hurled himself to the
floor in quivering panic, wishing with all his being that he was
back where he belonged . . .

He might have had a hard time explaining the presence of
the gat if he hadn’t wished so strongly that it would disappear.
As it was, he emerged from the subjectivity reactor completely
unscathed. To all intents and appearances, Stephen was un-
changed by his experience.

The thing of it was that from then on he never watched
Scarface Al any more.

“He’s growing up,” his mother said proudly.

“What did I tell you?” his father said. “I knew he’d get
over it. All it takes is time.”

When he said, “All it takes is time,” he suddenly remem-
bered Stephen’s visit to the old storage building. That night
he made a trip there himsclf to confirm his suspicions.

And there, as he expected, he found the subjectivity reactor
—and the telltale impressions left by the machine-gun bullets.

IFunny thing, they didn’t penctrate with half the force of
the old Colt .455. Stephen's father stopped until he found
the holes near the bottom of the machine. Stephen’s father
remembered the day those shots had been fired.
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By Lester Del Rey

It was later than Danicl Shawn had thought when they
finally came out of the little farm house and headed for the
big car of Tommy Rogers. It was almost sundown. And there
had been a light rain.

He took a slow breath, almost tasting the vigor of the air.

Strange that it should be late, though. Time had seemed to
go so slowly. The whole visit of Professor Rogers had been
a mistake that was hard on both of them. Now it was ending
clumsily, as it had begun and continued in awkwardness. Once
Tommy had been his friend. But that was before Tommy
went into Administration and Shawn had given it all up to
come back here to the little Minnesota farm where he had
been born.

“A rainbow!” Tommy exclaimed suddenly. “I haven’t seen
one In years.”

“Nor missed it, I'll warrant,” Shawn guessed, raising his
eyes to see it. It lay in the gap between the locust trees, add-
ing a jewcled light to their dark greenness.

Tommy laughed his administrator’s unoffended laugh and
glanced back over the little farmyard before climbing into the
car. “What do vou find here, Dan? Kerosene lamps, outdoor
plumbing, not even a radio. 1 still say it’s no place for you—
when vou could take over the Chair of History if you'd be
sensible.”

“I was born here,” Shawn replied, evading the part of the
question he didn’t want to answer.
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“But that was forty-five years ago!”

Shawn nodded. “Yes. And sometimes, I think, so was the
reality of myself. Let it be, Tommy, and I'll ride into Utica
with you.”

Tommy couldn’t let it go, of course. There was that in the
man which hated any way of life he could not understand.
Maybe that was why he’d once studied sociology, only to find
that the science could never supply enough answers. He re-
peated his question as the motor started.

“I den’t know,” Shawn answered slowly, fumbling for his
pipe as he tried again to answer it to himself. “Something I
almost saw as a child and then lost. Maybe all of us lost it
once. That’s why I turned to history, to find where it went.
But I never found it. You used to do a lot of reading once,
Tommy. You tell me. What was in Spencer, in Coleridge a
little, in Orlando—only like an echo, but now it’s gone from
all our writing.”

“I never thought there was anything like that,” Tommy said
flatly.

Shawn sighed. He should have known the answer that was
a part of the man. Then they reached the little village, no
more than a mile from the farm. He got out, putting out a
hand.

But Tommy wasn’t ready to end it yet. “If you're going to
eat here, I'll join you,” he suggested.

Shawn shrugged, then nodded. He was sorry that he had
given in to the man’s importunings over the phone and let
him make the useless drive from Chicago. There should have
been an end to it now. Yet Shawn had intended to dine here,
since his own cooking was no better than it should be.

He picked up tobacco and the paper at a little store before
leading the other to the restaurant beside the gas station.
They ordered and waited for the food, with nothing to say
between them.

The paper, Shawn saw from the headlines, had been an-
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other mistake, but he glanced at it while consuming the taste-
less food. There was a dark ugliness to the news. As there
always was. The lilt of life was lacking in every part of it. It
was heavy and ponderous, even when it tried to be witty. And
around him, the few diners were filled with a heaviness that
made their laughter a deliberate effort and gave them no
pleasure in the stories they told endlessly to each other.

“Why?” Shawn asked abruptly, pointing to the headlines.
“You're still a sociologist, Tommy. Tell me, why all the dark
ugliness?”

For a moment, it seemed that there was a measure of under-
standing in the man. He sighed. “Sociologists don’t know
much more about the present cultural matrix than anyone
else, Dan. Too much technology, maybe, before the culture
can absorb it. Or maybe this is just one of the plateaus in an
evolution toward a sense of group maturity.”

“Maturity?” Shawn questioned bitterly.

“It could be.” And now the administrator’s optimism was
creeping back into the face. “Oh, I know, there’s still hate
and ugly conflict. But think of the carlier ages, Dan. Look at
the superstitious panics, the persecutions, the witch-burnings.
There was a time when anything different from what was con-
sidered human was to be killed on sight. Children ostracize
or fight with anyone who differs from the group norm. Seems
to me we've improved a lot in that respect—at least in this
country. We're trying to understand other peoples. Why right
now, Dan, if little green men got out of a saucer, most people
would be delighted to meet them. Lots of men are hoping to
find alien races—look at Project Ozma. Or look at the case of
that priest who is writing about the question of redemption
for non-human beings. If there were werewolves today, I'll
bet that there’d be a lot more scientific interest in them than
fear or hatred. There wouldn’t even be any persecution of
witches, unless they went in for criminal activity. That could
be considered a form of maturity.”

Or maybe the human race was so unconsciously sick of its
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own sordidness that it would welcome even alien relief,
Shawn thought.

But he let the conversation die. There was as little answer
to the problem in sociology as in history—as he had known all
along.

He went out with Tommy at last, putting out his hand
awkwardly in silence as the other reached his car.

“You sure you won’t come back, Dan?” Tommy asked for
the last time. “You're definitely turning President Schuyler
down?”

“I won’t come back, Tommy.”

He stepped back from the car and stood watching it drive
away. Then he sighed and dismissed the whole unfortunate
business from his mind.

It was already so far into dusk that the stars were shining as
he turned to walk homeward. The Moon was full and star-
tlingly white in the dark sky. Wisps of clouds fleeced its path.
The night was going to be one of loveliness. For a moment he
was glad he had ridden in, since it gave him an excuse to
travel back through the beauty of it.

The road went across the railroad tracks that led to all the
earth, and yet the rails seemed to lead nowhere in the moon-
light. It carried him on, past the school where once a teacher
had touched his mind, then past the old cemetery, shaded with
hollows of darkness. For a moment, there was a touch of the
spiritual hush he had felt long before as he moved by the
quiet place. Then it was shattered by a coarse laugh, and a
burst of smut-tinged words of a juke song on a transistor
radio.

Superstition was dying, as Tommy had said. At least, the
older superstitious fear of things in the night. But the darkness
of it was being replaced by an even darker veil of sordid
ugliness.

Even the dead had no peace. A couple had found the retreat
for their own use, but without even the respect of silence.
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And maybe these dead could never feel the lack, if they could
know. Yet he felt his soul rubbed in dirt as he guessed the
ages of the couple. They were using the time for what should
have been an opening outward in them for things better re-
served for later years.

The houses thinned out and were behind him, except for a
single light back from the road half a mile ahead. Here the
land dipped down, carrying the road with it. It had been a grav-
cled road once. Shawn missed the sound of the pebbles. But
the Moon was the same he had known long ago, its light like a
kiss across the fields. Even crops cultivated by great machines
instead of horses could take on a difference in the silvering
from above.

Where had men lost whatever they had lost? History had
taught him nothing, though he had scarched. And the keys in
literature were too elaborately carved to fit the lock. Books
were written to bury the feelings of a past generation, not to
reveal what might be happening in the present.

There had been a magic in men once. Oh, to be sure, it had
been rare enough, and whole areas had missed it. Rome had
been mighty in valor without it. Much of Greece had lost it,
though it lay somewhere in the soft hint of legends older than
Olympus. But there had been Persia. There had been Queen
Maev and the Isle of Avalon, the sea warriors of Ys and the
dreams that misted across man’s rise from a beast. No time
had ever been without it before.

Yet this time was lacking whatever it was. Save for a few bits
borrowed from the past in Yeats, there was no song or dream
in the poctry now; and nobody even read poctry to look for
such things. The art was as ugly and machine-symboled as
the thoughts of the little minds that made it.

The music was noise and the only legend was the legend of
power.

A car filled with teen-agers passed him. The top was down,
but none of them were seeing the moonlight.
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Shawn passed the sandstone ridge at the edge of his farm,
lifted a wire gate and left the road. The woods still stretched
along the road. They were his woods, as they had been once
when he was a boy. There, along the little rutted trail through
them, was the hazel bush, or one like the one he remembered.
The wild grapes were ripe and sweet, beaded with the rain or
dew. He tasted them and went meditatively on.

There had been a lilting in a few men’s thoughts once—
enough to lighten the others, and to echo still, faintly, out of
the filter of older literature and legendry. It had gone. Maybe
the industrial revolution? But that was a poor answer, since
the revolution had touched only lightly on much of the world,
yet the wonder had vanished just as quickly. Maybe the drive
toward power? And yet, there had been power before without
the death of the glamor he could sense without defining.

Something had gone out of men. In its place was only the
body of man’s work—the machines, the dark forces that drove
him on to bombs and destiny, the rockets that could lift him
toward outer space but hide the dancing of the stars. Hun-
dreds of years before, the lilt—and there was no other word—
had vanished.

History had failed to show a reason why.

Shawn had come back here, looking for the threads he had
lost in childhood. He was still secking them. He walked on
through the stubble left from the harvested barley . . . and
something seemed to whisper in his veins.

There was the feeling in him that he should go on. He
went, past the sagging barn and down the lane toward the or-
chard. The pump at the old well creaked and gave forth water
that was reddened with rust, but cold and tingling on his
palate. He stopped to pluck an apple from an unpruncd tree
and munched on it.

And now the tingling was stronger, and there was a faint
singing of the blood in his ears, as if a horn were being blown
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somewhere. It became louder as he crossed a stile into the
meadow.

The grass was faintly damp. There was the smell of clover
in the air, over the faint, rich musk of the earth itself. He
moved across it, listening to the bending of the grass and the
soft scuttling sounds of the little creatures that lived in it.
IFrom a pond beyond the orchard lane, the croaking of frogs
reached him, the eerie call of a screech owl, the chirping of
crickets.

The bugling of the strange excitement in his mind was
stronger now.

He headed for the little dip near the center of the meadow.
As a boy, he had lain there in the sunlight out of the wind and
read Princess of Mars and Haggard and Dunsany, or crouched
in the moonlight at times when he was too restless to sleep
and too filled with unremembered plans. It was too damp now
for a man of forty-five to return to the earth, but the spot
drew him.

And then he saw the thing, centered in the spot toward
which he was headed, and his heart scemed to leap with shock
and then with expectancy.

He moved to it slowly.

He tried to tell himself it was something left behind by
some wooing couple or as a practical joke by his neighbors.
But he knew better.

It looked like a shell made of something milky-white. Half
was almost buried in the grass. The other half of the opened
shell was resting backwards against a rock. It scemed to be
lined with a softness like the packed down of a milkweed pod.
And it was perhaps cight feet long.

But it was the sweep of the lines and the rightness of the
form that held his eyes. There was a fluting of the milky sub-
stance that hifted something in him as he had felt it lift be-
fore at an ancient jade screen or a phrase of Mozart.

There was no mark to show how it had come there. It
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must have been after the rain, since the lining was dry and
soft to his touch.

Inevitably, he thought of flying saucers. But he threw the
idea out of his mind, like a man brushing dirt from himself.
The ugliness of the times was reflected in the pitiful situation
where men’s dreaming of better things led only to the banal-
ity of the cults. And of all the cults, the flying saucer ones
were the least alive with a spark of the—lilt.

Yet he knew without questioning that this thing had never
been shaped on Earth.

And as if to confirm his idea, his eyes caught sight of a de-
sign that was revealed softly in the moonlight against the
lid of the shell. He bent to see it, but it was still too dim.

Finally, as he had known he was going to do, he kicked off
his wet shoes and stepped into the hollow of the padding,
letting himself down gently until his eyes were near the carv-

ing.

Moonlight shone gently through the lid, making it hard to
be sure of details. But somehow, his eyes filled with the fig- -
ure. It was a woman—or rather, not a woman, since the fea-
tures were planed as no human face could be. A strange
woman, thinner than any human and more supple, from the
dance in which she was frozen. The final proof of lack of
humanity lay in the hair that rippled from her head and grew
into a double crest on her back, spreading outwards across
cach of her shoulders, but standing well above her skin.

And suddenly, her hand secemed to move!

Shawn blinked. But it had been no illusion. The carved
fingers opened and the arm moved toward him, just as the
lid began to move inward to close the shell. There was a
dancing cloud of motes that sprang from her hand and sped
toward him. He lifted his arms, but it was too late. The
gleaming motes struck his eyes, and they closed.

Gentle waves of sleep washed across his brain. He had only
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time to feel the shell lift somehow and ride upwards into the
moonlight before the sleep claimed him completely . . .

There was a sense of the passage of time, eventually. His
eyes would not open, but he lay somewhere that was not on
Earth, and he could sense that hours had passed. Hours,
he thought. Not days or weeks, but only hours.

Around him, there was a stirring. He could sense that the
shell was gone, and there was an alien but earthy odor in his
nostrils. Now sounds came—voices—but no voices he had ever
heard. There was a silvery quality to them, like the voices of
children mysteriously robbed of the harsh overtones of child-
ish screams. These were almost liquid. Yet he could sense a
frenzy and worry in them. In the background, there was a
chanting, and the heart inside him seemed to be crying as it
ended.

He tried to sit up and open his eyes, but his mind was still
not in control of his body. Some sign must have shown, how-
ever. There was a gentle touch on his forehead, and a few
words obviously meant to be soothing. The words held a hint
of familiarity, but he could understand none of them.

“Where am 1?7 he asked.

There was a sigh near him, and another voice answered. It
was a strong, masculine voicc with a power of command and
responsibility behind it, even though there were no really deep
tones. “You would call it Mars,” the words came in oddly
accented English.

“Mars? In a few hours?” Yet as Shawn protested, he
scnsed the rightness of the answer. The weight of him was
little more than a third that which he had always known.

The voice was sober and somechow withdrawn. “Our ways
arc not your ways, man. Our science means as little to you as
yours to us. We accept the way of the universe where vou
bend the laws of nature against themselves. Who shall say
which 1s better? Yet for this one thing of moving beyond the
distances you know, we have ways you have not.”

“Yet you speak English.”
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“There have been others before you. Not many.” The voice
was falling, like the ending of an organ note. “So few. And
now . . .” It died away, and then resumed more normally.
“But enough. We go to confer. Use the time until we return
as you will.”

There were rustlings again, and then light shone weakly
through Shawn’s lids. Something touched his face, and he
found his eyes opening. This time when he tried to sit up, his
body obeyed, though the motion was awkward in the un-
familiar pull of the planect.

A dream, he told himself. A fantasy. He’d wake in the
morning wet and soaked in the meadow, sneezing with a cold
from exposure.

But he knew better. A dream like this could be none of his
making. There were elements in it, as he stared about, that
could never have come from his mind.

There wasn’t much to see. He was in a room that must
have been carved from colored rock, and there was a sensc of
a great many feet of similar rock above him. The light seemed
to be in the air itself, diffused and softly silver over everything.
He lay on what must be a couch, but a couch with soft curves
and ornaments no man could have planned. And beyond him
was a fountain.

It was a tiny fountain, carved out of the wall of rock, with
a thin spray of water falling over into a basin, making a soft
tinkling sound. In front of the basin was the carving of a
kneeling girl. This time there was only a hint of the shoulder
crests of hair, but the green of the stone made the other fea-
tures easier to sce. No human artist could have fashioned that,
and no human model could have posed for it. The girl was
beautiful, but it was as if she came from a race that had de-
scended from something related to the lighter monkeys, as
man claimed descent from a great anthropoid ancestor of
himself and the gorilla.

Then, without warning, a curtain seemed to fall across the
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room. It cut off most of it, leaving him with only a little space
before the couch. But if the blackness was of cloth, it fell
without a rustle. And behind it was the stirring of others
moving into the room and finding places.

Behind the screen, the voice he took to be that of a leader
began again. “What are you called, man? I am Porreos, a
prince of my people.”

“Danny,” Shawn answered. His own response surprised him.
He’d not called himself that since his childhood. But he let it
stand.

“Then, Danny, we have conferred. And we feel you are bet-
ter for not seeing us, since you cannot remain with us. We are
sorry to have brought you here, though it is too late to alter
that. But you will be returned.”

Shawn puzzled over it, finding no logic to the decision. Why
couldn’t he remain? Why pick him up and bring him over all
the distance for nothing but this? And why had the shell been
on Earth in the first place?

He did not think he had spoken aloud, but Porreos sighed
and began to answer. “We had hoped for a child of your race,
Danny. One who could learn to live with us, as you could
never do here. And the call of the shell was set for the yearn-
ing of one of your children. Strange that you should have
answered. As strange as the shells that have returned to us
cmpty. It has been so long . . .”

Again 1t was the fading of an organ note. And behind it
came the hint of a wailing song in many voices, a snatch of
group response that cut into Shawn’s nerves and brought tears
to his eves, though he could understand none of it. There was
a delicacy here, a lack of strength and force, that hardly
matched a race able to span space at the breathtaking speed
of the shells.

The air around him was almost as thick as that of Earth,
and there had been a fountain of water. It fitted no picture of
Mars, as these voices fitted no people he had expected to find
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on the harshness of the little world. Suspicion grew in his
mind suddenly.

“You never came from this planet, Porreos!”

This time, the wailing chant began before the prince could
answer. It was a thing of beauty and tradition, but the ache in
it was like the ache of a man who would reach for the stars to
melt them against the palm of his hand, and then look to find
them gone. There was a laughter to it like the laughter that
there would be because of the aching he felt too strong inside
his breast for anything else.

Shawn learned more from the song behind the words than
from the answer that Porreos made. No, they had never de-
veloped on Mars, but far away. They had been an old race
ten million years before. But on their world there had been
another race, stronger, younger, with all that they lacked. And
for a time, the two had touched falteringly, to the bencefit of
both. But then had come a great change over the younger
race.

Something that the old ones could not understand had
taken over the whole emotions of the new ones. It had built
a sudden hatred.

The race that had sometimes feared and sometimes loved
the race of Porreos was deliberately filled with superstition and
belief that all other creatures were things of ultimate cvil, to
be shunned, hated and mistreated. And the old race had been
unable to withstand it. They had never been strong. They
had dwelt on only a part of the home planet at any time. But
now, finally, they were forced to flce.

Mars was the best they could find.

They had carved dwellings out under the surface and
trapped what little air and water there was. It was a poor home
to them, but all they had.

And now they were dving, slowly and gently. They cach
lived for a long time, but they bred infrequently to make up
for it. And there was no longer the heart in them to keep up
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their numbers. All of the race that was left were here, behind
the curtain.

“All,” Porreos repeated as the song came to its end like the
sound of the last leaf falling in the forest of winter. “It is a
respect we owe you, at least, for disturbing you.”

“But you’ll disturb children, Porrecos? You don’t mind
stealing them and bringing them here?”

“Don’t condemn us without understanding,” the voice said,
and there was dignity and hurt in it. “We're a lonely people.
We nced others, and even a single child whom we can adopt
and make into one of us helps. And besides, there’s another
need which doesn’t concern you.”

And there, Shawn realized, must lie the real crux of the
matter. There was some need. There had to be, to send the
shells across space looking for someone from Earth. “Maybe it
does,” he decided slowly. “You've brought me here. The rea-

son should concern me as much as it would concern a child.”
13 »
No!

Shawn waited patiently, as an adult might put pressure on
a balky child. He heard the same pressure mount behind the
screen, with a rising tempo of rustlings and subdued whispers
in the tantahzingly familiar alien tongue.

“Don’t ask us that, Danny!” It was almost a roar of pain
from the prince. “A child we can adopt and make one of us
and be bound to. But it is not for you to ask! We're an old,
proud people, and our traditions are stronger than the laws of
nature you Earthlings fight. We cannot ask favors outside our
own. We cannot beg—not even for a part of the world that
was our own. And we shall not beg of you!”

It was a nightmare experience. Logic was in abeyance, as if
some part of him had already recognized that normal logic
could not be used. But it was no more a nightmare than his
own culturc had become to him in the last few years. Beside
that ugliness, this unreason was almost childishly simple.

“You're not begging,” he told the group behind the curtain,
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“I'm giving. Tell me what you want of me and take it.”

There was a shock of silence, and a whisper that was not in
the voice of the prince. “You trust us that much?”

To his own surprise, he did. Somewhere his mind was mak-
ing a pattern out of all this, and he was not afraid of them.

“As a free gift, then,” Porreos said at last, and some of the
fatigue seemed to lift from the voice. “We have one who is
dying. And there is something in your blood which can save
her—a resistance that our bodies lack. We need a few drops of
your blood, Danny.”

Shawn got up quietly from the couch and approached the
curtain. He thrust out his bared arm experimentally, surprised
when it penetrated with almost no resistance. He grinned at
himself as he waited.

There was the tiniest of prickings on his finger, and a brief
itch. When he withdrew his hand, something like a fine mesh
of cobweb lay over the end of the finger. He was sure there
would be no infection.

There were stirrings but no voices behind the screen, and he
waited, staring again around the limited section of the room
he could see. It was beautiful. There was a shaping of beauty
no man could have rendered. But there was a weakness, a
lack of the very brutal force he sensed in even the ugliness
that was overtaking Earth . . . And there was no lilt here
either.

“Danny,” Porreos called at last. “Danny, there is life among
us in one who was dying. Your blood is our debt. Before we
return you to Earth, there is another tradition which we must
keep. Make one request of us, as is your right now. And if we
can fulfill it, the boon is yours.”

It was what Shawn had expected. It could be no other. And
there was still a surprise.

No, he thought, there could be no lilt here and none among
his people. The dark force there and the fair lack of force here
were neither complete. And the lilt he had named and sought



70 Lester Del Rey

could only come from a true completion. No wonder the shell
had come to him in answer to his yearning. No wonder that
these people sought a child of Earth while his people lost their
superstitious xenophobia and even wanted alien contact from
the stars.

“Porreos,” he asked, “can you follow my thoughts?”

“A little, Danny Shawn.” The voice was reluctant, as if the
admission carried unknown dangers. Then it was suddenly
filled with intensity. “Yes, oh yes, we can follow!”

The curtain vanished, leaving the room visible to Shawn,
and he could see all of the ancient race that was left before
him. There were less than a hundred there, green-clad and
brown-garbed men, and women with delicate winglike mantles
of hair. Their faces were inhuman and their tiny bodies were
strange. But they were familiar as no alien being could ever
be.

“Ask your boon,” the prince of the fairy folk cried. But they
already knew, and there was laughter rising and smiles spread-
ing across the elfin faces that looked up toward the human.

“Come home,” Shawn asked them. “Come back to Earth.
We need you!”



EARTHMEN BEARING GIFTS

By Fredric Brown

Dhar Ry sat alone in his room, meditating. From outside the
door he caught a thought wave equivalent to a knock, and,
glancing at the door, he willed it to slide open.

It opened. “Enter, my friend,” he said. He could have pro-
jected the idea telepathically; but with only two persons pres-
ent, speech was more polite.

Ejon Khec entered. “You are up late tonight, my leader,”
he said.

“Yes, Khee. Within an hour the Earth rocket is due to land,
and I wish to see it. Yes, I know, it will land a thousand miles
away, if their calculations are correct. Beyond the horizon.
But if it lands even twice that far the flash of the atomic ex-
plosion should be visible. And I have waited long for first con-
tact. For even though no Earthman will be on that rocket,
it will still be first contact—for them. Of course our telepath
teams have been reading their thoughts for many centurics,
but—this will be the first physical contact between Mars and
Earth.”

Khee made himself comfortable on one of the low chairs.
“True,” he said. “I have not followed recent reports too
closely, though. Why are they using an atomic warhcad? I
know they suppose our planet is uninhabited, but still—”

“They will watch the flash through their lunar telescopes
and get a—what do they call it?—a specctroscopic analysis.
That will tell them more than they know now (or think they
know; much of it is erroncous) about the atmosphere of our
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planet and the composition of its surface. It is—call it a sight-
ing shot, Khee. They’ll be here in person within a few opposi-
tions. And then—"

Mars was holding out, waiting for Earth to come. What
was left of Mars, that is; this one small city of about nine
hundred beings. The civilization of Mars was older than that
of Earth, but it was a dying one. This was what remained of it:
one city, ninc hundred people. They were waiting for Earth to
make contact, for a selfish reason and for an unselfish one.

Martian civilization had devcloped in a quite different di-
rection from that of Earth. It had developed no important
knowledge of the physical sciences, no technology. But it had
developed social sciences to the point where there had not
been a single crime, let alone a war, on Mars for fifty thou-
sand years. And 1t had developed fully the parapsychological
sciences of the mind, which Earth was just beginning to dis-
cover.

Mars could teach Earth much. How to avoid crime and war
to begin with. Beyond thosc simple things lay telepathy, tele-
kinesis, empathy . . |

And Earth would, Mars hoped, teach them something even
more valuable to Mars: how, by science and technology—
which it was too late for Mars to develop now, even if they
had the type of minds which would enable them to develop
these things—to restore and rehabilitate a dying planct, so
that an otherwise dying race might live and multiply again.

Each planet would gain greatly, and neither would lose.

And tonight was the night when Earth would make its first
sighting shot. Its next shot, a rocket containing Earthmen, or
at least an Earthman, would be at the next opposition, two
Farth years, or roughly four Martian years, hence. The Mar-
tians knew this, because their tcams of telepaths were able to
catch at least some of the thoughts of Farthmen, enough to
know their plans. Unfortunately, at that distance, the con-
nection was onc-way. Mars could not ask Earth to hurry its
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program. Or tell Earth scientists the facts about Mars’ compo-
sition and atmosphere which would have made this prelimi-
nary shot unnecessary.

Tonight Ry, the leader (as nearly as the Martian word can
be translated), and Khee, his administrative assistant and
closest friend, sat and meditated together until the time was
near. Then they drank a toast to the future—in a beverage
based on menthol, which had the same effect on Martians as
alcohol on Earthmen—and climbed to the roof of the build-
ing in which they had been sitting. They watched toward the
north, where the rocket should land. The stars shone bril-
liantly and unwinkingly through the atmosphere.

In Observatory No. 1 on Earth’s moon, Rog Everett, his
eyc at the eyepiece of the spotter scope, said triumphantly,
“Thar she blew, Willie. And now, as soon as the films are
developed, we’ll know the score on that old planet Mars.”
He straightened up—there’d be no more to see now—and he
and Willie Sanger shook hands solemnly. It was an historical
occasion.

“Hope it didn’t kill anybody. Any Martians, that is. Rog,
did it hit dead center in Syrtis Major?”

“Near as matters. I'd say it was maybe a thousand miles off,
to the south. And that’s damn close on a fifty-million-mile
shot. Willie, do you really think there are any Martians?”

Willie thought a second and then said, “No.”

He was right.



RAINBIRD
By R. A. Lafferty

Woere scientific firsts truly tabulated the name of the Yankee
inventor, Higgston Rainbird, would surely be without peer.
Yet today he is known (and only to a few specialists, at that)
for an improved blacksmith’s bellows in the year 1785, for a
certain modification (not fundamental) in the moldboard
plow about 1803, for a better (but not good) method of recf-
ing the lateen sail, for a chestnut roaster, for the Devil’s Claw
Wedge for splitting logs, and for a nutmeg grater cmbodying a
new safety feature; this last was cither in the year 1816 or
1817. He is known for such, and for no more.

Were this all that he had achieved his name would still be
secure. And it is sccure, in a limited way, and to those who
hobby in technological history.

But the glory of which history has cheated him, or of
which he cheated himself, is otherwise. In a different sense, 1t
is without parallel, absolutely unique.

For he pionecered the dynamo, the steam automobile, the
steel industry, ferro-concrete construction, the internal com-
bustion engine, clectric illumination and power, the wircless,
the televox, the petroleum and petro-chemical industrics,
monorail transportation, air travel, world-wide monitoring, fis-
sionable power, space travel, group telepathy, political and
cconomic balance; he built a retrogressor; and he made great
advances towards corporeal immortality and the apotheosis
of mankind. It would scem unfair that all this is unknown of
him,
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Even the once-solid facts—that he wired Philadelphia for
light and power in 1799, Boston the following year and New
York two years later—are no longer solid. In a sense they are
no longer, facts.

For all this there must be an explanation; and if not that,
then an account at least; and if not that, well—something
anyhow.

Higgston Rainbird made a certain decision on a June after-
noon in 1779 when he was quite a young man, and by this
decision he confirmed his inventive bent.

He was hawking from the top of Devil’s Head Mountain.
He flew his falcon (actually a tercel hawk) down through the
white clouds, and to him it was the highest sport in the world.
The bird came back, climbing the blue air, and brought a pas-
senger pigeon from below the clouds. And Higgston was al-
most perfectly happy as he hooded the hawk.

He could stay there all day and hawk from above the clouds.
Or he could go down the mountain and work on his sparker in
his shed. He sighed as he made the decision, for no man can
have everything. There was a fascination about hawking. But
there was also a fascination about the copper-strip sparker.
And he went down the mountain to work on it.

Thereafter he hawked less. After several years he was forced
to give it up altogether. He had chosen his life, the dedicated
career of an inventor, and he stayed with it for sixty-five years.

His sparker was not a success. It would be expensive, its
spark was uncertain and it had almost no advantage over
flint. People could always start a fire. If not, they could bor-
row a brand from a neighbor. There was no market for the
sparker. But it was a nice machine, hammered copper strips
wrapped around iron teased with lodestone, and the thing
turned with a hand crank. He never gave it up entirely. He
based other things upon it; and the retrogressor of his last
years could not have been built without it.

But the main thing was steam, iron, and tools. He made the
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finest lathes. He revolutionized smelting and mining. He
brought new things to power, and started the smoke to roll-
ing. He made mistakes, he ran into dead ends, he wasted whole
decades. But one man can only do so much.

He marned a shrew, Audrey, knowing that a man cannot
achieve without a goad as well as a goal. But he was without
issue or disciple, and this worried him.

He built steamboat and steamtrain. His was the first steam
thresher. He cleared the forests with wood-burning giants,
and designed towns. He destroyed southern slavery with a
stcam-powered cotton picker, and power and wealth followed
him.

For better or worse he brought the country up a long road,
so there was hardly a custom of his boyhood that still con-
tinued. Probably no onc man had ever changed a country so
much in his lifetime.

He fathered a true machine-tool industry, and brought rub-
ber from the tropics and plastic from the laboratory. He
pumped petroleum, and used natural gas for illumination
and steam power. He was honored and enriched; and, looking
back, he had no reason to regard his life as wasted.

“Yet I've missed so much. I tar-heeled and wasted a lot of
time. If only I could have avoided the blind alleys, I could have
done many times as much. I brought machine-tooling to its
apex. But I neglected the finest tool of all, the mind. T used it
as it 1s, but I had no time to study it, much less modify it.
Others after me will do it all. But I rather wanted to do it all
mysclf. Now it is too late.”

He went back and worked with his old sparker and its de-
scendants, now that he was old. He built tovs along the line
of it that neced not always have remained toys. He made a
televox, but the only practical application was that now Au-
drey could rail at him over a greater distance. He fired up a
little steam dynamo in his house, ran wires and made it burn
lights in his barn.
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And he built a retrogressor.

“I would do much more along this linc had I the time. But
I'm pepper-bellied pretty near the end of the road. It is like
finally coming to a gate and seeing a whole greater world be-
yond it, and being too old and too feeble to enter.”

He kicked a chair and broke it.

“I never even made a better chair. Never got around to it.
There are so clod-hopping many things I meant to do. I have
maybe pushed the country ahead a couple of decades faster
than it would otherwise have gone. But what couldn’t I have
done if it weren’t for the blind alleys! Ten years lost in one of
them, twelve in one. If only there had been a way to tell the
true from the false, and to leave to others what they could do,
and to do myself only what nobody else could do. To sce a
link (however unlikely) and go out and get it and sct it in its
place. O the waste, the wilderness that a talent can wander
in! If T had only had a mentor! If I had had a map, a clue, a
hatful of clues. T was born shrewd, and I shrewdly cut a path
and went a grand ways. But always there was a clearer path
and a faster way that I did not see till later. As my name 1is
Rainbird, if T had it to do over, I'd do it infinitely better.”

He began to write a list of the things that he’d have done
better. Then he stopped and threw away his pen in disgust.

“Never did even invent a decent ink-pen. Never got around
to it. Dog-cared damnation, there’s so much I didn’t do!”

He poured himself a jolt, but he made a face as he drank it.

“Never got around to distilling a really better whisky. Had
some good idcas along that line too. So many things I never
did do. Well, I can’t improve things by talking to myself here
about it.”

Then he sat and thought.

“But I burr-tailed can improve things by talking to mysclf
there about it.”

He turned on his retrogressor, and went back sixty-five years
and up two thousand fect.
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Higgston Rainbird was hawking from the top of Devil’s
Head Mountain one June afternoon in 1779. He flew his bird
down through the white-flecce clouds, and to him it was sport
indeed. Then it came back, climbing the shimmering air, and
brought a pigeon to him.

“It’s fun,” said the old man, “but the bird is tough, and you
have a lot to do. Sit down and listen, Higgston.”

“How do you know the bird is tough? Who are you, and
how did an old man like you climb up here without my seeing
you. And how in hellpepper did you know that my name was
Higgston?”

“I ate the bird and I remember that it was tough. I am just
an old man who would tell you a few things to avoid in your
life, and I came up here by means of an invention of my own.
And I know your name is Higgston, as it is also my name;
you being named after me, or I after you, I forget which.
Which one of us is the oldest anyhow?”

“I had thought that you were, old man. I am a little in-
terested in inventions myself. How does the one that carried
you up here work?”

“It begins, well it begins with something like your sparker,
Higgston. And as the years go by you adapt and add. But it is
all tinkering with a force field till you are able to warp it a
little. Now then, you are an ewereared galoot and not as hand-
some as I remembered you; but I happen to know that you
have the makings of a fine man. Listen now as hard as ever
you listened in your life. I doubt that I will be able to repeat.
[ will save you years and decades; I will tell you the best road
to take over a journey which it was once said that a man
could travel but once. Man, I'll pave a path for you over
the hard places and strew palms before your feet.”

“Talk, you addle-pated old gaff. No man ever listened so
hard before.”

The old man talked to the voung one for five hours. Not a
word was wasted: they were neither of them given to wasting
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words. He told him that steam wasn’t everything—this before
he knew that it was anything. It was a giant power, but it was
limited. Other powers, perhaps, were not. He instructed
him to explore the possibilities of amplification and feedback,
and to use always the lightest medium of transmission of
power: wire rather than mule-drawn coal cart, air rather than
wire, ether rather than air. He warned against time wasted in
shoring up the obsolete, and of the bottomless quicksand of
cliché, both of word and of thought.

He admonished him not to waste precious months in trying
to devise the perfect apple-corer; there will never be a perfect
apple-corer. He begged him not to build a better bob-sled.
There would be things far swifter than the bob-sled.

Let others make the new hide-scrapers and tanning salts.
Let others aid the carter and the candle-molder and the cooper
in their arts. There was need for a better halm, a better horse-
block, a better stile, a better whetstone. Well, let others fill
those needs. If our button-hooks, our fire-dogs, our whiffle-
trecs, our boot-jacks, our cheese-presses are all badly designed
and a disgrace, then let someone else remove that disgrace. Let
others aid the cordwainer and the cobbler. Let Higgston do
only the high work that nobody else would be able to do.

There would come a time when the farrier himself would
disappear, as the fletcher had all but disappeared. But new
trades would open for a man with an open mind.

Then the old man got specific. He showed young Higgston
a design for a lathe-dog that would save time. He told him
how to draw, rather than hammer wire; and advised him of
the virtues of mica as insulator until better materials should
come to hand.

“And here there are some things that you will have to take
on faith,” said the old man, “things of which we learn the
‘what’ before we fathom the ‘why.””

He explained to him the shuttle armature and the sclf-ex-
citing ficld and commutation; and the possibilities that alter-
nation carried to its ultimate might open up. He told him a
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bejammed lot of things about a confounded huge variety of
subjects.

“And a little mathematics never hurt a practical man,” said
the old gaffer. “I was self-taught, and it slowed me down.”

They hunkered down there, and the old man cyphered it all
out i the dust on the top of Devil's Head Mountain. He
showed him natural logarithms and rotating vectors and the
calculi and such; but he didn’t push it too far, as even a smart
boy can learn only so much in a few minutes. He then gave
him a little advice on the treatment of Audrey, knowing it
would be uscless, for the art of living with a shrew is a thing
that cannot be explained to another.

“Now hood your hawk and go down the mountain and go

to work,” the old man said. And that is what young Higgston
Rainbird did.

The career of the Yankee inventor, Higgston Rainbird,
was mecteoric. The wise men of Greece were little boys to him,
the Renaissance giants had only knocked at the door but had
not tried the knob. And it was unlocked all the time.

The milestones that Higgston left are breathtaking. He
built a short high dam on the flank of Devil’'s Head Moun-
tain, and had hydroclectric power for his own shop in the
same year (1779 ). He had an arc light burning in Horse-Head
Lighthouse in 1781. He read by true incandescent light in
1783, and lighted his native village, Knobknocker, three years
later. He drove a charcoal-fucled automobile in 1787, switched
to a distillate of whale oil in 1789, and used true rock-oil in
1790. His gasoline powered combination reaper-thresher was
in commercial production in 1793, the same year that he
wired Centerville for light and power. His first diesel locomo-
tive made its trial run in 1796, in which year he also con-
verted one of his earlier coal-burning stecam ships to liquid
fucl.

In 1799 he had wired Philadelphia for hight and power, a
major breakthrough, for the big cities had manfully resisted
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the innovations. On the night of the turn of the century he
unhooded a whole clutch of new things, wireless telegraphy,
the televox, radio transmission and reception, motile and audi-
ble theatrical reproductions, a machine to transmit the human
voice into print, and a method of sterilizing and wrapping
meat to permit its indefinite preservation at any temperature.

And in the spring of that new year he first flew a heavier-
than-air vehicle.

“He has made all the basic inventions,” said the many-
tongued people. “Now there remains only their refinement
and proper utilization.”

“Horse hockey,” said Higgston Rainbird. He made a rocket
that could carry freight to England in thirteen minutes at
seven cents a hundredweight. This was in 180s. He had fis-
sionable power in 1813, and within four years had the price
down where it could be used for desalting seawater to the
eventual irrigation of five million square miles of remarkably
dry land.

He built a Think Machine to work out the problems that
he was too busy to solve, and a Prediction Machine to pose
him new problems and new areas of breakthrough.

In 1821, on his birthday, he hit the moon with a marker. He
bet a crony that he would be able to go up personally one
year later and retrieve it. And he won the bet.

In 1830 he first put on the market his Red Ball Pipe To-
bacco, an aromatic and expensive crimp cut made of Martian
lichen.

In 1836 he founded the Institute for the Atmospheric Re-
habilitation of Venus, for he found that place to be worse
than a smoke-house. It was there that he developed that hack-
ing cough that stayed with him till the end of his days.

He synthesized a man of his own age and disreputude who
would sit drinking with him in the after-midnight hours and
say, “You're so right, Higgston, so incontestably right.”

His plan for the Simplification and Eventual Elimination
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of Government was adopted (in modified form) in 1840, a
fruit of his Political and Economic Balance Institute.

Yet, for all his seemingly successful penetration of the field,
he realized that man was the one truly cantankerous animal,
and that Human Engineering would remain one of the never-
completely-resolved fields.

He made a partial breakthrough in telepathy, starting with
the personal knowledge that shrews are always able to read
the minds of their spouses. He knew that the secret was not
in sympathetic reception, but in arrogant break-in. With the
polite it is forever impossible, but he disguised this discovery
as politely as he could.

And he worked toward corporeal immortality and the
apotheosis of mankind, that cantankerous animal.

He designed a fabric that would embulk itself on a temper-
ature drop, and thin to an airy sheen in summery weather. The
weather itself he disdained to modify, but he did evolve in-
fallible prediction of exact daily rainfall and temperature for
decades in advance.

And he built a retrogressor.

One day he looked in the mirror and frowned.

“I never did get around to making a better mirror. This one
is hideous. However (to consider every possibility) let us
weigh the thesis that it is the image and not the mirror that
1s hideous.”

He called up an acquaintance.

“Say, Ulois, what year is this anyhow?”

“1844.”

“Are you sure?”

“Reasonably sure.”

“How old am I?”

“Eighty-five, 1 think, Higgston.”

“How long have I been an old man?”

“Quite a while, Higgston, quite a while.”

Higgston Rainbird hung up rudely.
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“I wonder how I ever let a thing like that slip up on me?”
he said to himself. “I should have gone on corporeal immortal-
ity a little earlier. I've bungled the whole business now.”

He fiddled with his Prediction Machine and saw that he
was to die that very year. He did not seek a finer reading.

“What a saddle-galled splayfooted situation to find myself
in! I never got around to a tenth of the things I really wanted
to do. O, I was smart enough; I just ran up too many blind
alleys. Never found the answers to half the old riddles. Should
have built the Prediction Machine at the beginning instead of
the end. But I didn’t know how to build it at the beginning.
There ought to be a way to get more done. Never got any
advice in my life worth taking except from that nutty old man
on the mountain when I was a young man. There’s a lot of
things I've only started on. Well, every man doesn’t hang, but
every man does come to the end of his rope. I never did get
around to making that rope extensible. And I can’t improve
things by talking to myself here about it.”

He filled his pipe with Red Ball crimp cut and thought a
while.

“But I hill-hopping can improve things talking to myself
there about it.”

Then he turned on his retrogressor and went back and up.

Young Higgston Rainbird was hawking from the top of
Devil’s Head Mountain on a June afternoon in 1779. He flew
his hawk down through the white clouds, and decided that
he was the finest fellow in the world and master of the finest
sport. If there was carth below the clouds it was far away
and unimportant.

The hunting bird came back, climbing the tall air, with a
pigeon from the lower regions.

“Forget the bird,” said the old man, “and give a listen with
those outsized ears of yours. I have a lot to tell you in a very
little while, and then you must devote yourself to a concen-
trated life of work. Hood the bird and clip him to the stake. Is



84 R. A. Lafferty

that bridle-clip of your own invention? Ah yes, I remember
now that it 1s.”

“I'll just fly him down once more, old man, and then I'll
have a look at what you're selling.”

“No, no. Hood him at once. This is your moment of de-
cision. That is a boyishness that you must give up. Listen to
me, Higgston, and 1 will orient your life for you.”

“I rather intended to orient it myself. How did you get up
here, old man, without me seeing you? How, in fact, did you
get up here at all? It’s a hard climb.”

“Yes, I remember that it is. I came up here on the wings of
an invention of my own. Now pay attention for a few hours.
It will take all your considerable wit.”

“A few hours and a perfect hawking afternoon will be gone.
This may be the finest day ever made.”

“I also once felt that it was, but I manfully gave it up. So
must you.”

“Let mc fly the hawk down again and I will listen to you
while it is gone.”

“But you will only be listening with half a mind, and the
rest will be with the hawk.”

But young Higgston flew the bird down through the shining
white clouds, and the old man began his rigmarole sadly. Yet
it was a rang-dang-do of a spiel, a mummywhammy of admoni-
tion and exposition, and young Higgston listened entranced
and almost forgot his hawk. The old man told him that he
must stride half a dozen roads at once, and yet never take a
wrong one; that he must do some things carlier that on the
alternative had been done quite late; that he must point his
technique at the Think Machine and the Prediction Machine,
and at the unsolved problem of corporeal immortality.

“In no other way can you really acquire elbow-room, ample
working time. Time runs out and life is too short if you let it
take its natural course. Are vou listening to me, Higgston?”

ut the hawk came back, climbing the steep air, and it had
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a gray dove. The old man sighed at the interruption, for he
knew that his project was in peril.

“Hood the hawk. It’s a sport for boys. Now listen to me,
you spraddling jack. I am telling you things that nobody clse
would ever be able to tell you! I will show you how to fly
falcons to the stars, not just down to the meadows and birch
groves at the foot of this mountain.”

“There 1s no prey up there,” said young Higgston.

“There is. Gamier prey than you ever dreamed of. Hood the
bird and snaffle him.”

“I'll just fly him down one more time and listen to you till
he comes back.”

The hawk went down through the clouds like a golden bolt
of summer lightning.

Then the old man, taking the cosmos, peeled it open layer
by layer like an onion, and told young Higgston how it
worked. Afterwards he returned to the technological begin-
ning and he lined out the workings of steam and petro and
electro-magnetism, and explained that these simple powers
must be used for a short interval in the invention of greater
power. He told him of waves and resonance and airy trans-
mission, and fission and flight and over-flight. And that none
of the doors required keys, only a resolute man to turn the
knob and push them open. Young Higgston was impressed.

Then the hawk came back, climbing the towering air, and it
had a mainbird.

The old man had lively eyes, but now they took on a new
light.

“Nobody ever gives up pleasure willingly,” he said, “and
there is always the sneaking fecling that the bargain may
not have been perfect. This is one of the things I have missed.
[ haven’t hawked for sixty-five years. Let me fly him this time,
Higgston.”

“You know how?”

“I am an adept. And I once intended to make a better
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gauntlet for hawkers. This hasn’t been improved since Nim-
rod’s time.”

“I have an idea for a better gauntlet myself, old man.”

“Yes. I know what your idea is. Go ahead with it. It’s practi-
cal.”

“Fly him if you want to, old man.”

And old Higgston flew the tercel hawk down through the
gleaming clouds, and he and young Higgston watched from
the top of the world. And then young Higgston Rainbird was
standing alone on the top of Devil’s Head Mountain, and the
old man was gone.

“I wonder where he went? And where in apple-knockers’
heaven did he come from? Or was he ever here at all? That’s
a danged funny machine he came in, if he did come in it. Al]
the wheels are on the inside. But I can use the gears from it,
and the clock, and the copper wire. It must have taken weeks
to hammer that much wire out that fine. I wish I’d paid more
attention to what he was saying, but he poured it on a little
thick. I'd have gone along with him on it if only he’d have
found a good stopping place a little sooner, and hadn’t been
so insistent on giving up hawking. Well, I'll just hawk hcre
till dark, and if it dawns clear I’l] be up again in the morning.
And Sunday, if I have a little time, I may work on my sparker
or my chestnut roaster.”

Higgston Rainbird lived a long and successful life. Locally
he was known best as a hawker and horse racer. But as an
inventor he was recognized as far as Boston.

He 1s still known, in a limited way, to spccialists in the
ficld and the period: known as contributor to the development
of the moldboard plow, as the designer of the Nonpareil Nut-
meg Grater with the safety feature, for a bellows, for a sparker
for starting fires (little used) and for the Devil’s Claw Wedge
for splitting logs.

He is known for such, and for no more.



THREE PORTRAITS AND A PRAYER
By Frederik Pohl

Howard Chandler Christy:
The Lovely Young Girl

When Dr. Rhine Cooperstock was put under my care I was
enlarged with pride. Dr. Cooperstock was a hero to me. I
don’t mean a George Washington, all virtue and no fire, I
mean he was a dragon killer. He had carried human knowledge
far into the tiny spaces of an atomic nucleus. He was a very
great man. And I was his doctor and he was dying.

Dr. Cooperstock was dying in the finest suite in the Mor-
gan Pavilion and with all the best doctors. (I am not modest. )
We couldn’t keep him alive for more than a matter of months,
and we couldn’t cure him at all. But we could make him
comfortable. If round-the-clock nurses and color tclevision
constitute comfort.

I don’t ask you to understand technical medical terms. He
was an old man, his blood vessels deteriorating, and clots
formed, impeding the circulation. One day a clot would form
in heart, brain or lungs and he would die. If it was in the lung
it would be painful and slow. In the heart, painful and fast.
In the brain most painful of all, but so fast that it would be a
mercy.

Mecanwhile we fed him heparin and sometimes coumarol
and attempted by massages and heat and diet to stave off the
cnd. Although, in fact, he was all but dead anyway, so little
freedom of movement we allowed him.

“Martin, the leg hurts. You’d better leave a pill,” he would
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say to me once or twice a week, and I would hesitate. “I don’t
know 1f I can make it to the bathroom tonight, Martin,” he
would say, his tone cheerfully resigned. Then he would call for
the bedpan while 1 was there, or mention casually that some
invisible wrinkle in the sheet caused him pain and stand by
bravely while the bed was remade, and say at last, self-dep-
recating, “I think I will need that pill, Martin.” So I would al-
low myself to be persuaded and let him have a red-and-white
capsule and in the morning it would be gone. I never told him
that they contained only aspirin and he never admitted to me
that he did not take the pills at all but was laboriously build-
ing up a hoard against the day when the pain would be really
serious and he would take them all at once.

Dr. Cooperstock knew the lethal dose as well as I did. As he
knew the names of all his veins and arteries and the chemistry
of his discase. A man like Rhine Cooperstock, even at seventy,
can learn enough medicine for that in a week.

He acquired eleven of the little capsules in one month at the
Pavilion; I know, because I counted them after he left. That
would have been enough for suicide, if they had not been
aspirin. I suppose he would have stopped there, perhaps be-
ginning to take a few, now and then, both to keep me from
getting suspicious and for the relief of the real pain he must
have felt. But he did leave. Nan Halloran came and got him.

She invaded the Pavilion like a queen. Expensive, celebrated
hospital, we were used to the famous; but this was Nan Hal-
loran, blue-eyed, black-haired, a face like a lovely child and a
voice like the sway of hips. She was a most remarkable
woman. | called her a queen, but she was not that, she was a
goddess, virgin and fertile. 1 speak subjectively, of course, for
in medical fact she was surcly not one and may not have been
cither. She breezed mnto the room, wrinkling her nose. “Coo-
pic,” she said, “what is that awful smell? Will you do me a
favor, dcar? I need it very much.”

You would not think that a man like Dr. Cooperstock
would have much to do with a television star; but he knew
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her; years before, when he was still teaching sometimes, she
had somehow wandered into his class. “Hello, Nan,” he said,
looking quite astonished and pleased. “I'll do anything I can
for you, of course. That smell,” he apologized, touching the
leg with its bright spots of color and degenerated tissues, “is
me.”

“Poor Coopie.” She looked around at me and smiled. Al-
though I am fat and not attractive and know in my heart that,
whatever long-term wonders I may work with the brilliance of
my mind and the cleverness of my speech, no woman will ever
lust for me on sight, T tingled. I looked away. She said
sweetly, “It’s about that fusion power thing, Coopie. You
know Wayne Donner, of course? He and I are good friends. He
has these utility company interests, and he wants to convert
them to fusion power, and I told him you were the only man
who could help him.”

Dr. Cooperstock began to laugh, and laughed until he was
choking and gagging. I laughed too, although I think that in
all the world Dr. Cooperstock and I must be two of the very
few men who would laugh at the name of Wayne Donner.
“Nan,” he said when he could, “you’re amazing. It’s utterly
impossible, I'm afraid.”

She sat on the edge of his bed with a rustle of petticoats.
She had lovely legs. “Oh, did that hurt you? But I didn’t even
touch your leg, dear. Would you please get up and come now,
because the driver’s waiting?”

“Nan!” he cried. “Security regulations. Death. Lack of
proper engineering! Did you ever think of any of those things?
And they’re only a beginning.”

“If you're going to make objections we’ll be here all day,
darling. As far as security is concerned,” she said, “this is for
the peaceful use of atomic power, isn’t it? I promise you that
Wayne has cnough friends in the Senate that there will be no
problem. And the enginecring’s all right, because Wayne has
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all those people already, of course. This isn’t any little Man-
hattan Project, honey. Wayne spends money.”

Dr. Cooperstock shook his head and, although he was smil-
ing, he was interested, too. “What about death, Nan?” he said
gently.

“Oh, I know, Coopie. It’s terrible. But you can’t lick this
thing. So won’t you do it for me? Wayne only needs you for a
few weeks and he already talked to some doctors. They said it
would be all right.”

“Miss Halloran,” I said. I admit I was furious. “Dr. Coo-
perstock 1s my patient. As long as that is so, I will decide what
1s or is not all right.”

She looked at me again, sweetly and attentively.

I have now and had then no doubt at all; I was absolutely
right in my position. Yet I felt as though I had committed the
act of a clumsy fool. She was clean and lovely, her neck so slim
that the dress she wore seemed too large for her, like an adora-
ble child’s. She was no child; I knew that she had had a hun-
dred lovers because everyone knows that, even doctors who are
fat and a little ugly and take it all out in intelligence. Yet she
possessed an mnocence I could not withstand. I wanted to
take her sweetly by the hand and shelter her, and walk with
her beside a brook and then that night crush her and carcss
her again and again with such violence and snorting passion
that she would Awaken and then, with growing abandon, Re-
spond. I did know it was all foolishness. I did. But when she
mentioned the names of five or six doctors on Donner’s pay-
roll who would care for Dr. Cooperstock and suggested like a
child that with them in charge it would really be all night, 1
agreed. | even apologized. Truth to tell, they were excellent
men, those doctors. But if she had named six chiropractors
and an unfrocked abortionist I still would have shrugged and
shuffled and stammered, “Oh, well, T suppose, Miss Halloran,
yes, it will be all right.”

So we called the nurses in and very carefully dressed the
old man and wheeled him out into the hall. I said something
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else that was foolish in the elevator. I said, because I had as-
sumed that it was so, that she probably had a cab waiting and
a cab would not do to transport a man as sick as Dr. Cooper-
stock. But she had been more sure of herself than that. The
driver who was waiting was at the wheel of a private ambu-
lance.

A TIME cover,
attributed to Artzybasheff,
with mosaic of dollar signs.

I did not again hear of Dr. Cooperstock for five weeks. Then
I was telephoned to come and get him, for he was ready to
rcturn to the Pavilion to die. It was Wayne Donner himself
who called me.

I agreed to come to one of Donner’s New York offices to
meet him, for in truth I was curious. I knew all about him, of
course—rather, I knew as much as he wished anyone to know.
I have scen enough of the world’s household names in the
Pavilion to know what their public relations men can do. The
facts that were on record about Wayne Donner were that he
was very rich. He had gone from a lucky strike in oil and the
twenty-seven and a half per cent depletion allowance to alu-
minum. And thence to electric power. He was almost the
wealthiest man in the world, and I know his sccret.

He could afford anything, anything at all, because he had
schooled himself to purchase only bargains. For example, I
knew that he was Nan Halloran’s lover and, although I do
not know her price, I know that it was what he was willing to
pay. Otherwise he would have given her that thin, bright smile
that meant the parley was over, there would be no contract
signed that day, and gone on to another incredible beauty
more modest in her bargaining. Donner allowed himself to
want only what he could get. I think he was the only terrible
man [ have ever seen. And he had nearly been President of the
United States! Except that Governor Hewlett of Ohio spoke
so honestly and so truthfully about him in the primarics that
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not all of Donner’s newspapers could get him the vote; what
was terrible was not that he then destroyed Hewlett, but that
Hewlett was not destroyed for revenge. Donner hated too
deeply to be satishied with revenge, I think; he was too con-
temptuous of his enemies to trouble to crush them. He would
not give them that satisfaction. Hewlett was blotted out only
incidentally. Because Donner’s papers had built the campaign
against him to such a pitch that it was actually selling papers,
and thus it was profitable to go on to ruin the man. When I
saw Donner he had Hewlett’s picture framed in gilt in his
waiting room. I wondered how many of his visitors understood
the message. For that matter I wondered how many needed
it.

When I was admitted, Dr. Cooperstock was on a relaxing
couch. “Hello, Martin,” he said over the little drone of its
motor. “This is Wayne Donner. Dr. Finneman. Dr. Grace.”

I shook hands with the doctors first, pettishly enough but I
felt obliged to show where I stood, and then with Donner. He
was very courteous. He had discovered what bargains could be
bought with that coin too. He said, “Dr. Finneman here has a
good deal of respect for you, Doctor. I'm sure you're well
placed at the Pavilion. But if you ever consider leaving I'd
like to talk to you.”

I thanked him and refused. I was flattered, though. I
thought of how his fusion-power nonsense might have killed
Dr. Cooperstock before he was ready to die, and I thought of
him with Nan Halloran, sweat on that perfect face. And I am
not impressed by money.

Yet I was flattered that he would take the trouble and time,
and God knows how much an hour of his time was worth, to
himself offer me a job. I was flattcred even though I knew
that the courtesy was for his benefit, not mine. He wanted the
best he chose to afford—in the way of a doctor, in my case, but
the best of anything else too. If he hired a gardener he would
want the man to be a very good gardencr. Aware as he was of
the dignities assumed by a professional man, he had budgeted
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the time to give me a personal invitation instead of letting his
housckeeper or general manager attend to it. It was only an-
other installment of expense he chose to afford and yet I was
glad to get out of there. I was almost afraid I would recon-
sider and say yes, and I hated that man very much.

When we got Dr. Cooperstock back and bedded and
checked over I examined the records Dr. Finneman had sent.
He had furnished complete tests and a politely guarded prog-
nosis, and of course he was right; Cooperstock was sinking, but
not fast; he was good for another month or two with luck. I
told him as much, snappishly. “Don’t be angry with me,
Martin,” he said, “you’d have done the same thing for Nan if
she asked you.”

“Probably, but I'm not dying.”

“Don’t be vulgar, Martin.”

“I’'m not a nuclear physicist, either.”

“It’s only to make a few dollars for the man, Martin.
Heavens. What difference can another billion or two make to
Donner? Besides,” he said strongly, “you know I've always
opposed this fetish of security. Think of Oppenheimer, not
allowed to read his own papers! Think of the waste, the same
work done in a dozen different places, because in Irkutsk they
aren’t allowed to know what’s going on in Denver and in
Omaha somebody forgot to tell them.”

“Think of Waync Donner with all the power in the world,”
I said.

He said, “I guess Nan hit you harder than I thought, to
make you so mad.”

Although I watched the papers I did not see anything about
converting Donner’s power stations to fusion energy. In fact,
I didn’t see much of Donner’s name at all, which caused me to
wonder. Normally he would have been spotted in the Stork or
cruising off Bimini or in some other way photographed and
written about a couple of times a week. His publicity men
must have been laboring extra hard.
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Nan Halloran came to see Dr. Cooperstock but I did not
join them. I spent my time with him when there was no one
else, after my evening rounds. Sometimes we played cards but
more often I listened to him talk. The physics of the atomic
nucleus was poetry when he talked of it. He told me about
Gamow’s primordial atom from which all the stars and dust
clouds had exploded. He explained Fred Hoyle to me, and
Heisenberg. But he was tiring early now.

Behind the drawer of his night table, in a used cigarette
package thumbtacked to the wood, his store of red-and-white
capsules was growing again. They were still aspirin. But I think
I would not have denied him the real thing if he had known
the deception and asked. We took off two toes in March and
it was only a miracle that we saved the leg.

By Gilbert Stuart.
His late period.
Size 9’ x 5'; heroic.

In the beginning of May newspaper stories again began to
appear about Donner, but I could not understand them. The
stories were datelined Washington. Donner was reported in
top-level conferences, deeply classified. There were no leaks, no
one knew what the talks were about. But the presidential
press secretary was irritable with the reporters who asked ques-
tions, and the cabinet members were either visibly worried or
visibly under orders to keep their mouths shut. And worried.
I showed one or two of the stories to Dr. Cooperstock, but he
was too tired to guess at implications.

He was hanging on, but it would not be for long. Any night
[ expected the call from his nurses, and we would not be able
to save hun agam.

Then I was called to my office. I was lecturing to fourth-
year men when the annunciator spoke my name; and when 1
got to my oflice Governor Hewlett was there.

“I need to see Dr. Cooperstock,” he said. “I'm afraid it may
excite him. The resident thought vou should be present.”
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I said, “I supposc you know that any shock may kill him. I
hope 1t’s important.”

“It is important. Yes.” The Governor limped ahead of me to
the elevator, his bald head gleaming, smiling at the nurses
with his bad teeth and his wonderful cyes. Dr. Cooperstock
was a hero to me. Governor Hewlett was somecthing less,
perhaps a saint or a martyr. He was what St. George would
have been if in the battle he had been killed as well as the
dragon; Hewlett had spent himself against Donner in the
campaign and now he lingered on to serve out his punishment
for his daring, the weasels always chipping away at him, a
constant witness before commissions and committces with
slanders thick in the air, a subject for jokes and political car-
toons. A few senators and others of his own party still listened
to him, but they could not save him from the committees.

The Governor did not waste words. “Dr. Cooperstock, what
have you done? What is Wayne Donner up to?”

Cooperstock had been dozing. Elaborately he sat up. “I
don’t see, sir, that it is—"

“Will you answer me, please? I'm afraid this is quite serious.
The Secretary of Defense, who was with me in the House fif-
teen years ago, told me something I did not suspect. Do you
know that he may be asked to resign and that Wayne Donncr
may get his job?”

Dr. Cooperstock said angrily, “That’s nonsense. Donner’s
just a businessman now. Anyway, what conceivable diffcrence
can—"

“It makes a difference, Dr. Cooperstock, because the rest of
the cabinet is to be changed around at the same time. Every
post of importance is to go to a man of Donner’s. You recall
that he wanted to be President. Perhaps this time he does not
want to bother with a vote. What weapon have you given him
to make him so strong, Dr. Cooperstock?”

“Weapon? Weapon?” Cooperstock stopped and began to
gasp, lying back on his pillow, but he thrust me away when I
came to him. “I didn’t give him any weapon,” he said thought-
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fully, after staring at the Governor’s face for a moment, fore-
ing his lungs to work more easily. “At least, I don’t think I
did. It was only a commercial matter. You see, Governor, I
have never believed in over-classification. Knowledge should
be free. The basic theory—"

“Donner doesn’t intend to make it free, Dr. Cooperstock, he
plans to keep it for himself. Please tell me what you know.”

“Well, it’s fusion power,” Cooperstock said.

“The hydrogen bomb?”

“Oh, for God’s sake, Governor! It is fusion of hydrogen,
yes, but not in any sense a bomb. The self-supporting reac-
tion takes place in a magnetic bottle. It will not explode, even
if the bottle fails; you would have to coax it to make it blow
up. Only heat comes out, with which Donner is going to drive
stcam generators, perfectly normal. T assure you there is no
danger of accident.”

“I was not thinking of an accident,” said the Governor after
a moment.

“Well—in that event—I mean, it is true,” said Cooperstock
with some difficulty, “that, yes, as the reactor is set up, it
would be possible to remove the safeguards. This is only the
pilot model. The thing could be done.”

“By remote control, as I understand,” said Hewlett wearily.
“And i that event cach of Donner’s power stations would
become a hydrogen bomb. Did you know that he has twenty-
four of them under construction, all over the nation?”

Cooperstock said indignantly, “He could not possibly have
twenty-four installations completed in this time. I can hardly
believe he has even one! In the New York plant on the river
we designed only the fusion chamber itself. The hardware in-
volved in generating power will take months.”

“But T don’t think he bothered with the hardware for gen-
crating power, vou see,” said the Governor.

Dr. Cooperstock began to gasp again. The Governor sat
watching him for a moment, his face sagging with a painful
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fatigue, and then he roused himself and said at last, “Well,
you shouldn’t have done this, Dr. Cooperstock, but God bless
you, you're a great man. We all owe you a debt. Only we'll
have to do something about this now.”

In my ofhice the Governor took me aside. “I am sorry to
have disturbed your patient. But it was important, as you
see.”

“Donner is a terrible man.”

“Yes, I think that describes him. Well. It’s all up to us
now,” said the Governor, looking very gray. “I confess I don’t
know what we can do.”

“Surely the government can handle—”

“Doctor,” he said, “I apologize for troubling you with my
reflections, I've not much chance to talk them out with any-
one, but I assure you I have thought of everything the govern-
ment can do. Donner has eight oil senators in his pocket, you
know. They would be delighted to filibuster any legislation.
For more direct action, I'm afraid we can’t get what we need
without a greater risk than I can lightly contemplate. Donner
has threatened to blow up every city of over eight hundred
thousand, you see. I now find that this threat is not empty.
Thank you, Doctor,” he said, getting up. “I hope I haven’t dis-
tressed your patient as much as he has distressed me.”

He limped to the door, shook hands and was gone.

Half an hour later it was time for my rounds. I had spent
the time sitting, doing nothing, almost not even thinking.

But I managed to go around, and then Dr. Cooperstock’s
nurse signaled me. He had asked her to phone Nan Halloran
for him, and should she do it? There was a message: “I have
something else for Wayne.”

I found that puzzling but, as you will understand, I was in
an emotionally numb state; it was difficult to guess at what it
meant. I told the nurse she could transmit the message. But
when Nan Halloran arrived, an hour or two later, I waited in
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the hall outside Dr. Cooperstock’s room until she came out.

“Why, Doctor,” she said, looking very lovely.

I took her by the arm. It was the first time I had touched
that flesh, we had not even shaken hands before; I took her
to my office. She seemed eager to go along with me. She asked
no questions.

In the office, the door closed, I was extremely conscious of
being alone 1n a room with her. She knew that, of course. She
took a cigarette out of her purse, sat down and crossed her
legs. Gallant, 1 stumbed to my desk and found a match to
light her cigarette.

“You've been worrying Coopie,” she said reproachfully.
“You and that Hewlett. Can’t he stay out of a simple business
matter?”

She surprised me; it was such a foolish thing to say and she
was not foolish. I told her very briefly what Hewlett had said.
No one had told me to be silent. She touched my hand, laugh-
ing. “Would 1t make so very much difference . . . Martin?
(May I?) Donner’s not a monster.”

“I don’t know that.”

She said impishly, “I do. He’s a man like other men, Martin.
And really he’s not so young, even with all the treatments.
What would you give him, with all his treatments? Twenty
more years, tops?”

“A dictatorship cven for twenty minutes is an cvil thing,
Miss Halloran,” 1 said, wondering if I had always sounded so
completely pompous.

“Oh, but bad words don’t make bad things. Sakes! Think
what they could call me, dear! Donner’s only throwing his
weight around, and doesn’t everyone? As much weight as he
has?”

“Treason—"1 began, but she hardly let me get even the one
word out,

“No bad words, Martin. You'd be astonished if you knew
what wonderful things Wayne wants to do. It takes a man
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like him to take care of some problems. He'll get rid of slums,
juvenile delinquents, gangsters . . .”

“Some problems are better not solved. Hitler solved the
Jewish question in Europe.”

She said sweetly, “I respect you, Martin. So does Wayne.
You have no idea how much he and Dr. Cooperstock think of
you, and so do I, so please don’t do anything impulsive.”

She walked out the room and left it very empty.

I felt turgid, drained and a little bit stupid. I had never
wanted anything as much as I had wanted her.

It was several minutes before I began to wonder why she
had taken the trouble to entice me in a pointless conversation.
I knew that Nan Halloran was her own bank account, spent
as thriftily as Donner’s billions. I wondered what it was that
I had had that she was willing to purchase with the small
change of a few words and a glimpse of her knees and the
scent of her perfume.

Before I had quite come to puzzle the question through,
while I was still regretting I had had no higher-priced com-
modity for her, my phone rang. It was Dr. Cooperstock’s nurse,
hysterical.

Nan Halloran’s conversation had not been pointless.
While we were talking two ambulance attendants had come
to assist Dr. Cooperstock into a wheelchair, and he was gone.

To Whom
all things concern

On the fourth of May Dr. Cooperstock defected and in the
morning of the fifth Governor Hewlett telephoned me. “He’s
not back?” he said, and I said he wasn’t, and Hewlett, pausing
only a second, said, “Well. We can’t wait any longer. The
Army 1s moving in.”

I went from my office to the operating room and I was
shaking as I scrubbed in.

It was a splenectomy, but the woman was grossly fat, with a
mild myocarditis that required external circulation. It took all
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of my attention, for which I was grateful. We were five hours
in the room, but it was successful and it was not until I was
smoking a cigarctte in the little O.R. lounge that I began to
shake.

Twenty-four nuclear bombs in twenty-four cities. And of
course one of them, the one that we knew was ready to go off,
was 1n the city I was in. I remembered the power plant, off in
the Hudson River under the bridge, vellow brick and green
glass. It was not more than a mile away.

And yet I was alive. The city was not destroyed. There had
been no awful blast of heat and concussion.

I walked into the recovery room to look at the splenectomy.
She was all right, but the nurse stared at me, so I went back to
my office, realizing that I was crying.

And Nan Halloran was there waiting for me, looking like a
drunken doll.

She pulled hersclf together as I came in. Her lipstick was
smeared, and she shook. “You win, Martin,” she said, with a
little laugh. “Who would have thought old Coopie was such a
lion? He gave me something for you.”

I poured her a drink. “What happened?”

“Oh,” said she. She drank the whiskey, politely enough, but
showing she nceded it. “Coopie came to Wayne and made a
deal. Politics, he said, is out of my line, but you owe me some-
thing, I've helped you, I'll help you more, only you must
promise that research will be free and well endowed. He had it
very carefully worked out, the man is a genius.” She giggled
and held out her glass. “Funny. Of course he’s a genius. So
Wayne took the hook and said it was a deal, what was Coopie
going to do for him next? And Coopie offered to show him
how to convert the power plant to a different kind of bomb.
Neutrons, he said.” So Dr. Cooperstock had taken the billion-
airc down into the guarded room and, explaining how it was
possible to change the type of nuclear reaction from a simple
hot explosion to a cold, killing flood of rays that would leave
the city unharmed, if dead, he had diverted the hvdrogen fuel
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supply, starved the reaction and shut off the magnctic field
that contained it.

And then he had told Donner all deals were oft.

There was nothing hard about rebuilding the field and re-
starting the reaction, of course. It only took a few days; but
Donner no longer had days. “I told Wayne,” said Nan Hal-
loran gravely, draining her glass, “I told him he should wait
until he had all the bombs ready, but he’s—he was—he’s still,
but I think not for long, hard-headed. I have to go now, my
plump friend, and I do thank you for the drink. I belicve
they’re going to arrest me.” She got up and picked up her white
gloves, and at the door she paused and said, “Did I tell you?
I've got so many things on my mind. Coopie’s dead. He
wouldn’t let Wayne’s doctors touch him.”

They did arrest her, of course. But by and by, everything
calming down, they let her go again. She’s even starring in the
movies again, you can see her whenever you like. T've never
gone.

The letter in the envelope was from Dr. Cooperstock and
it said:

I've pulled their fuses, Martin, for you and the Gover-
nor, and if it kills me, as you should know it must, pleasc
don’t think that I mind dying. Or that I am afraid to live,
either. This is not suicide. Though I confess that I can-
not choose between the fear of living in this world and
the fear of what may lie beyond it.

"~ The leg is very bad. You would not even let me wear
elastic socks, and for the past hour I have been crawling
around the inside of Donner’s stainless-steel plumbing.
It was really a job for a younger man, but I couldn’t find
one in time.

So I supposc these are my last words, and I wish I could
make them meaningful. T expect there is a mcaning to
this. Science, as onc of my predecessors once said—Teller,
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was it?—has become simpler and more beautiful. And
surely it has become more wonderful and strange. If grav-
ity 1tself grows old and thin, so that the straggling gal-
axies themselves weaken as they clutch each other, it
scems somehow a much lesser thing that we too should
grow feeble. Yet I do hate it. I am able to bear it at all,
indeed, only through a Hope which I never dared confess
even to you, Martin, before this.

When I was young I went to church and drcaded dying
for the fear of hellfirc. When I was older I dreaded noth-
ing; and when I was older still I began to dread again. The
hours, my friends, in which I held imaginary conversa-
tions with the God I denied—proving to Him, Martin,
that He did not exist—were endless. And then, past Je-
hovah and prophets, I found another God, harsher, more
awful and more remote. I could not pray to Him, Creator
of the Big Bang, He Who Came Before the Monobloc.
But I could fear Him.

Now I am not afraid of Him. A galaxy twenty billion
years old has given me courage. If there was no monobloc
there can have been no God Who made it. I live in the
hope of the glorious steady state!

It was weak and wicked of me to give Donner a gun to
point at the world, therefore, and I expect it 1s fair if I dic
taking it back; but it is not to save the world that I do it
but to save my own soul in the galaxies yet to be born.
For if the steady state is true there is no end to time.
And infinity is not bounded, in any way. Everything must
happen in infinity. Everything must happen . . . an in-
finity of times.

So Martin, in those times to come, when these atoms
that compose us come together again, under what cis-
Andromedan star I cannot imagine, we will meet—if
there is infinity it is sure—and I can hope. In that day
may we be put together more cleanly, Martin. And may
we meet again, all of us, in shapes of pleasing strength






SOMETHING BRIGHT

By Zenna Henderson

Do you remember the Depression? That black shadow across
time? That hurting place in the consciousness of the world?
Maybe not. Maybe it’s like asking do you remember the Dark
Ages. Except what would I know about the price of eggs in
the Dark Ages? T knew plenty about prices in the Depression.

If you had a quarter—first find your quarter—and five hungry
kids, you could supper them on two cans of soup and a loaf
of day-old bread, or two quarts of milk and a loaf of day-old
bread. It was filling and—in an after-thoughty kind of way—
nourishing. But if you were one of the hungry five, you eventu-
ally began to feel erosion sct in, and your teeth ached for
substance.

But to go back to eggs. Those were a precious commodity.
You savored them slowly or gulped them eagerly—unmistak-
ably as eggs—boiled or fried. That’s one reason why I remem-
ber Mrs. Klevity. She had eggs for breakfast! And every day!
That’s one reason why I remember Mrs. Klevity.

[ didn’t know about the eggs the time she came over to sce
Mom, who had just got home from a twelve-hour day, clean-
ing up after other people at thirty cents an hour. Mrs. Klevity
lived in the same court as we did. Courtesy called 1t a court
because we were all dependent on the same shower house and
two toilets that occupied the shack square in the middle of
the court.

All of us except the Big House, of course. It had a bath-
room of its own and even a radio blaring Nobody’s Business
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and Should I Reveal and had ceiling lights that didn’t dangle
nakedly at the end of a cord. But then it really wasn’t a part
of the court. Only its back door shared our area, and even
that was different. It had two back doors in the same frame—
a screen one and a wooden one!

Our own two-room place had a distinction, too. It had an
upstairs. One room the size of our two. The Man Upstairs
lived up there. He was mostly only the sound of footsteps over-
head and an occasional cookie for Danna.

Anyway, Mrs. Klevity came over before Mom had time to
put her shopping bag of work clothes down or even to unpleat
the folds of fatigue that dragged her face down ten years or
more of time to come. I didn’t much like Mrs. Klevity. She
made me uncomfortable. She was so solid and slow-moving
and so nearly blind that she peered frighteningly wherever
she went. She stood in the doorway as though she had been
stacked there like bricks and a dress drawn hastily down over
the stack and a face sketched on beneath a fuzz of hair. Us
kids all gathered around to watch, except Danna who snuffled
wearily into my neck. Day nursery or not, it was a long, hard
day for a four-year-old.

“I wondered if one of your girls could sleep at my house
this week.” Her voice was as slow as her steps.

“At your house?” Mom massaged her hand where the shop-
ping-bag handles had crisscrossed it. “Come in. Sit down.” We
had two chairs and a bench and two apple boxes. The boxes
scratched bare legs, but surely they couldn’t scratch a stack of
bricks.

“No, thanks.” Maybe she couldn’t bend! “My husband will
be away several days and I don’t like to be in the house alone
at night.”

“Of course,” said Mom. “You must feel awfully alone.”

The only aloneness she knew, what with five kids and two
rooms, was the taut sccretness of her inward thoughts as she
mopped and swept and ironed in other houses. “Sure, one of
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the girls would be glad to keep you company.” There was a
darting squirm and LaNell was safely hidden behind the sway-
ing of our clothes in the diagonally curtained corner of the
Other room, and Kathy knelt swiftly just beyond the dresser,
out of sight.

“Anna is eleven.” I had no place to hide, burdened as T was
with Danna. “She’s old enough. What time do you want her
to come over?”

“Oh, bedtime will do.” Mrs. Klevity peered out the door at
the darkening sky. “Nine o’clock. Only it gets dark before
then—" Bricks can look anxious, I guess.

“As soon as she has supper, she can come,” said Mom,
handling my hours as though they had no value to me. “Of
course she has to go to school tomorrow.”

“Only when it’s dark,” said Mrs. Klevity. “Day is all right.
How much should I pay you?”

“Pay?” Mom gestured with one hand. “She has to sleep
anyway. It doesn’t matter to her where, once she’s asleep. A
favor for a friend.”

I wanted to cry out: whose favor for what friend? We hardly
passed the time of day with Mrs. Klevity. I couldn’t even re-
member Mr. Klevity except that he was straight and old and
wrinkled. Uproot me and make me lie in a strange house, a
strange dark, listening to a strange breathing, feeling a strange
warmth making itself part of me for all night long, seeping
into me . . .

“Mom~—""1 said.

“I'l give her breakfast,” said Mrs. Klevity. “And lunch
money for each night she comes.”

I resigned myself without a struggle. Lunch money each
day—a whole dime! Mom couldn’t afford to pass up such a
blessing, such a gift from God, who unerringly could be
trusted to ease the pinch just before it became intolerable.

“Thank you, God,” I whispered as I went to get the can
opener to open supper. For a night or two I could stand it.
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I felt all naked and unprotected as I stood in my flimsy
crinkle cotton pajamas, one bare foot atop the other, wait-
ing for Mrs. Klevity to turn the bed down.

“We have to check the house first,” she said thickly. “We
can’t go to bed until we check the house.”

“Check the house?” 1 forgot my starchy stiff shyness
enough to question, “What for?”

Mis. Klevity peered at me in the dim light of the bedroom.
They had three rooms for only the two of them! Even if
there was no door to shut between the bedroom and the
kitchen.

“I couldn’t slecp,” she said, “unless I looked first. I have
to.”

So we looked. Behind the closet curtain, under the table—
Mis. Klevity even looked in the portable oven that sat ncar
the two-burner stove in the kitchen.

When we came to the bed, I was moved to words again.
“But we’ve been in here with the doors locked ever since I got
here. What could possibly—"

“A prowler?” said Mrs. Klevity nervously, after a brief pause
for thought. “A criminal?”

Mrs. Klevity pointed her face at me. I doubt if she could
sec me from that distance. “Doors make no difference,” she
said. “It might be when you least expect, so you have to ex-
pect all the time.”

“T'll look,” T said humbly. She was older than Mom. She
was nearly blind. She was one of God’s Also Unto Me’s.

“No,” she said. “I have to. I couldn’t be sure, else.”

So I waited until she grunted and groaned to her knees,
then bent stiffly to lift the limp spread. Her fingers hesitated
briefly, then flicked the spread up. Her breath came out flat
and finished. Almost disappointed, it seemed to me.

She turned the bed down and I crept across the gray, wrin-
kled sheets and, turning my back to the room, I huddled one
car on the flat tobacco-smelling pillow and lay tense and un-
comfortable in the dark, as her weight shaped and reshaped
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the bed around me. There was a brief silence before 1 heard
the soundless breathy shape of her words, “How long, O
God, how long?”

I wondered through my automatic Bless Papa and Mama
—and the automatic back-up because Papa had abdicated from
my specific prayers—bless Mama and my brother and sisters—
what it was that Mrs. Klevity was finding too long to bear.

After a restless waking, dozing sort of night that strange
sleeping places held for me, I awoke to a thin, chilly morn-
ing and the sound of Mrs. Klevity moving around. She had
set the table for breakfast, a formality we never had time for
at home. I scrambled out of bed and into my clothes with
only my skinny, gooscfleshed back between Mrs. Klevity and
me for modesty. I felt uncomfortable and unfinished because
I hadn’t brought our comb over with me.

I would have preferred to run home to our usual breakfast
of canned milk and shredded wheat, but instead T watched,
fascinated, as Mrs. Klevity struggled with lighting the kero-
sene stove. She bent so close, peering at the burners with the
match flaring in her hand that T was sure the frousy brush
of her hair would catch fire, but finally the burner caught in-
stcad and she turned her face toward me.

“One egg or two?” she asked.

“Eggs! Two!” Surprise wrung the exclamation from me.
Her hand hesitated over the crumpled brown bag on the table.
“No, no!” T corrected her thought hastily. “One. Onc is
plenty.” And sat on the edge of a chair watching as she
broke an egg into the sizzling frying pan.

“Hard or soft?” she asked.

“Hard,” 1 said casually, feeling very woman-of-the-world-
ish, dining out—well, practically—and for breakfast, too! I
watched Mrs. Klevity spoon the fat over the egg, her hair
swinging stiffly forward when she peered. Once it even dab-
bled briefly in the fat, but she didn’t notice and, as it swung
back, it made a little shiny curve on her check.
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“Aren’t you afraid of the fire?” T asked as she turned away
from the stove with the frying pan. “What if you caught on
fire?”

“I did once.” She slid the egg out onto my plate. “See?”
She brushed her hair back on the left side and I could sce the
mottled pucker of a large old scar. “It was before I got used
to Here,” she said, making Here more than the house, it
scemed to me.

“That’s awful,” T said, hesitating with my fork.

“Go ahcad and cat,” she said. “Your egg will get cold.” She
turned back to the stove and I hesitated a minute more.
Meals at a table you were supposed to ask a blessing, but
. . . I ducked my hecad quickly and had a mouthful of cgg be-
forc my soundless amen was finished.

After breakfast I hurried back to our house, my lunch-
money dime clutched sccurely, my stomach not quite sure it
liked fried eggs so carly in the morning. Mom was ready to
leave, her shopping bag in one hand, Danna swinging from
the other, singing onc of her baby songs. She liked the day
nursery.

“I won’t be back until late tonight,” Mom said. “There’s
a quarter in the comner of the dresser drawer. You get supper
for the kids and try to clean up this messy place. We don’t
have to be pigs just because we live in a place like this.”

“Okay, Mom.” T struggled with a snarl in my hair, the pull-
ing making my ecyes water. “Where you working today?” 1
spoke over the clatter in the other room where the kids were
getting ready for school.

She sighed, weary before the day began. “I have three places
today, but the last is Mrs. Paddington.” Her face lightened.
Mrs. Paddington sometimes paid a little extra or gave Mom
discarded clothes or left-over food she didn’t want. She was
nice.

“You get along all right with Mrs. Klevity?” asked Mom as
she checked her shopping bag for her work shocs.
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“Yeah,” T said. “But she’s funny. She looks under the bed
before she goes to bed.”

Mom smiled. “I've heard of people like that, but it’s usu-
ally old maids they’re talking about.”

“But, Mom, nothing coulda got in. She locked the door
after I got there.”

“Pcople who look under beds don’t always think straight,”
she said. “Besides, maybe she’d like to find something under
there.”

“But she’s got a husband,” T cried after her as she herded
Danna across the court.

“There are other things to look for besides husbands,” she
called back.

“Anna wants a husband! Anna wants a husband!” Deet and
LaNell were dancing around me, teasing me sing-song. Kathy
smiled slowly behind them.

“Shut up,” I said. “You don’t even know what you're talk-
ing about. Go on to school.”

“It’s too early,” said Dect, digging his bare toes in the dust
of the front yard. “Teacher says we get there too carly.”

“Then stay here and start cleaning house,” T said.

They left in a hurry. After they were gone, Deet’s feet re-
minded me I'd better wash my own feet before I went to
school. So I got a washpan of water from the tap in the mid-
dle of the court and, sitting on the side of the bed, I cased my
feet into the icy water. T scrubbed with the hard, gray, abra-
sive soap we used and wiped quickly on the tattered towel.
I threw the water out the door and watched it run like dust-
covered snakes across the hard-packed front yard.

[ went back to put my shoes on and get my sweater. 1
looked at the bed. I got down on my stomach and pecred un-
der. Other things to look for. There was the familiar huddle
of cardboard cartons we kept things in and the familiar dust
fluffs and onc green sock LaNell had lost last week, but noth-
ing clse.

I dusted my front off. I tied my lunch-money dime in the
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corner of a handkerchief and, putting my sweater on, left
for school.

I pecred out into the windy wet semi-twilight. “Do I have
to?”

“You said you would,” said Mom. “Keep your promises.
You should have gonc before this. She’s probably been wait-
g for you.”

“I wanted to sce what you brought from Mrs. Padding-
ton’s.” LaNell and Kathy were playing in the corner with a
lavender hug-me-tight and a hat with green grapes on it. Dect
was rolling an orange on the floor, softening it preliminary to
poking a hole in it to suck the juice out.

“She cleaned a trunk out today,” said Mom. “Mostly old
things that belonged to her mother, but these two coats are
nice and heavy. They’ll be good covers tonight. It’s going to
be cold. Someday when I get time, I'll cut them up and make
quilts.” She sighed. Time was what she never had enough of.
“Better take a newspaper to hold over your head.”

“Oh, Mom!” T huddled into my sweater. “It isn’t raining
now. I'd feel silly!”

“Well, then, scoot!” she said, her hand pressing my shoulder
warmly, briefly.

I scooted, skimming quickly the flood of light from our
doorway, and splishing through the shallow run-off stream
that swept across the court. There was a sudden wild swirl
of wind and a vindictive splatter of heavy, cold raindrops that
swept me, exhilarated, the rest of the way to Mrs. Klevity’s
house and under the shallow little roof that was just big
cnough to cover the back step. I knocked quickly, brushing my
disordered hair back from my eyes. The door swung open
and I was in the shadowy, warm kitchen, almost in Mrs. Klev-
ity’s arms.

“Oh!” T backed up, laughing breathlessly. “The wind
blew—"
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“I was afraid you weren’t coming.” She turned away to the
stove. “I fixed some hot cocoa.”

[ sat cuddling the warm cup in my hands, savoring the
chocolate sip by sip. She had made it with milk instead of
water, and it tasted rich and wonderful. But Mrs. Klevity was
sharing my thoughts with the cocoa. In that brief moment
when I had been so close to her, I had looked deep into her
dim eyes and was feeling a vast astonishment. The dimness
was only on top. Undernecath—underneath—

I took another sip of cocoa. Her eves—almost I could have
walked into them, it seemed like. Slip past the grav film, run
down the shiny bright corridor, into the live young sparkle
at the far end.

I looked deep into my cup of cocoa. Were all grownups
like that? If you could get behind their eyes, were they differ-
ent, too? Behind Mom’s eyes, was there a corridor leading
back to youth and sparkle?

I finished the cocoa drowsily. It was still early, but the rain
was drumming on the roof and it was the kind of night you
curl up to if you're warm and fed. Sometimes you feel thin
and cold on such nights, but 1 was feeling curl-uppy. So I
groped under the bed for the paper bag that had my jammas
i it. [ couldn’t find it.

“I swept today,” said Mrs. Klevity, coming back from some
far country of her thoughts. “I musta pushed it farther under
the bed.”

[ got down on my hands and knees and pecred under the
bed. “Oo00!” 1 said. “What's shiny?”

Something snatched me away from the bed and flung me to
onc side. By the time I had gathered myself up off the floor
and was rubbing a banged clbow, Mrs. Klevity’s bulk was
pressed against the bed, her head under it.

“Hev!” T cried mmdignantly, and then remembered T wasn’t
at home. I heard an odd whimpering sob and then Mrs. Klev-
ity backed slowly away, still kneeling on the floor.

“Only the lock on the suitcase,” she said. “Here’s your jam-
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mas.” She handed me the bag and pondcrously pulled hersclf
‘upright again.

We went silently to bed after she had limped around and
checked the house, even under the bed again. I heard that
odd breathy whisper of a prayer and lay awake, trying to add
up something shiny and the odd eyes and the whispering sob.
Finally I shrugged in the dark and wondcred what I’d pick for
funny when I grew up. All grownups had some kind of funny.

The next night Mrs. Klevity couldn’t get down on her
knees to look under the bed. She’d hurt herself when she
plumped down on the floor after yanking me away from the
bed.

“You'll have to look for me tonight,” she said slowly, nurs-
ing her kuees. “Look good. Oh, Anna, look good!”

I looked as good as 1 could, not knowing what I was look-
ing for.

“It should be under the bed,” she said, her palms tight on
her knees as she rocked back and forth. “But you can’t be sure.
It might miss completely.”

“What might?” I asked, hunkering down by the bed.

She turned her face blindly toward me. “The way out,” she
said. “I'he way back again—"

“Back again?” I pressed my cheek to the floor again. “Well,
I don’t sce anything. Only dark and suitcases.”

“Nothing bright? Nothing? Nothing—" She tried to lay her
face on her knees, but she was too unbendy to manage it, so
she put her hands over her face instead. Grownups aren’t sup-
posed to cry. She didn’t quite, but her hands looked wet when
she reached for the clock to wind it.

[ lay in the dark, onc strand of her hair tickling my hand
where it lay on the pillow. Maybe she was crazy. 1 felt a
thrill of terror fan out on my spine. I carefully moved my hand
from under the lock of hair. How can you find a way out un-
der a bed? I'd be glad when Mr. Klevity got home, cggs or no
eggs, dime or no dime.



114 Zenna Henderson

Somewhere in the darkness of the night, I was suddenly
swimming to wakefulness, not knowing what was waking me
but fecling that Mrs. Klevity was awake too.

“Anna.” Her voice was small and light and silver. “Anna—"

“Hummm?” I murmured, my voice still drowsy.

“Anna, have you ever been away from home?” I turned to-
ward her, trying in the dark to make sure it was Mrs. Klevity.
She sounded so different.

“Yes,” T said. “Once I visited Aunt Katie at Rocky Butte
for a week.”

“Anna.” T don’t know whether she was even hearing my
answers; her voice was almost a chant. “Anna, have you cver
been in prison?”
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