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ANOTHER breakthrough has been reported in the area of

suspended animation. A scientist recently degcribed ex-
periments in which he not only “turned off time” for living
matter; but in which he also dehydrated living matter into a
powder, and brought it successfully back to ils natural state.

The experimenter was Dr. Harold T. Meryman, of the U. S.
Naval Medical Research Institute. He froze aad dried human
red blood cells, let them stand as long as a year, and then re-
constituted them.

When restored to their normal state, the blood cells func-
tioned normally, and proved their vitality by surviving inocu-
lation into the blood stream. Significantly, Dr. Meryman
added, the cells were no “older” than when they had been
frozen.

Even more spectacular was Meryman’s test with bull semen.
Frozen, dehydrated and then reconstituted, the sperm in the
semen effectively fertilized a cow. The cow was reported to be
having a normal pregnancy.

Mention was made of the “practical applications” of the ex-
periments: long-term storage of blood and sperm without re-
frigeration, for example.

But we know what the real practical applications are.—NL
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By BEN BOVA

ILLUSTRATED by SUMMERS

He held the future of the world in his
numbed hands. And from 22,500 miles
out, he made the gamble.

OM woke slowly, his mind

groping back through the
hypnosis. He found himself
looking toward the observa-
tion port, staring at stars and
blackness.
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The first man in space, he
thought bitterly.

He unstrapped himself
from the acceleration seat,
feeling a little wobbly in free
fall.



The hypnotic trance idea
worked, all right.

The last thing Tom remem-
bered was Arnoldsson putting
him under, here in the rock-
et's compartment, the old
man’s sad soft eyes and quiet
voice, Now 22,500 miles out,
Tom was alone except for
what Arnoldsson had planted
in his mind for post-hypnotic
suggestion to recall. The hyp-
nosis had helped him pull
through the blastoff unhurt
and even protected him
against the vertigo of weight-
lessness.

Yeah, it’s a wonderful
world, Tom muttered acidly.

He got up from the seat
cautiously, testing his coordi-
nation against zero gravity.
His magnetic boots held to the
deck satisfactorily.

He was lean and wiry, in
his carly forties, with a sharp
angular face and dark, somber
eyes. His hair had gone dead
white years ago. He was en-
cased up to his neck in a semi-
flexible space suit; they had
squirmed him into it Earth-
side because there was no
room in the cramped cabin
to put it on,

Tom glanced at the tiers of
instrument consoles surround-
ing his seat—mno blinking red
lights, everything operating
normally. As if I could do
anything about it if they went

A LONG WAY BACK

wrong. Then he leaned to-
ward the observation port,
straining for a glimpse of the
satellite.

The satellite.

Five sealed packages float-
ing within a three-hundred
foot radius of emptiness, cir-
cling the Earth like a cluster
of moonlets. Five pieces sent
up in five robot rockets and
placed in the same orbit, to
wait for a human intelligence
to assemble them into a
power-beaming satellite.

Five pieces orbiting Earth
for almost eighteen years;
waiting for nearly eighteen
yvears while down below men
blasted themselves and their
cities and their machines in-
to atoms and forgot the satel-
lite endlessly circling, wait-
ing for its ereators to breathe
life into it.

The hope of the world, Tom
thought. And little Tommy
Morris is supposed to make
it work . . . and then fly home
again. He pushed himself back
into the seat. Jason picked the
wrong man.

“Tom! Tom, can you hear
me?”

He turned away from the
port and flicked a switch on
the radio console.

“Hello Ruth. I ecan hear

you.”

A hubbub of excitement
7



crackled through the radio
receiver, then the girl’s voice:
“Are you all right? Is every-
thing '\=:=» !

“Everything’s fine,” Tom
said flatly. He could picture
the scene back at the station
—dozens of people clustered
around the jury-rigged radio,
Ruth working the controls,
trying hard to stay calm when
it was impossible to, brush-
ing back that permanently
displaced wisp of brown hair
that stubbornly fell over her
forehead.

“Jason will be here in a
minute,” she said. “He’s in
the tracking shack, helping
to calculate your orbit.”

Of course Jason will be
here, Tom thought. Aloud he
said, “He needn’t bother. I
can see the satellite packages;
they’re only a couple of hun-
dred yards from the ship.”

Even through the radio he
could sense the stir that went
through them.

Don’t get your hopes up,
he warned silently. Remem-
ber, I'm no engineer, Engi-
neers are too valuable to risk
on this job. I'm just a tool,
a mindless screwdriver sent
here to assemble this glorified
tinkertoy. I'm the muscle,
Arnoldsson is the merve link,
and Jason is the brain.

Abruptly, Jason’s voice

surged through the radio
speaker, “We did it, Tom! We
did it!”

No, Tom thought, you did
it, Jason. This 1is all your
show.

“You should be able to see
the satellite components,”
Jason said. His voice was ex-
cited yet controlled, and his
comment had a ring of com-
mand in it,

“I’ve already looked,” Tom
answered. “I can see them.”

“Are they damaged?”

“Not as fas as I can see.

Of course, from this dis-
tance. .o
“Yes, of course,” Jason

said. “You’d better get right
outside and start working on
them. You’ve only got forty-
eight hours worth of oxygen.”

“Don’t worry about me,”
Tom said into the radio. “Just
remember your end of the
bargain.”

“You'd better forget that
until you get back here.”

“I'm not forgetting any-
thing.”

“I mean you must concen-
trate on what you’re doing up
there if you expect to get
back alive.”

“When I get back we’re go-
ing to explore the bombed-out
cities. You promised that. It’s
the only reason I agreed to
this.”

Jason’s voice stiffened. “My
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memory is quite as good as
yours. We'll discuss the expe-
dition after you return. Now
you're using up valuable time
. .. and oxygen.”

“Okay. I'm going outside.”

Ruth’s voice came back on:
“Tom, remember to keep the
ship’s radio open, or else your
suit radio won’t be able to
reach us. And we’re all here
. . . Dr. Arnoldsson, Jason,
the engineers . . . if anything
comes up, we'll be right here
to help you.”

Tom grinned mirthlessly.

Right here: 22,500 miles
away.

“Tom?”

“Yes Ruth.”

“Good luck,” she said.

“From all of us.”

Even Jason? he wanted to
ask, but instead said merely,
“Thanks.”

He fitted the cumbersome
helmet over his head and seal-
ed it to the joints on his suit.
A touch of a button on the
control panel pumped the
compartment’s air into stor-
age cylinders. Then Tom
stood up and unlocked the
hatch directly over his seat.

Reaching for the handholds
just outside the hatch, he pull-
ed himself through, and after
a weightless comic ballet
managed to plant his magne-
tized boots on the skin of the

A LONG WAY BACK

ship. Then, standing, he look-
ed out at the universe.

Oddly, he felt none of the
overpowering emotion he had
once expected of this moment.
Grandeur, terror, awe—no, he
was strangely calm. The stars
were only points of light on
a dead-black background; the
Earth was a fat crescent
patched with colors; the sun,
through his heavily-tinted vi-
sor, was like the pictures he
had seen at planetarium
shows, years ago.

As he secured a lifeline to
the grip beside the hatch,
Tom thought that he felt as
though someone had stuck a
reverse hypodermic into him
and drained away all his emo-
tions.

Only then did he realize
what had happened. Jason,
the engineer, the leader, the
man who thought of every-
thing, had made Arnoldsson
condition his mind for this.
No gaping at the universe
for the first man in space, too
much of a chance to take!
There’s a job to be done and
no time for human frailty or
sentiment.

Not even that, Tom said to
himself. He wouldn’t even al-
low me one moment of human
emotion. ;

But as he pushed away
from the ship and floated
ghostlike toward the largest
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of the satellite packages, Tom
twisted around for another
Jook at Earth.

I wonder if she looked that
way before the war?

Slowly, painfully, men had
attempted to rebuild their
civilization after the war had
exhausted itself. But of all the
things destroyed by the
bombs and plagues, the most
agonizing loss was man's
sources of energy,

The coal mines, the oil re-
fineries, the electricity-gener-
ating plants, the nuclear
power piles . . . all shattered
into radioactive rubble. There
could be no return to any
kind of organized society

while men had to scavenge for

wood to warm themselves and
to run their primitive ma-
chines. .

Then someone had remem-
bered the satellite.

It had been designed, be-
fore the war, to collect solar
energy and beam it to a re-
ceiving station on Earth. The
satellite packages had been
fired into a 24-hour orbit,
circling the Earth over a
fixed point on the Equator.
The receiving station, built on
the southeastern coast of the
United States, saw the five
units as a single second-mag-
ritude star, low on the hori-
zon all year, every year.

10

Of course the packages
wavered slightly in their or-
bits, but not enough in eight-
een years to spread very far
apart. A man could still put
them together into a power-
beaming satellite.

If he could get there.

And if they were not dam-
aged.

And if he knew how to put
them together.

Through  months that
stretched into years, over
miles of radioactive wilder-
ness, on horseback, on carts,
on foot, those who knew
about the satellite spread the
word, carefully, secretly, to
what was left of North
America’s scientists and en-
gineers. Gradually they trick-
led into the once-abandoned
settlement.

They elected a leader: Ja-
son, the engineer, one of the
few men who knew anything
about rockets to survive the
war and the lunatic bands
that hunted down anyone sus-
pected of being connected
with pre-war science.

Jason’s first act was to post
guards around the seitlement.
Then he organized the work
of rebuilding the power-re-
ceiving station and a man-
carrying rocket.

They pieced together parts
of a rocket and equipment
that had been damaged by the

AMAZING STORIES



war. What they did not know,
they learned. What they did
not have, they built or canni-
balized from ruined equip-
ment.

Jason sent armed foragers
out for gasoline, charcoal and
wood. They built a ramshackle
electricity generator. They
planted crops and hunted the
small gamie in the local under-
brush. A major celebration
occurred whenever a forager
came back towing a stray cow
or horse or goat.

They erected fences around
the settlement, because more
than once they had to fight off
the small armies of looters
and anti-scientists that still
roved the countryside.

But finally they completed
the rocket . . . after exhaust-
ing almost every scrap of
material and every ounce of
willpower.

Then they picked a pilot:
Thomas H. Morris, age 41,
former historian and teacher.
He had arrived a year before
the completion of the rocket
after walking 1,300 miles to
find the settlement; his pur-
pose was to organize some of
the scientists and explore the
bombed-out cities to see what
could be salvaged out of man’s
shattered heritage.

But Tom was ideal for the
satellite job: the right size—
five-six and  one-hundred

A LONG WAY BACK

thirty pounds; no dependents
—wife and two sons dead of
radiation sickness. True, he
had no technical background
whatsoever; but with Ar-
noldsson’s hypnotic condi-
tioning he could be taught all
that it was necessary for him
to know . . . maybe.

Best of all, though, he was
thoroughly expendable.

So Jason made a deal with
him. There could be no expe-
ditions into the ecities until
the satellite was finished, be-
cause every man was needed
at the settlement. And the
satellite could not be finished
until someone volunteered to
go up in the rocket and as-
semble it.

It was like holding a candy
bar in front of a small child.
He accepted Jason’s terms.

The Earth turned, and with
it the tiny spark of life alone
in the emptiness around the
satellite. Tom worked un-
mindful of time, his eyes and
hands following Jason’s en-
gineering commands through
Arnoldsson’s post - hypnotic
directions, with occasional
radio conferences.

But his conscious mind
sought refuge from the
strangeness of space, and he
talked almost constantly into
his radio while he worked,
talked about anything, every-
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thing, to the girl on the other
end of the invisible link.

“. . . and once the settle-
ment is getting the power
beamed from this contraption,
we're going to explore the
cities. Guess we won’t be able
to get very far inland, but we
can still tackle Washington,
Philadelphia and New York
. . . plenty for us there.”

Ruth asked, “What were
they like before the war?”

“The cities? That’s right,
you’re too young to remem-
ber. They were big, Ruth,
with buildings so tall people
called them skyscrapers.” He
pulled a wrench from its mag-
netic holder in the satellite’s
self-contained tool bin. “And
filled with life. Millions of
people lived in each one . . .
all the people we have at the
settlement could have lived on
one floor of a good-sized
hotel .« 7

“What’s a hotel?”

Tom grinned as he tugged
at a pipe fitting. “You’ll find
out when you come with us
... you'll see things you could
never imagine.”

“T don’t know if I’ll come
with you.”

He looked up from his
work and stared Earthward.
uWhy?n

“Well ... Jason.. . he says
there isn’t much left to see.

12

And it’s all radioactive and
diseased.”

“Nonsense.”

“But Jason says .. .”

Tom snorted. “Jason hasn’t
been out of the settlement for
six years. I walked from
Chicago to the settlement a
year ago. I went through a
dozen cities . they're
wrecked, and the radioactiv-
ity count was higher than it
is here at the settlement, but
it’s not high enough to be
dangerous.”

“And you want to explore
those cities; why?”

“Let’s just say I'm a his-
torian,” Tom answered while
his hands manipulated com-
plex wiring unconsciously, as
though they belonged not to
him but to some unseen pup-
peteer.

“I don’t understand,” Ruth
said.

“Look—those cities hold
mankind’s memory. I want to
gather up the fragments of
civilization before the last
book is used for kindling and
the last machine turns to
rust. We need the knowledge
in the cities if we expect to
rebuild a eivilization . . .”

“But Jason and Dr. Ar-
noldsson and the engineers—
they know all about . . .”

“Tason and the engineers,”
Tom snapped. “They had to
stretch themselves to the

AMAZING STORIES



breaking point to put togeth-
er this rocket from parts that
were already manufactured,
waiting for them. Do you
think they’d know how to
build a city? Dr. Arnoldsson
is a psychiatrist; his efforts
at surgery are pathetic. Have
you ever seen him try to set
a broken leg? And what
about agriculture? What
about tool-making or mining
or digging wells, even...
what about education? How
many kids your own age can
read or write?”

“But the satellite . . .”

“The satellite won’t be of
any use to people who can’t
work the machines, The satel-
lite is no substitute for
knowledge. Unless something
is done, your grandchildren
will be worshipping the ma-
chines, but they won’t know
how to repair them.”

“NO PR .77

“Yes, Ruth,” he insisted.

“No,” she whispered, her
voice barely audible over the
static-streaked hum in his
earphones. “You’re wrong,
Tom. You’re wrong. The sat-
ellite will send us the power
we need. Then we’ll build our
machines and teach our chil-
dren.”

How can you teach what
you don’t know? Tom wanted
to ask, but didn’t. He worked
without talking, hauling the

A LONG WAY BACK

weightless tons of satellite
packages into position, elec-
tronically welding them to-
gether, splicing wiring sys-
tems too intricate for his con-
scious mind to understand.

Twice he pulled himself
back along the lifeline into the
ship for capsule meals and
stimulants.

Finally he found himself
staring at his gloved hands
moving industriously within
the bowels of one of the satel-
lite packages. He stopped,
suddenly aware that it was
piercingly cold and totally
dark except for the lamp on
his helmet.

He pushed away from the
unfinished satellite. Two of
the packages were assembled
now. The big parabolic mir-
ror and two other uncrated
units hung nearby, waiting
impassively.

Tom groped his way back
into the ship. After taking off
his helmet and swallowing a
couple of energy pills he said
to the ship’s radio:

“What time is it?” The
abrupt sound of his own voice
half-startled him.

“Nearly four a. m.” It was
Jason.

“Rarth’s blotted out the
sun,” Tom muttered. “Getting
damned cold in here.”

“You’re in the ship?”

13



“Yes, It got too cold for the
suit.”

“Turn up the ship’s heat-
ers,” Jason said. “What’s the
temperature in there?”

Tom glanced at the ther-
mometer as he twisted the
thermeostat dial as far ag it
would go. “Forty-nine,” he
answered.

He could sense Jason nod.
“The heaters are on minimum
power automatically
you turn them up. It'll warm
you up in a few seconds.
‘How’s the satellite?”

Tom told him what remain-
ed to be done.

“You're not even half
through yet.” Jason’s voice
grew fainter and Tom knew
that he was doing some men-
tal arithmetic as he thought
out loud. “You’ve been up
about twenty hours; at the
rate you're going you'll need
another twenty-four to finish
the job. That will bring you
very clese to your oxygen
limit.” :

Tom sat impassively and
stared at the gray metal and
colored knobs of the radio.

“Is everything going all
right?” Jason asked.

“How should I know? Ask
Arnoldsson.”

“He's asleep. They all are.”

“Except you.”

“That’s right,” Jason said,
“except me.”

14
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“How long did Ruth stay
on the radio?”

“About sixteen hours. I or-
dered her to sleep a few hours
ago.”

“You're pretty good at giv-
ing orders,” Tom said.

“Someone has to.”

“Yeah.” Tom ran a hand
across his mouth. Boy, could
I use a cigarette. Funny, I
haven’t even thought about
them in years.

“Look,” he said to the ra-
dio, “we might as well settle
something right now. How
many men are you going to
let me have?”

“Don’t you think you'd bet-
ter save that for now and get
back to work?”

“It’s too damned cold out
there. My fingers are still
numb. You could have done a

better job on insulating this

suit.”

“There are a lot of things
we could have done,” Jason
said, “if we had the material.”

“How about the expedition?
How many men can I have?”

“As many as you can get,”
the radio voice answered. “I
promised I won’t stand in
your way once the satellite is
finished and operating.”

“Won’t stand in my way,”
Tom repeated. “That mezns
you won’t encourage anyone,
either.”
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Jason’s voice rose a trifle.
“I can’t encourage my people
to go out and risk their lives
just because you want to poke
around some radioactive slag
heaps!”

“You promised that if T put
the satellite together and got
back alive, I could investigate
the cities. That was our deal.”

“That’s right. You can.
And anyone foolish enough to
accompany you can follow
along.”

“Jason, you know I need at
least twenty-five armed men
to venture out of the settle-
ment

“Then you admit it’s dan-
gerous!” the radio voice
crackled.

“Sure, if we meet a robber
band. You've sent out enough
foraging groups to know that.
And we’ll be travelling hun-
dreds of miles. But it’s not
dangerous for the reasons
you've been circulating . . .
radioactivity and disease
germs and that nonsense.
There’s no danger that one of
your own foraging groups
couldn’t handle. I came
through the cities last year
alone, and I made it.”

Tom waited for a reply
from the radio, but only the
hissing and crackling of elec-
trical disturbances answered
him.

A LONG WAY LACK

“Jason, those cities hold
what’s left of a world-wide
civilization. We can’t begin to
rebuild unless we reepen that
knowledge. We need it, we
need it desperately!”

“It’s either destroyed or
radioactive, and to think any-
thing else is self-delusion.
Besides, we have enough in-
telligence right here at the
settlement to build a new civi-
lization, better than the old
one, once the satellite is
ready.”

“But you don’t!” Tom
shouted. “You poor damned
fool, you don’t even realize
how much you don’t know.”

“This is a waste of time,”
Jason snapped. “Get outside
and finish your work.”

“I'm still cold, dammit,”
Tom said. He glanced at the
thermometer on the control

console. “Jason! It’s below
freezing in herel”

“What?”

“The heating unit isn’'t

working at all!”

“Impossible. You must have
turned it off instead of on.”

“] can read, dammit! It's
turned as high as it'll go...”

“What’s the internal ther-
mometer reading?”

Tom looked. “Barely thirty
. .. and it’s still going down.”

“Hold on, I'll wake Ar-
noldsson and the electrical
engineers.”

15



Silence. Tom stared at the
inanimate radio which gave
off only the whines and
scratches of lightning and
sun and stars, all far distant
from him, For all his senses
could tell him, he was the last
living thing in the universe.

Sure, call a conference,
Tom thought. How much
more work is there to be
done? About twenty-four
hours, he said. Another day.
And another full night. An-
other night, this time with no
heat. And maybe no oxygen,
either. The heaters must have
been working tonight until I
pushed them up to full power.
Something must have blown
out. Maybe it’s just a broken
wire, I could fix that if they
tell me how. But if it’s mot . . .
no heat tomorrow might, no
heat at all.

Then Arnoldsson’s voice
floated up through the radio
speaker : soft, friendly, calm,
soothing . . .

The next thing Tom knew
he was putting on his helmet.
Sunlight was lancing through
the tinted observation port
and the ship was noticeably
warmer.

“What happened?” he
mumbled through the dissolv-
ing haze of hypnosis.

“It’s all right, Tom.” Ruth’s
voice. “Dr. Arnoldsson put
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you under and had you check
the ship’s wiring. Now he and
Jason and the engineers are
figuring out what to do. They
said it’s nothing to worry
about . . . they’ll have every-
thing figured out in a couple
of hours.”

“And I'm to work on the
satellite until they’re ready?”

“Yes‘”

“Don’t call us, we'll call
you.”

“What ?”

“Nothing.”

“It’s all right, Tom. Don’t
worry.”

“Sure Ruth, I'm not wor-
ried.” That makes wus both
liars.

He worked mechanically,
handling the unfamiliar ma-
chinery with the engineers’
knowledge through Arnolds-
son’s hypnotic communica-
tion.

Just like the pictures they
used to show of muclear en-
gineers handling radioactive
materials with remotely-con-
trolled  mechanical  hands
from behind a concrete wall.
I'm only a pair of hands, a
couple of opposed thumbs,
a fortunate mutation of a
self-conscious simian . . . but,
God, why don’t they call? She
said it wasn't anything big.
Just the wiring, probably.
Then why don’t they call?

He tried to work without

AMAZING STORIES



thinking about anything, but
he couldn’t force his mind in-
to stillness.

Even if I can fix the heat-
ers, even if I don’t freeze to
death, I might run out of oxy-
gen. And how am I going to
land the ship? The takeoff
was automatic, but even Ja-
son and Arnoldsson can’t
malke a pilot out of me . . .

“Tom?” Jason’s voice.

“Yes!” He jerked to atten-
tion and floated free of the
satellite,

“We've ... . eh, checked
what you told us about the
ship’s electrical system while
Arnoldsson had you under
the hypnotic trance . . .”

“And?”

“Well . . . it, eh, looks as
though one of the batteries
gave out. The batteries feed
all the ship’s lights, heat, and
electrical power . . . with one
of them out, you don’t have
enough power to run the
heaters.”

“There’s no way to fix it?”

“Not unless you cut out
something else. And you need

everything else . . . the radio,
the controls, the oxygen
pumps . ..”

“What about the lights? I
don’t need them, I've got the
lamp on my suit helmet.”

“They don’t take as much
power as the heaters do. It
wouldn’t help at all.”
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Tom twisted weightlessly
and stared back at Earth.
“Well just what the hell am
I supposed to do?”

“Don’t get excited,” Jason’s
voice grated in his earphones.
“We've calculated it all out.
According to our figures, your
suit will store enough heat
during the day to last the
night e

“I nearly froze to death
last night and the ship was
heated most of the time!”

“It will get cold,” Jason’s
voice answered calmly, “but
you should be able to make it.
Your own body warmth will
be stored by the suit’s insula-
tion, and that will help some-
what. But you must not open
the suit all night, not even to
take off your helmet.”

“And the oxygen?”

“You can take all the re-
placement cylinders from the
ship and keep them at the
satellite, The time you save
by not having to go back and
forth to the ship for fresh
oxygen will give you about an
hour’s extra margin. You
should be able to make it.”

Tom nodded. “And of
course I'm expected to work
on the satellite right through
the night.”

“It will help you keep your
mind off the cold. If we see
that you’re not going to make
it—either because of the cold
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for the oxygen—we’ll warn
you and you ean return to the
settlement.”

“Suppose I have enough
oxygen to just finish the sat-
ellite, but if I do, I won’t
have enough to fly home. Will
you warn me then?”

“Don’t be dramatic.”

“Go to hell.”

“Dr. Arnoldsson said he

- could put you under,” Ja-
son continued unemotionally,
“but he thinks you might
freeze once your conscious
mind went asleep.”

“You've figured out all the
details,” Tom muttered. “All
I have to do is put your
damned satellite together
without freezing to death and
then fly 22,500 miles back
home before my air runs out.
Simple.”

He glanced at the sun, still
glaring bright even through
his tinted visor. It was nearly
on the edge of the Earth-disk.

“All right,” Tom said, “I'm
going into the ship now. for
some pills; it’s nearly sunset.”

}

numbers lost their meaning.
Paralyzing cold, seeping in
through the suit while you
worked, crawling up your
limbs until you could hard'y
move. The 1whole universe
hung up in the sky and look-
ed down on the small cold fig-
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Cold. Dark and so cold that

ure of a man struggling
blindly with machinery he
could not understand.

Dark. Dark and cold.

Ruth stayed on the radio as
long as Jason would allow
her, talking to Tom, keeping
the link with life and warmth.
But finally Jason took over,
and the radio went silent.

So don’t talk, Tom growled
silently, I can keep warm just
by hating you, Jason.

He worked through the
frigid night, struggling ant-
like with huge pieces of
equipment. Slowly he assem-
bled the big parabolic mirror,
the sighting mechkanism ard
the atomic convertor. With
dreamy motions he started
connecting the intricate wir-
ing systems.

And all the while he raged
at himself: Why? Why did it
have to be this way? Why me?
Why did I agree to do this? 1
knew I'd mever live through
it; why did I do t?

He retraced the days of his
life: the preparations for the
flight, the arguments with Ja-
son over exploring the cities,
his trek from Chicago to the
settlement, the aimless years
after the radiation death of
his two boys and Marjorie,
his wife.

Marjorie and the boys, ly-
ing sick month after month,
dving one after the other in
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a cancerous agony while he
stood by helplessly in the
ruins of what had been their
home.

No! His mind warned him.
Don’t think of that. Not that.
Think of Jason, Jason who
prevents you from doing the
one thing you want, who 1is
taking your life from you; Ja-
son, the peerless leader;
Jason, who’s afraid of the
cities, Why? Why 1is he afraid
of the cities? That’s the hub
of everything down there.
Why does Jason fear the
cities?

It wasn’t until he finished
connecting the satellite’s last
unit—the sighting mechanism
—that Tom realized the an-
swer.

One answer. And every-
thing fell into place.

Everything except
what Tom Morris was going
to do about it.

Tom squinted through the
twin telescopes of the sight-
ing mechanism again, then
pushed away and floated free,
staring at the Earth bathed
in pale moonlight.

What do I do now? For an
instant he was close to panic,
but he forced it down. Think,
he said to himself. You're
supposed to be a Homo Sa-
piens . . . use that brain.
Think!
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~The long night ended. The
sun swung around from be-
hind the bulk of Earth. Tom
looked at it as he felt its
warmth penetrating the in-
sulated suit, and he knew it
was the last time he would see
the sun, He felt no more an-
ger—even his hatred of Jason
was drained out of him now.
In its place was a sense of—
finality.

He spoke into his helmet
mike. “Jason.”

“He is in conference with
the astronomers.” Dr. Ar-
noldsson’s voice.

“Get him for me, please.”

A few minutes of silence,
broken only by the star-whis-
perings in his earphones.

Jason’s voice was carefully
modulated. “Tom, you made
A

“I made it. And the satel-
lite’s finished.”

“It’s finished? Good. Now,
what we have to do . ..”

“Wait,” Tom interrupted.
“Tt’s finished but it’s useless.”

“What?”

Tom twisted around to look
at the completed satellite, its
oddly-angled framework and
bulbous machinery glinting
fiercely in the newly-risen
sun. “After I finished it I
looked through the sighting
mechanism to make certain

the satellite’s transmitters
were correctly aimed at the
19



settlement. Nobody told me to,
but nobody said not to, either,
so I looked. It’'s a simple
mechanism . , . The transmit-
ters are pointed smack in the
middle of Hudson’s Bay.”

“You're sure?”

“Certainly.”

“You can rotate the anten-
nagisi: "

“I know. I tried it. I can
turn them as far south as the
Great Lakes.”

A leng pause.

“I was afraid of this,” Ja-
son’s voice said evenly.

Lll bet you were, Tom an-
swered to himself,

“You must have moved the
satellite out of position while
assembling its components.”

“So my work here comes to
nothing because the satellite’s
power beam can’t reach the
settlement’s receivers.”

“Not . . . not unless you use
the ship . . . to tow the satel-
lite into the proper orbital
position,” Jason stammered.

You actually went through
with it, Tom thought. Aloud,
he said, “But if I use the
ship’s engine to tow the sat-
ellite, I won’t have enough
fuel left to get back to Earth,
will 1?” Not to mention oxy-
gen.

A longer pause. “No.”

“I have two questions, Ja-
son, I think I know the
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answers to them both but I'll
ask you anyway. One. You
knew this would happen, did-
n’t you?”

“What do you mean?”

“You've calculated this in-
sane business down to the last
drop of sweat,” Tom growled.
“You knew that I'd knock the
satellite out of position while
I was working on it, and the
only way to get it back in the
right orbit would be for me
to tow it back and strand my-
self up here, This is a suicide
mission, isn’t it, Jason?”

“That’s not true . . .”

“Don’t bother defending
yourself. I don’t hate you
anymore, Jason, I understand
you, dammit, You made our
deal as much to get rid of me
as to get your precious satel-
lite put together.”

“No one can force you to
tow the satellite . . .”

“Sure, I can leave it where
it is and come back home. If
1 can fly this ship, which I
doubt. And what would I
come back to? I left a world
without power. I'd return to
a world without hope. And
some dark night one of your
disappointed young goons
would catch up with me . . .
and no one would blame him,
would they?”

Jason’s voice was brittle.
«You'll tow it into position?”

“After you answer my sec-
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ond question,” Tom counter-
ed, “Why are you afraid of
the cities?”
“Afraid? I'm not afraid.”
“Yes you are. Oh, you could
use the hope of exploring the
cities to lure me up here on
this suicide-job, but you knew
I’d never be back to claim my
half of the bargain. You're
afraid of the cities, and I
think I know why. You're
afraid of the unknown quan-
tity they represent, distrust-
ful of your own  leadership
when new problems arise . ..”
“We’ve worked for more
than ten years to make this
settlement what it is,” Jason
fumed. “We fought and died
to keep those marauding luna-
tics from wrecking us. We
are mankind’s last hope! We
can’t afford to let others in
. . . they’re not scientists,
they wouldn’t understand,
they’d ruin everything.”
“Mankind’s last hope, ter-
rified of men.” Tom was sud-
denly tired, weary of the
whole struggle. But there was
something he had to tell them.
“Listen Jason,” he said.
“The walls you’ve built
around the settlement weren’t
meant to keep you from going
outside. You're not a self-
sufficient little community ...
you’re cut off from mankind’s
memory, from his dreams,
from his ambitions. You can’t
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even start to rebuild a civi-
lization—and if you do try,
don’t you think the peaple
outside will learn about it?
Don’t you think they’ve got
a right to share in what-
ever progress the settlement
makes? And if you don’t let
them, don’t you realize that

they’ll destroy the settle-
ment?”
Silence,

“I’'m a historian,” Tom con-
tinued, “and I know that a
civilization can’'t exist in a
vacuum. If outsiders don’t
conquer it, it’ll rot from with-
in, It’s happened to Baby-
lonia, Greece, Rome, China,
even., Over and again. The
Soviets built an Iron Curtain
around themselves, and wiped
themselves out because of
it.

“Don’t you see, Jason?
There are only two types of
animals on this planet: the
gamblers and the extinct. It
won’t be easy to live with the
outsiders, there’ll be problems
of every type. But the altern-
ative is decay and destruction.
Yow've got to take the chance,
if you don’t you're dead.”

A long silence. Finally Ja-
son said, “You've only got
about a half-hour’s worth of
oxygen left. Will you tow the
satellite into the proper posi-
tion?”
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Tom stared at the planet
unseeingly. “Yes,” he mum-
bled.

“Ill have to check some
calculations with the astrono-
mers,” Jason’s voice buzzed
flatly in his earphones.

A background murmer,
scarcely audible over the
crackling static.

Then Ruth’s voice broke
through, “Tom, Tom, you
can’t do this! You won’t be
able to get back!”

“I know,” he said, as he
started pulling his way along
the lifeline back to the ship.

“No! Come back, Tom,
please. Come back. Forget the
satellite. Come back and ex-
plore the cities. I'll go with
you. Please, Don’t die, Tom,
please don’t die . . .”

“Ruth, Ruth, you’re too
young to cry over me. I'll be
all right, don’t worry.”

“No, it isn’t fair.”

“It never is,” Tom said.
“Listen, Ruth. I've been dead
a long time, Since the bombs
fell, T guess. My world died
then and I died with it. When
I came to the. settlement,
when I agreed to make this
flight, I think we all knew I'd
never return, even if we
wouldn’t admit it to our-
selves. But I'm just one man,
Ruth, one small part of the
story. The story goes on, with
or without me. There’s tomor-
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row ... your tomorrow. I've
got no place in it, but it be-
longs to you. So don’t waste
your time crying over a man
who died eighteen years
ago.” :

He snapped off his suit ra-
dio and went the rest of the
way to the ship in silence.
After locking the hatch and
pumping air back into the
cabin, he took off his helmet.

Good clean canned air, Tom
said to himself. Too bad it
won’t last longer.

He sat down and flicked a
switch on the radio console.
“All right, do you have those
calculations ready?”

“In a few moments . . .
Arnoldsson’s voice. ,

Ten minutes later Tom re-
emerged from the ship and
made his ghost-like way back
to the satellite’s sighting
mechanism. He checked the
artificial moon’s position,
then went back to the ship.

“On course,” he said to the
radio. “The transmitters are
pointing a little northwest of
Philadelphia.”

“Good,” Arnoldsson’s voice
answered. “Now, your next
blast should be three seconds’
duration in the same direc-
tion iiRY

“No,” Tom said, “I've gone
as far as I'm going to.”

“What?”
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“I'm not moving the satel-
lite any farther.”

“But you still have not
enough fuel to vreturn to
Earth. Why are you stopping
here?”

“I'm not coming back,”
Tom answered. “But I'm not
going to beam the satellite’s
power to the settlement,
either.”

“What are you trying to
pull?” Jason’s voice. Furious.
Panicky.

“It’s simple, Jason, If you
want the satellite’s power, you
can dismantle the settlement
and carry it to Pennsylvania.
The transmitters are aimed at
some good farming country,
and within miles of a city
that’s still half-intact.”

“You’re insane!”

“Not at all. We're keeping
our deal, Jason. I'm giving
you the satellite’s power, and
you’re going to allow explora-
tion of the cities. You won’t
be able to prevent your peo-
ple from rummaging through
the cities now ; and you won’t
be able to ke:p the outsiders
from joining you, not once

you get out from behind your
own fences.”

“You :can’t  “‘do
You & o

Tom snapped off the radio.
He looked at it for a second

this!

or two, then smashed a
heavy-booted foot against the
console. Glass and metal

crashed satisfactorily.

Okay, Tom thought, it’s
done. Maybe Jason’s right
and I'm crazy, but we’ll never
know mow. In a year or so
they’ll be set up outside Phila-
delphia, and a lot better for
it. 'm forcing them to take
the long way back, but it's a
better way. The only way,
maybe.

He leaned back in the seat
and stared out the observa-
tion port at the completed
satellite. Already it was tak-
ing in solar energy and
beaming it Earthward.

In ten years they’ll send an-
other ship up here to check
the gadget and wmake sure
everything’s okay. Maybe
they’ll be able to do it in five
years. Makes mo difference.
I’ll still be here. :

THE BND

A LONG WAY BACK
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By MILT LESSER
ILLUSTRATED by VARGA

HARDESTY fondled the sight
picture with his right eye,
squinting shut his left eye, ca-
ressing the trigger of his rifle
with the index finger of his right
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Here's a fine, hard
story of the invert-
ed ethical system of
the post-war world,
where inhumanity is
the normand cruelty
pays dividends.

hand and waiting for the squad
leader to issue his commands.
“Ready,” called the squad
leader.
At times like this, Hardesty



observed, time seemed suspend-
ed. He wondered if it worked
that way for the condemned man,
too. The sun was just coming up
over the rim of the bomb crater,
splashing the rubble there with
rose and gold. A hungry dog
howled somewhere north of the
crater.
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A dozen rifles were pointed at
various parts of the condemned
man’s anatomy. Hardesty always
selected the stomach, although
there invariably was a softie in
each firing squad to spoil the
fun. The hungry dog began to
yelp. Someone had probably left
ground glass for it.

Before the squad leader could
shout the command to fire, a rifle
shot cracked flatly, with a com-
plete lack of resonance, across
the bomb crater. The condemned
man jerked upward, then strain-
ed forward in death against the
fetters which bound him to the
firing post.

“Damn it!” swore the squad
leader. “Who the hell did that?”

Jumping the gun had started
some years ago strictly as a
sport. Now it was business,
though, and profitable if you
could get away with it and trust
your confederate.

“Who did that?” screamed the
squad leader.

No one spoke. The dozen mem-
bers of the firing squad stood
rigidly at the aim position, their
weapons pointing like accusing
fingers at the dead man slumping
forward against the firing post.
Two crows flapped by like black
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paper overhead,
cously.

“All right,” snapped the squad
leader. “Uh-ten-shun!”

cawing rau-

Rifle stocks were slapped in
brisk unison as the weapons
were brought down from the aim
position through port to order
arms. A trickle of sweat rolled
across the bridge of Hardesty’s
nose. A bus rumbled by two
blocks east, on what was left of
Lexington Avenue. Hardesty
wondered if the driver’s union
sanctioned passenger trapping.
He had once traveled ten extra
blocks on a bus which had slow-
ed down without stopping at the
designated spots. He had watch-
ed braver passengers than him-
self leap from the vehicle, risk-
ing broken bones. Well, they
probably had time-clocks to
punch; Hardesty was in business
for himself.

“In-spec-shun — harms!” the
squad leader screamed. Twelve
rifles snapped up to port, twelve
bolts were slammed back. The
squad leader walked down the
line, examining rifle chambers.
Three rifles to Hardesty’s left,
he stopped. “Here she is,” he
said.

From the corner of his eye,
Hardesty saw the girl, calm as
murder, hurl her heavy rifle at
the squad leader. The stock slam-
med across his face and knocked
him down before he could parry
it with his arms. The girl turned
and fled up over the rim of the
bomb crater.

“Catch her!” bellowed the
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squad leader, who stood up,
wiped the blood from his lips
and sprinted toward the crater
rim. Ten members of the squad
followed him on the double. The
penalty for jumping the gun was
severe; the reward for catching
the culprit, considerable.

Hardesty did not follow the
squad leader,

He waited until the last of the
squad had scrambled up the steep
slope of the crater wall, waited
until the drumming sound of
feet on the buckled pavement
faded, then approached the dead
man still suspended from the fir-
ing post. The man’s face looked
peaceful, as if he were only
sleeping. He wore a mackinaw,
a pair of patched trousers and
heavy rubble-boots. Hardesty
could not see where the bullet
had gone in.

Approaching the corpse, Hard-
esty wondered if the girl who
had fired prematurely would
make good her escape. Lord
knew there were places to hide
in the bombed-out city. Hardesty
began to hope they would cap-
ture her, though. It would sim-
plify things. He did not know
her name, but fifteen minutes
before the execution he had toss-
ed a coin with her. Hardesty had
won. She would kill the- con-
demned man prematurely, Hard-
esty would remain behind to go
through his pockets for booty.
Later on, they would meet at the
stump of the Lever Brothers
Building and divvy up. Provided
she wasn’'t caught. Provided
Hardesty; remembered.
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Sucker, he thought.

He reached the dead man and
started through the big flap
pockets of his mackinaw, A cold
wind swirled into the crater, lift-
ing a cloud of choking dust. The
first red glow of the sun had
faded, leaving a pale and watery
orb to fight the gathering clouds
in the eastern sky. It looked like
snow was on the way. Hardesty
found a tattered wallet in the
left rear pocket of the man’s
trousers.

“Hold it,” a woman’s voice
called softly.
Startled, Hardesty looked

around. He saw no one. He might
hurl himself behind the corpse
and the firing post, his rifle
ready—but the woman could
have been crouched behind the
embankment there.

“What do you want?” Hard-
esty demanded in an arrogant
voice. You were a goner if you
showed fear. That’s what they
wanted, fear.

“I’'m armed. I have you cover-
ed. I can see you but you can’t
see me. Drop your rifle.”

Bluff ? Hardesty wondered.

“T’ll count three.”

And fire on two, you shrew,
Hardesty thought. He wondered
again about the other girl, the
one who was fleeing across the
city now, A confederate of hers?
It was possible. Double-dealing
invited triple dealing. Hardesty
thumbed the safety catch for-
ward on his rifle and dropped the
weapon at his feet. He still held
the dead man’s wallet in his left
hand.
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The woman appeared over the
rear embankment of the crater.
She wore a cap with earlaps, a
tattered leather lumber-jacket
a heavy black skirt, rubble-boots
and no gloves. She carried a
sawed-off shotgun in the cradle
of her bent left arm. She was
pretty, but did not look- mean
enough to be really beautiful.
Her eyes were piercing.

“What have you got in your
hand ?” she said.

“His wallet.”

“Give it to me.” The young
woman came forward, kicked
Hardesty’s rifle out of reach
with her left foot and held out
her right hand.

Just then an air-raid siren be-
gan to wail. Hardesty looked up
at the pale cold sky. He saw no
jets. He heard none. The spotters
didn't give you much warning
these days. They knew of the
raid in advance, of course. They
had received word from the spot-
ters up and down the ' coast.
While they would be executed if
they failed to report the raid
entirely, there was no stipulation
on the time limit and no way of
proving it if there had been. As
a consequence, the spotters were
rich men. You hardly had time
to lock up or hide your valuables
with only seconds to reach shel-
ter.

“Think it’s for real?”
woman asked Hardesty.

He shrugged. He still heard no
jets. False alarms kept you on
your toes and made you wait
until the last possible moment
when the real thing came. False
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alarms? The spotters called them
air-raid drills.

“I doubt it,” Hardesty said
truthfully. The bomb crater
would make a fairly good shel-
ter, anyway. The worst of the
shock waves weould pass over it.
Hardesty hoped shelter-seeking
pedestrians wouldn’t find the
bomb crater. He might be able to
deal with the woman alone, but
he’d lose whatever booty was left
in the dead man’s pockets if a
few dozen scavengers came down
into the hole.

“Give me the wallet.”

Hardesty handed it over.
“Who are you?” he said. “A
friend of that blonde girl who—"

“Did you take anything else?
I'm the widow.”

A head was silhouetted briefly
against the pale sky above the
rim of the crater. The widow
fired a warning shot from one
barrel of her shotgun, then
quickly reloaded it, The head
vanished.

“You have no right to your
husband’s belongings,” Hardesty
said. “You ought to know that.”

“You have a right?”

“Sure. Why don’t 1?7

“Because I saw what happen-
ed. You were in cahoots with
that blonde girl, weren’t you?”
The widow went through her
dead husband’s pockets as she
talked, stuffing what she found
into the pockets of her macki-
naw. Hardesty stared hungrily
at the silver gleam of coins, the
dull green of paper money.

“Lady,” Hardesty said deri-
sively, “you’re a sucker. Your

27



husband was holding out on
you.”

“What else did you find ?”

“I didn’t say I found any-
thing.”

“But you implied it.”

“Go scratch,” said Hardesty
in a taunting voice. He wanted
the woman to search him. He
thought he could take her if she
got busy with his pockets.

“I could kill you and search
you afterwards.”

“You could, if I didn’t hide it
where you’d never find it.”

“Hide what?” the woman lick-
ed her lips eagerly. She looked
real pretty now. Hardesty had
always preferred the mean, hard
look to the unctuous one which
stamped so many faces these
days. The woman took a step to-
ward Hardesty, who tensed him-
self. It was the little things like
this which made life worth liv-
ing. The cat and mouse game.
Personal politics, it was called.
It used to be called ethics. The
woman put her hand in the
pocket of Hardesty’s coat, anx-
iously searching.

At that moment, the first wave
of jets came over.,

The sky shook itself, disgorg-
ing bombs. A bright flash blos-
somed beyond the western rim of
the crater, and another, Seconds
later, Hardesty heard the explo-
sions. The woman had forgotten
Hardesty and crouched in terror
at the feet of her dead husband,
who still stood there leaning for-
ward from the firing post. Had
the woman denounced him for
some personal reason? wondered
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Hardesty. It happened all the
time. Personal politics.

The second wave of jets came
over, their roar all but drowning
out the stacatto pop-pop-pop of
the AA guns. The country had
used up its entire supply of
ground-to-bomber missiles. The
enemy had depleted its store of
fusion and fission bombs. Every-
one settled for ack-ack and TNT.

The bombs rained down, ex-
ploding like firecrackers on a
scale model of the ruined city. It
always looked that way to Hard-
esty. Unreal. He supposed it was
like that, unreal, to everyone un-
til the one bomb which was too
close and suddenly too real com-
pressed the air before its war-
head and shrieked earthward,
growing and growing and not
cutting off the shriek before the
sound of the explosion like kids
do when they play war and make
vocal bomb sounds but terminat-
ing the shriek instantly with the
explosion and killing you almost
before you heard the sound with
concussion or flying masenry or
fire.

Like that bomb, right now,
right there, which picked up a
two-story building, uprooting it
at the foundation and lifting it
slowly inte the air in defiance of
gravity, then turning it over
gently, teaching it tricks before
it perished, flipping it carelessly,
indifferently, showering a slow
downpour of furniture to the
ground through the now floorless
bottom story and then turning
the whole building once more,
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like a child’s block caught in a
gale, and suddenly sundering it,
breaking the building into large
pieces which floated lazily down-
ward, exploding with a paradoxi-
cal lack of violence into smaller
pieces, and the smaller ones into
still smaller, until the whole
thing came down, dust and
shards now, like a multi-colored
snowstorm, beyond the rim of
the bomb crater.

Afterwards came the concus-
sion, mitigated by the depth of
the crater but still strong, flip-
ping Hardesty across the crater
floor. He let his muscles go slack,
instinctively  knowing  there
would be less likelihood of a
broken bone that way. He tasted
blood in his mouth and felt his
head burrow into rubble and
ashes. He stood up groggily as
the all-clear sounded. You had
to be cautious, Sometimes the
spotters tricked you. Then you
went out into the open and the
bombs came down again almost
as if the spotters and the enemy
bombardiers were in secret en-
tente with one another and
would later meet in some un-
dreamed of neutral place and
share the booty collected from
corpses and parts of corpses. It
was a dog eat dog world.

The concussion had ripped
loose the firing post, which had
fallen with the dead man still
dangling, like a drunk leaning
backwards against a lamp-post,
across the woman. She lay there
under its weight, her legs drum-
ming, her arms twitching.

“Help me,” she called to Hard-

DIVVY UP

esty in a feeble voice. “Please
help me.” She was very ugly that
way, with a look of supplication
on her dirt-smeared face. Hard-
esty walked over to her and plac-
ed his foot on her shoulder so
she wouldn’t twitch so, then
went through her pockets quick-
ly. He found two five million dol-
lar bills and a handful of small
denomination coins, one and two
hundred thousand dollars each,
mostly. Shrugging his disap-
pointment, Hardesty realized it
would be only enough to keep
him going a week, and that long
only if he spent it frugally.
Those were the breaks.

“What else did you find?” the
woman croaked through bloody
lips.

She would probably live,
Hardesty figured. She was only
pinned there; she didn’t seem
badly hurt. Naturally, he chang-
ed his residence in the bombed-
out city every day, but if the
blonde givl were caught and de-
scribed him to save her own neck
and if this woman confirmed the
descripticn to receive her share
of the ten million dollars in
denouncei’s bounty, Hardesty
might possibly be found. The
penalty for jumping the gun or
aiding gun-jumping was death.
Other citizens didn’t have their
just opportunity to scavenge.

“What else?” the woman ask-
ed again,

Harde:ty went over and found
the sawed-off shotgun, “Noth-
ing,” he said, and split the
woman’s skull open with the
stock of ¢he shotgun.
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‘““Hey, man! Hey, over this
way!”

A digging crew was working
with picks and shovels on a ruin-
ed building on 44th Street. It
had been an office building of
some dozen storys, but the whole
facade had collapsed. The offices
thus revealed locked like tiny
cubicles with cardboard ceilings,
floors and walls. The whole ruin-
ed structure looked like a giant
compartmented eggbox lying on
its side, the small square com-
partments cluttered with impos-
sibly small office furniture carv-
ed to perfect scale.

“Hey, man! We got an extra
shovel.”

Community effort. You had to
dig out the ruins. In the early
days of the war you looked for
living people, but now personal
politics had changed that. The
diggers had clubs and knives
ready in case any survivors were
found to contest their booty.
They were hacking away at the
heaps of broken concrete with
consummate effort, stopping
every now and then for hot
drinks which the Red Cross
brought around. They had some
union, those Red Cross workers.
They were guaranteed ten per-
cent of the booty in any building
they serviced during digging.
Often only the digging foreman
got coffee, but it didn’t matter.

The scene reminded Hardesty
of a clever children’s toy he had
seen once. It was a hollow globe
of plastic, with water inside.
When you turned it upside down,
tiny jet bombers dropped tinier
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bombs on a skyseraper which re-
sembled the Lever Brothers
Building. The building flew
apart, spitting miniature corpses
and furniture out of windows.
Minute diggers started to dig at
the base of the structure and a
Red Cross vehicle spilled out
tiny, spider-like Red Cress work-
ers with armbands, When you
turned the globe right-side-up
again, everything assumed its
place like before the air-raid. It
was very ingenious.

Hardesty thought it would be
a good idea to get out of his
neighborhood. There was no tell-
ing what had happened to the
blonde. If he were caught in her
position, he certainly would have
squealed. Anyway, Hardesty had
heard that the pickings were
good down by the old Navy Yard
in Brooklyn, previded you could
steal a boat and make your way
across the East River under the
ruined bridges. Some people
claimed the waters of the river
were stil radioactive, but Hard-
esty suspected the radiation had
long since flowed out to sea. It
was probably a rumor promul-
gated and maintained by the rov-
ing bands of Brooklyn secaven-
gers. Hardesty had always pre-
ferred being a small business-
man. He just couldn’t see scav-
enging for a salary, despite the
comparative security it offered.

“Well, what do you say, man?”

“No, really, I have to be get-
ting along.”

“All right, then. It's an or-
der.” Someone thrust a shovel at
Hardesty. He glanced at the
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man’s sleeve and saw the starred
armband of a block -captain.
Damn these civil servants! You
hated their guts but had to obey
them. Oh, they were psycho-
pathic enough. Hardesty admit-
ted that to himself. You couldn’t
get any kind of a decent job with
the city unless the Civil Service
Board passed on your psychop-
athy. But they were too smug
in an orderly, regimented way.
They could quote ordinances to
you until you wanted to wring
their necks but they were right
and if you did, you were as good
as dead.

Hardesty took the shovel in
his numb cold hands and began
to dig mechanically where the
pick-ax crew had already done
its work. After an hour, he had
uncovered nothing worthwhile.
A teen-aged Red Cross girl
brought him a cup of evil-smell-
ing synthetic coffee, but he
drank it to warm his stiff mus-
cles.

All at once, he heard a tapping
sound coming from a big bronze
pipe which had probably carried
water or refuse from one of the
offices upstairs.

“Someone’s alive in there,” a
youngster next to Hardesty said.
He ran over with a pick-ax and
began to hack furiously at the
rubble. .

The block captain rushed to
the spot and said, “Are you crazy
or something? There’s no air
in there. Give them a couple of
hours and they’ll be dead. Are
you forgetting your ordinances,
boy?”

DIVVY UP

“But we can save them!” the

youngster said in some confu-
sion.
" “We got too many mouths to
feed as it is. Anyhow, you want
them contesting the booty. If
they survive, they’re liable to
claim it all.”

“I—I'm sorry.” The youngster
stopped hacking away with his
pick-ax. He seemed genuinely
contrite, but you never knew
about that type. He might come
back tonight and dig in private.
By then, fortunately, it would be
too late. But the city hospitals
were full of just such people who
couldn’t adjust to the rigors of
war. Hardesty had heard about
a proposed bill which would have
them all killed painlessly. That
was no way to die, without pain,
but it served them right. Of
course, thought Hardesty bitter-
ly, the city would claim all their
booty—which was another mat-
ter entirely.

Five minutes later, Hardesty
found a dismembered arm. It
was already frozen with the cold
and seemed more like wax than
flesh. The arm was too muscular
to have belonged to a woman.
The man had worn a ring and a
gold-plated wristwatch which,
between them, might bring
eighty or ninety million dollars
on the black market. Hardesty
got the watch loose and was
working the ring off the frozen
fingers when the block captain
spotted him.

“1 saw that,” he said. He had
a big beefy face with eyes so
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cloge together they seemed to be
forever staring at the tip of his
nose. “You think you’re in busi-
ness for yourself ?”

“I'm sorry,” Hardesty said
lamely. “Habit. I'm a scavenger
by occupation. Here. Here’s the
ring.”

The beefy-faced man scruti-
nized the ring and pocketed it.
“The wristwatch,” he said.

“There must be some mis-
take.”

“I saw you put it in your
pocket.”

“No, you must have been
imagining things.” What would
it bring on the black market?
Fifty million dollars in a quick
sale? Decent living for a month.
Hardesty was damned if the
block captain would get it.

“Fork it over, wise guy.”

The other diggers had stopped
their work to watch Hardesty’s
growing—and now perilous—
discomfort. “Let’s just get on
with the work,” Hardesty sug-
gested. He had placed the sawed-
off shotgun down near the curb
when he started digging. He saw
it there now, with one of the Red
Cross teen-agers staring at it
covetously. He wondered if he
could reach it in time and blast
the beefy block captain’s face in.
He decided the shovel would be
quicker and every bit as effec-
tive.

“For the last time . . .” began
the block captain.

Swinging the shovel like a
baseball bat, Hardesty bounced
it off his jaw. He didn’t wait to
see the results. He bolted for the
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curb, scooped up his sawed-off
shotgun, and ran,

It was snowing now, big dry
flakes which fell from a windless
sky, slow patient flakes which
would fall for many hours if the
leaden sky was any indication,
choking the broken arteries of
the perishing city.

Let it, thought Hardesty. I
don’t have to go to Brooklyn,
after all. I know where I can
dispose of this wristwatch.

He was jogging along in no
great hurry. He had darted down
Vanderbilt Avenue by the ruins
of Grand Central Station, then
cut back and forth through the
streets in the low forties. They
had chased him for a while but
had given him up by now, he sup-
posed. Hell, it was only one
wristwatch. He slowed to a walk
along Park Avenvue and watch-
ed the city die.

The city had been moribund
ever since Hardesty could re-
member. It seemed the natural
state of things, just as the pub-
lic politicians had finally given in
to the inevitable and now decried
that war was the natural state of
human society. With war, cities
died. With dead cities, war be-
came a more personal thing.
That was where personal politics
came in. War became an individ-
ual thing as well as a social en-
terprise. That was the way you
lived.

An old woman came trudging
along in the snow, her boot-shod
feet making footprints clear
down through the thin white
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covering to the broken gray side-
walk beneath it. She was selling
poor-grade booty, trinkets and a
few items of faded old clothing.
“Anything I've got,” she hawk-
ed, holding a yellow straw basket
up for Hardesty’s inspection,
“anything in the basket for only
a hundred thousand dollars.”

When Hardesty shook his
head, she tagged along, gripping
his sleeve in clawlike fingers and
tugging at it. “Go away, grand-
ma,” he said. The old lady went
on ranting about her wares in a
high, incongruously childish
voice. Maybe a few of the dig-
gers were still looking for him,
Hardesty thought. The crone’s
piercing voice would attract peo-
ple for blocks.

The hag cleared her throat and
spat yellow phlegm in the clean
white snow. “See this dress?
See, it’s second hand, but you
could hardly tell. For you, a spe-
cial price because you have a
cruel face. For you—"

“Damn it!” said Hardesty,
and fished in his pocket for a few
coins. There was no one else on
the street, no one else on the
lonely landscape of battered
buildings and stumps of build-
ings. A few feet to Hardesty’s
left, a fire hydrant had ruptured;
a torrent of water gushed from
it, freezing at the edges of the
large puddle which had formed,
as if the ice had started there
and would approach the hydrant
and strangle it. Hardesty was
surprised that the city still
pumped so much pressure
through its water mains.

DIVVY UP

“Here,” Hardesty said, hand-
ing the old woman a few coins
and taking her basket. It was
unexpectedly heavy. The old
woman thanked him profusely in
her childish voice. Hardesty had
no use for the contents of the
basket, but wouldn’t return it to
the hag. Later he could dispose
of it. Returning it to her would
be charity, and you just did not
indulge in charity,

The old woman walked off
through the snow, cackling hap-
pily.

“There he is!” someone cried.

Hardesty heard the footfalls
pounding behind him. The dig-
gers. He began to run, hurling
the basket away from him. He
turned around to look and saw
four or five shapes sprinting
after him. Hardesty raised the
shotgun without bothering to
aim and fired both barrels. The
hag clutched her throat and
pitched forward in the snow.
One of the men fell with her.
Hardesty tossed the now useless
shotgun aside and heard some-
thing clatter against the wall
next to him. Sparks flew. It was
a knife. The man’s aim had been
good, almost too good.

Hardesty circled the block
twice, then hid in a doorway. It
was a doorway to absolutely no-
where. On one side was the
street, on the other was a rubble-
filled bomb crater. This had once
been a building, but only the
doorway stood. Even the door
had been blown to bits.

A sign over the door said
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WAL — RIA. Hardesty thought
a hotel had stood here, long ago.
He crouched in the doorway and
waited, catching his breath. It
was so cold, his teeth began

to chatter uncontrollably. His .

lungs, theugh, were on fire, and
his nostrils. He couldn’t stay
there too long. He would freeze
to death. Perhaps they had taken
a wrong turn over on Madison
Avenue.

Hardesty walked boldly out
into the street. No one stopped
him.

Ten minutes later, after hid-
ing in a pile of rubble when he
saw semeone coming down the
street, Hardesty found himself
passing the stump of the Lever
Brothers Building. The girl, he
thought suddenly. He had for-
gotten about the blonde. He
shouldn’t be passing here. She
might be waiting for him.

“Psst! Hey, it’s me. I didn’t
know to expect you or what.”

It was the blonde’s voice.
Hardesty had in mind to run
again, but there would be too
many people after him, too many
people who, out of spite or patri-
otism, would identify him and
denounce him. He would share
the executed man’s booty with
the blonde girl. But not the
wristwatch. She had nothing to
do with the wristwatch. Maybe,
he thought, she even knew of a
good warm place to sleep.

“l1 had a little delay,” Hard-
esty said. He didn’t see the
blonde anywhere. She was inside
the building.

“Well, come on in.”
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People came from all over
Manhattan to see the Lever
Brothers stump. Miraculously,
some of the green-tinted glass
was still whole. No one could
explain this except to say it was
a freak of concussion, and it had
happened, hadn’t it? The few
panes which remained were al-
most the only unbroken panes of
glass in New York City.

It was green in there, and dim.
Looking out through the glass,
the snow resembled tons of chop-
ped spinach coming down. The
blonde’s hair was green. Her
skin was green, and her eyes.
She had a hard cold look on her
face now.

“Well?” she said,

Hardesty began to empty his
pockets for the divvy up.

Someone said, “Stop. right
there! Hold it.”

The man was big and had
probably used many times with
success the gun he carried in his
fist. It was the man who had
spoken. He covered Hardesty
with the gun while the blonde
hastily went through the booty
they had found.

“You're being held under city
ordinance 217,” the big man told
Hardesty. Ordinance 217 was
concerned with gun-jumping or
aiding a gun-jumper. The pen-
alty was death.

Not long afterwards, Hard-
esty was bound to a firing post
near the embankment of a crater
close to the Lever Brothers
stump, but far enough away so
none of the glass would be shat-
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tered. The firing squad lined up.
The blonde girl was third from
the right. Hardesty hoped some-
one would aim for his stomach
and the others would miss. If he
had to die, he wanted to die pain-
fully.

“Ready!” barked the squad
teader. Hardesty wasn’t sure, but
thought he was the same man
who had led that other squad.

SAIm 0

Time was suspended again.
Even more for the condemned.

And then, before the squad
leader could shout “fire!” Hard-
esty heard a gunshot. He didn’t
feel the bullet go in, but as he
slumped forward away from the
firing post he felt a warm wet-
ness, and no other sensation, in

his chest. With a final effort of
will he looked up and saw the
blonde girl’'s face. There was a
faint smile tugging at the cor-
ners of her lips. All at once
Hardesty knew. She had prob-
ably taken someone in this squad
aside, as she had taken Hardesty
aside. She had made a deal with
him. Meet at the Lever Brothers
stump, or someplace else? Divvy
up. It was the surest way to
catch gun-jumpers. The blonde
girl was working for the govern-
ment and probably collected a
healthy slice of the booty.

The last thing Hardesty ever
heard was the squad leader’s an-
gry voice as the man roared:
“Who the hell jumped the gun?”
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Ever try to outgrow your hallucinaticns?

IT'S A GOOD TRICK IF...

By KATE WILHELM

OU’VE had hallucinations, I
guess by now that most of
us have. Only did you realize
that’s what it was? You know
the time you put your belt, or a
book, or anything you care to
name, on the dresser, only when
you went back to get it, it wasn’t
there. You could look back and
watch yourself putting it there.
Maybe you even noticed some-
thing that made the memory
especially vivid, like some dust,
or something that didn’t belong
there like the kid’s crayons. But
you know what I'm getting at
if it ever happened. Then later
it, the thing you put there, turns
up somewhere else, and no one
has touched it. They all swear
that they didn’t touch it, and
there you are. One of twe things
is true; you are wrong and your
seeing yourself placing the ob-
ject in that particular spot is
hallucinatory, or else one of them
is fibbing.
Simple. Someone is fibbing.
Only what if you're alone when
it happens? Bad memory ? Prob-

ably. You let it go at that. How
many times and how mad did
you get afterward when it was
fourd? Put on a show? Again,
probably. We can’t bear to be in
the wrong too many times. It’s
hard on the ego, and too, it
makes you begin to doubt your-
self. Ever wondered if you were
goiag crazy?

There a‘e the other kinds, too.
Like hearing your name called
when no ane said a word. Audio
hallucinat!on. And reaching for
something and finding out after
yon pickeld it up that it wasn’t
wrat you thought it would be.
That one can be pretty embar-
rassing.

When il got to the place where
I thought I was going batty, I
lonked up hallucination in Web-
ster’s. It said: “Perception of
obhjects with no reality, or expe-
rience of sensations with no ex-
ternal csuse, usually arising
from diso:*der of the nervous sys-
tem, as in delirium tremens.”
That shows how much Mr. Web-
ster knows about it all. I looked
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up delirium tremens, too, but
that can go on and on. Anyway
the gist of it is that if you hallu-
cinate, something’s out of kilter.
But I say, not necessarily so, at
least now that I have a good idea
about the whole thing. You see,
it made me too mad for me to be
mad, crazy mad I mean. Not
scared or thinking someone was
out to get me, just plain mad.

Up until recently I'd been rel-
atively free of that kind of
thing. Not like a lot of people
anyway who are always hearing
their children crying when they
are perfectly all right and not
making a sound, or others who
answer the phone when it hasn’t
rung, or run to see where the
siren came from and find the
street as peaceful as Sunday
morning. I’d heard about it, nat-
urally, but I'd laughed it off just
as they had, afterward.

I got my first good one nearly
a year ago. I was working late
in the office going over a flock
of new insurance applications.
I'm an underwriter. Anyway I
was sitting there checking them,
having a hell of a time making
out the agents’ sloppy handwrit-
ing when the phone rang. For
real. But when I picked it up
without looking up from my
work, it felt cold and wet. I
glanced at it casually and let out
a yell, dropping, or rather, hurl-
ing it to the floor. It carried the
base with it, and the cord was
stretched from behind the desk
so that when it was dragged out
it naturally swept most of the
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applications along too. I had
jumped from the swivel chair
when I dropped the thing, and
when I let go of the arm of the
chair I must have given it a
hefty push because when it
came back around it caught me
on the side of the head as I
leaned over to see if what I had
seen had really been there. I
landed in the mess, both arms
flailing the air. That sounds
complicated, but not nearly so
much as it actually was. I didn’t
even try to explain to the
stenographer who came running
in. Should I have said, “I
thought it has a wet, green snake
dripping water?”

That was the first one. A dan-
dy. I did explain to myself,
naturally. We can’t let things like
that go by without an explana-
tion. Overwork, eyestrain, bore-
dom. One, two, three. Take your
choice.

The next bad one came about
a month after that. Louise was
asleep when it happened, and
she swears she never heard a
thing. But I was having trouble
getting settled, and 1 was just
on the verge of dozing off when
I heard the lawn mower. The old-
fashioned kind that you have to
push yourself. No motor or any-
thing, just elbow grease. And it
was plainly in our side yard. I
listened for a full minute before
1 went to the window to see what
idiot was pulling the fast one. No
one was there, of course. The
moon was about three-quarters,
and I could see well enough not
to have missed someone cutting
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the grass. I shrugged it off and
went back to bed. It started
again. At the window I heard
nothing noisier than the cicadees
and crickets, but in bed I heard
the grass being mowed. And we
didn’t even own that kind of
mower. That went on most of the
night. Me popping in and out of
bed like a pregnant woman, and
the noise starting and stopping
like a couple of adolescents on
the telephone. I was late for
work the next morning. Like I
said, Louise didn’t even hear it,
so it’s just another of those
queer things that people tell. But
I'll choke the first one who says,
“Dream.” I was awake and
pretty damn mad.

Now I'm not superstitious.
Ghosts are for the birds as far
as I'm concerned. I had read
about poltergeists and their
tricks, but I always figured that
if there is an afterlife, the peo-
ple occupying it must have their
hands as full as we do in this
one, and wouldn’t have time to
sit around thinking of ways to
annoy us.

I was really wondering if I
had been too hasty when I form-
ed that opinion, though, in the
following weeks and months. For
a time all would be quiet and I'd
start to forget about it, then
just as I was getting trusting
again, all hell would break
loose. I was never sure anymore
if the phone would remain a
telephone when I lifted it, or if
it would change to something
that I wouldn’t care to touch
much less pick up and place by

IT'S A GOOD TRICK IF...

my ear. And I got to looking in-
side my sandwiches before I
dared take a bite. I got to the
point where I didn’t answer
when someone called me until I
could see who it was. Otherwise
I found myself talking to the
air.

Things got so bad that I look-
ed up the word hallucinations,
but I told you about that. Any-
way I decided that before I called
on the psychiatrist, I'd try a
good rest. I'd piled up enough
time during the eleven years
with the company so that I could
have taken off several months if
I chose. They weren’t very sorry
to see me go at the office. I sup-
pose that I hadn’t been very easy
to get along with during the
months that I hallucinated. The
last time I yelled when the
water from the cooler came out
full of mermaids made them
look at me with pitying glances,
and I couldn’t miss the fact that
no one cared about being alone
with me. They all made it pretty
obvious. None of them had seen
anything, of course. That’s one
thing about it, no one but your-
self shares your hallucinations.
You may own nothing in the
world solely, but your hallucina-
tions are all yours. In fact, most
people wouldn’t touch them with
a ten foot pole.

We went to the mountains,
Louise, Georgie, Hank and I. It
was rather plain how worried
Louise was about me by her
quick acquiesence to the moun-
tains rather than to the New
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England beaches. It was the first
time in years that I'd won.

Georgie was twelve and was
pretty nice to have around most
of the time. He could build fires
and carry water, and make him-
self generally useful. He had a
ball in the mountains; but that
Hank! Guess he was too young
to enjoy himself. All he did was
whine about when would we get
back, and would Mrs. Harrison
let the dog starve. I saw right
off that we should have brought
the dog. But Louise had put her
foot down on that.

“All he does is tease the dog.
Oh, not mean or vicious, just
teasing all the time. Between
that and your jumping and yell-
ing over nothing all the time, I'm
a wreck. I want some rest, and
you need rest. I've never seen
you so nervous.”

We stayed three weeks, and I
slept. Beautiful sleep. No more
lawn mowers, no hearing my
name called in the middle of the
night. No waking to find my
feet freezing as if someone were
fanning them. No picking up
snakes for books, or brine for
tea. Heavenly is the only way I
can describe it. [ got so much
better so fast that we decided to
get back home a week before I
had to return to work so I could
do some of the things around the
house that I'd put off for years.

I was on the roof patching the
gutter when I noticed Hank
playing with his dog, and I
grinned to myself. §t was hard
to tell who hacd been happier
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when we’d arrived home, the kid
or the mutt. Loafer would jump
up and lick Hank’s hand or face
and run circles about him, yap,
yap, yapping up a storm, wrig-
gling from his cocker nose all the
way back to his beagle tail. I was
sitting there watching them and
thinking how much a boy need-
ed a dog to love. When 1 got
down I was pretty thoughtful.
Hank loved that dog, no doubt
about that. He would rather die
than see harm come to Loafer,
but on the other hand . .. Hank
was only six.

I opened the screen door into
the kitchen and patiently waited
until the crocodile melted back
into the woodwork before I went
on in. Louise was mixing a cake
and I sat down to watch her. I
wanted to talk to her about the
thing, but somehow I'd never got
started, and the more I put it off,
the harder the words came. She
hadn’t pressed me too hard, just
every day.

“Finished with the gutter,
dear?” She was adding vanilla.
It looked and smelled like blood.
We were both pretending noth-
ing had been wrong.

“Didn’t amount to much after
all. I think I got it all right
again.” The chair was hot, and
getting hotter by the second. I
said, “Anything else you want
me to do before I shower?”

“Let me see.” She frowned ab-
sently, spooning the batter into
the pans, after a judicial lick of
one finger. The pans looked like
the jaws of lions ready to en-
gulf her hands up to her shoul-
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ders. The chair wasn’t hot any-
more. “Guess not, why don’t we
have dinner out on the porch to-
night?”

“O.K. Tl open the table.”
When I stood up, the floor be-
gan tilting crazily. Louise smiled
happily at me and started wash-
ing the bowl and the beaters. I
vawned and stretched and waited
for the floor to get quiet again.
The porch was pleasantly cool
when I started to open the drop-
leaf table. It snarled at me, but
stayed together all right, so I
turned to the chaise lounge and
settled back for awhile. I smoked
a grasshopper and put my head
on a giant clam getting ready to
close. I shut my eyes and didn’t
even open them when I was call-
ed. I smelled the smoke and heard
the fire crackle, but I merely
sighed and yawned again. I felt
water pouring over me, and al-
ternately felt hot and cold, and
once I think I might have been
on fire, too. But I never moved
a muscle.

“Mommie, Loafer won’t play
with me anymore. Mrs. Harrison
poisoned him or something.”
Hank wailed loudly from the rear
of the house, screaming the

words so that the next door
neighbor would be sure to hear
them also.

She laughed and called acre:zs
the fence to Louise, “That dog
just growed up while he was out
of Hank’s reach. He just sits
down whenever the child wants
to play a triek on him now. He
plain isn’t goin’ to fall for the
hidden bone, or the fake mouse,
or any ‘other shenanigans any-
more.”

I rather pitied Loafer because
I knew Hank wouldn’t let him
be until he outgrew his teasing.
I smiled inwardly and imagined
that I heard another wail out
there somewhere when I didn’t
move although my senses told
me an airplane was hurtling
down from the sky to crash in-
evitably right into the center of
our roof. It was hard, but I sort
of bit my tongue and dared my
eyes to open. The shrill screech
that had rent the air faded and
I permitted myself a sigh. I felt
kind of sorry for myself then,
too, wondering how long it
would take that other kid out
there somewhere to outgrow his
silly tricks. I hope my nerves will
hold out. THE END
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Half a loaf is better than none.
Or, to put it another way, how
many jelly beans can you get in...

A JAR OF JELLY BEANS

By FRANKLIN GREGORY

ILLUSTRATED by SUMMERS

T SEEMED somehow ap-
propriate to Justin that it
was a little child ‘who would
finally save the world; since,
broadly speaking, it was the
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little brats who caused the
mess in the first place.

“Not,” Justin hastened to
assure Doris with a tenderly
approving glance at her ex-



panded umbilical region, “that
it’s all their fault. There’s just
so damn many of them.”

Doris, supine like a pamper-
ed queen on the day bed, cor-
rected him gently.

“Us,” she said. “Really, Jus-
tin—"

“Yes, yes,” Justin agreed.
“With a name like mine, I
ought to be more fair. Us, it
is, of course, all ten damn bil-
lion of us. And it was really
our Great Granddads to blame.
If they’d listened to Huxley
and the rest of the population-
controllers, we’d not be in this
box. We mightn’t even be, pe-
riod.”

“What a frightening thing
to think of!”

“I only meant,” Justin pur-
sued, “that since we were all
kids, too, once, it does rather
keep going back to that. The
more kids, the more there are
to grow up to beget more kids,
ad infinitum till something
gives. But with this lousy elec-
tion coming on, maybe I'm not
thinking so straight any
more.”

“You're a very straight
thinker,” Doris told him, and
she smiled proudly at the No-
bel scroll on the wall. “Every-
body at N. Y. U. insists you're
an absolute genius, one of the
last.”

Justin tried, and as usual
failed, to contain his sarcasm,
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“Everybody ? You mean all
twenty-six morons on the fac-
ulty, or that mob of half-liter-
ate bums they call a student
body?u

“Now you’re being diffi-
cult,” Doris said. But Justin,
genius-like had stopped listen-
ing. Instead, he was thinking
how silly his colleagues would
look when he finally announc-
ed his answer. It was the obvi-
ous the clunkheads never saw ;
which, when you came down
to it, was why clunkheads
never won Nobel Prizes.

Nobody denied that in this
year of Our Lord, 2060, a new
frontier was needed to relieve
the horrible overcrowding. So
where else, they asked, would
you find it except in Outer
Space? You couldn’t make the
world stretch, could you? Of
course not. But it was like say-
ing a jar would hold only so
many jelly beans. That was
true, too, but only in a sense.
It was the other sense the
clunkheads didn’t see.

Doris stirred and murmur-
ed. Justin stiffened with con-
cern. Doris said: “It didn’t
really hurt. It was the sur-
prise. I can’t get used to the
little monster bumping around
inside me. You don’t mind me
calling it a little monster, do
you?”

“Of course not.”
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“And it won’t be, will it?
You promised it wouldn’t. Oh,
Jus, I simply couldn’t stand
having an abnormal baby.”

“No,” he said, sticking to
the truth as he saw it. “No, it
won’t be abnormal.”

They had been through this
before, ever since the first
month when Doris agreed to
the hormone injections and
the special diet. He said sud-
denly :

“Did you ever hear of Count
Borulwaski? He was a Pole.
Handsome, witty, a scholar,
and very healthy. He lived to
be ninety-eight years old.”

“Do you mean my baby will
be like him? Oh, I'd love
that!”

“I think he will be very
much like Borulwaski,” Justin
said, again quite honestly.
And he hoped to God Doris
never took it into her pretty
blonde head to look up the man
in the encyclopedia. It wasn’t
likely. That was the nice thing
about a girl with so few intel-
lectual pretensions.

Justin himself—Dr, Justin
Weatherby, biochemist, genet-
icist, endocrinologist, and poli-
tician perforce—got his belly
full of intellect every day.
Since he could abide neither
brains nor absolute idiocy, he
was often lonely. But Presi-
dent Austin told people:
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“What I like about Weath-
erby, he’s the only confounded
scientist I can understand.”

To a President of the
United States in the hot spot
of making unpopular decisions
every day and simultaneously
seeking reelection, this was
important. And it was to have
Justin’s advice at hand that he
had named him consultant to
the National Demographic
Authority, the agency which
—in view of the galloping pop-
ulation crisis—had long since
succeeded the Security Council
as No. 1 pusher-around of peo-
ple. Nobody envied Justin
this position.

Nobody, either, gave Mur-
ray Austin a Chinaman’s
chance of whipping Senator
Wheeler. In sixty years not
one American President had
won a second term; not one
had made good his campaign
promise to bring order out of
chaos.

To this unavoidable handi-
cap, President Austin had
added one of his own: his de-
liberate by-passing of the
powerful Strip City Bosses
who had placed him in office.

By habit, Justin glanced at
Doris and then at the calen-
dar on his work table with its
fatefully-ringed election date
of two weeks hence—Tuesday,
November 2. A bizarre race,
he reflected, between the bal-
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lot and the stork. Mind-read-
ing Doris teased:

“What if I had a miscar-
riage?”’

“My God, don’t even think
it!”

Doris reached for her man-
icure set and began to do her
nails. She’d really never un-
derstood why Justin thought
her baby would be more im-
portant than anyone else’s—
except to themselves, of
course. But if she were puz-
zled, and if she wished Justin
were less secretive about the
experiments that took him so
often to his Rockland County
laboratory camp, she did not
actually worry. She said:

“You're rather fond of the
old goat, aren’t you?”

“Let us say, rather,” said
Justin stiffly, “I am fond of my
country. Murray Austin is the
first President I can remember
who is really trying to do
something.”

“Meaning,” smiled Doris,
“that the old. goat listens to
you.”

“Exactly. But I wish you
would not call him an old goat.
He’s younger than I, a shade
taller, and almost as hand-
some.”

“Gee, we sure hate our-
self.”

Grinning, Justin stepped to
the window, his usual method
of closing a conversation.
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Three panes were cracked and
he had patched them with
tape. Just outside, the once-
private terrace had been con-
verted to a fire escape long ago
when the apartments were
sub-divided. Somebody had
told him that Washington
Square Village in the old days
was a very nice place to live,
with elevators even and pri-
vate bathrooms. It would be
pleasant to have your own
bath. Still, they were darn
lucky to have this single room
to themselves, and that only
because of his standing with
the Government.

From his high vantage he
could see into Washington
Square where, under the au-
tumnal nudity of the ancient
trees, the students had their
digs—old army tents mostly
and packing-crate shanties. A
snow threat hung in the bleak
sky; a light breeze rippled the
tent walls and churned the
smoke from the community
kitchen’s licensed fire. Oblivi-
ous of the forming weather, a
group of ragged students mus-
tered near the ruined Arch.
Some carried signs:

“Down with Austin! Vote
for Wheeler!

“Venus or Bust!

“Damn the Budget, Try
Again!”

In loose, unmilitary forma-
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tion they filed past the Arch,
perhaps to picket some visit-
ing delegation; more likely to
stage another hot-headed rally
of their own Society for the
Settlement of Space.

Exasperated at their per-
sistence (and the persistence
of all human hope) Justin
watched as they lost them-
selves in the wretched pedes-
trian hordes of Fifth Avenue.
A little uneasily, he wondered
how they would take the Pres-
ident’s announcement. Or, for
that matter, his own.

“Hon, I'm gasping. Roll me
one, huh ?”

Justin returned to the table
and lifted the porcelain top of
the room’s only antique, a 19th
Century apothecary’s jar de-
ceptively labeled “Opium.”
There was but little tobacco
left., Careful to spill not a sin-
gle grain, he rolled a cigarette,
inserted it between Doris’ lips
and held a match. When she’d
inhaled, hungrily, she asked:

“Aren’t you having one?”

“Joe’s not sure when he can
get some more,” he said
thoughtlessly, and at once re-
gretted subtracting from her
pleasure.

“I feel like a heel. Have a
drag on this.”

“No. No, thanks, I'm trying
to quit,” he lied lamely.

Crazy, this young girl latch-
ing onto the habit forty-odd
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years after they’d switched
the last Burley field to essen-
tial food grains. Only dimly
could he himself remember
when the Tobacco Prohibition:
Amendment was enacted.
Could there be something in
Doris’ metabolism to demand
nicotine? The thought star-
tled him; would it make a
difference in his calculations?

From behind her pillow
Doris pulled out a fat, once-
glossy magazine of a type not
published for generations. It
was dated January, 1959, and
Justin had brought it home
from the college library to
amuse her. Turning to a
splashy, full-page cigarette
ad, she asked:

“Were they really manufac-
tured a hundred years ago?”

“Oh, yes, they called them
tailor-mades.” He closed an
eye to recall a specific fact.
“Americans smoked nearly
half a trillion a year. It was a
tremendous industry.”

Doris said slowly:

“You ought to have some-
thing relaxing to do.”

“I could get drunk on lab
alcohol, but that’s illegal, too.”
He sat down beside her and
stroked her neck. “Besides, 1
have you.”

“You're leering! I'll see you
after the baby is born.”

She turned a page. It was
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hard to tell whether the slim
girl stepping from the orchid-
colored Cadillac in front of the
theatre marquee was advertis-
ing the Cartier emerald neck-
lace or the sable coat.

“You never see anything
like this,” Doris said.

“They’re still around. In
hiding, mostly. Once in a
while, after a riot, and if you
want to pay an outrageous
price, you can get something
like it under the counter.”

“But you couldn’t wear it!”

“Of course not. You'd be
torn to pieces.”

“And just anybody could fly
to Europe or take cruises?
And everyone had cars like
this? Not just the Govern-
ment ?”

“Nearly,” said Justin.
“You could put all the people
in all the autos and all the
back seats would still be
empty.”

Doris sighed.

“It must have been a fabu-
lous time to live.”

Perhaps it was. Even his-
tory-minded Justin found it
hard to believe the cold sta-
tistics of that storied era: a
life expectancy at birth of
sixty-eight years; a daily diet
of three thousand calories;
meat, eggs, milk whenever
you wished (why, he himself
could scarecely remember the
taste of beef!); bountiful su-
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per-markets groaning with
viands; choice liqueurs and
wines; fresh fruit in winter;
mountainous surpluses of
wheat and corn; candy shops,
jewelry shops, flower shops,
book shops; opera, theatre,
museums; a telephone for
every three persons; half the
population in steady jobs, an-
other quarter in school . . .
and land, land, land for every-
one!

Where had this great nation
failed?

To the few who still trou-
bled to study the past, there
was no mystery. From the
twelve billion a year spent
during the infant age of Sput-
niks and Explorers, America
had spilled her treasure like
sand into the frantic race to
conquer Space. Temporarily
braked by the Wars, but with
each Peace redoubling the ef-
fort, the nation in the decade
after the Red collapse had
poured half her national in-
come into those innumerable
stabs toward the stars.

Like the Maississippi Bub-
ble, the madness mounted.
With the first building of the
Moon stations, with a lucky
landing on Mars, hope in the
great gamble rekindled and
the world “ahh’d” like chil-
dren watching fireworks.

No cost was counted. For,
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as the 20th Century turned
into the 21st, the exploding
population seemed to make
success ever more urgent.
Demagogues were swept into
office on the mere promise of
more Space spending. Their
failure but paved the way for
successor demagogues with
still wilder plans.

Yet each new surge of the
wasteful effort saw the econ-
omy erode, the dollar shrink,
and private income shrivel and
disappear. Markets for first
the luxuries and then the sta-
ples contracted and vanished.
Non-Space industries -closed
and scores of millions were
thrown on the dole.

The simplest law of econom-
ics had asserted itself: the
frantic expenditure of capital
without return could only end
in complete bankruptey.

Corporate giants stopped
their dividends and defaulted
their bonds, trading ceased
on the stock exchanges, insur-
ance empires collapsed, banks
failed and all the gold in Fort
Knox could not make good on
the insured deposits.

Newspapers folded for lack
of advertising; television
blacked out, and Government
radio remained the sole means
of mass communication.

Taxes soared—and went un-
paid. Schools closed, colleges
foundered. Skills, acquired in
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a thousand years of Western
civilization, were lost to pos-
terity. And the great medical
discoveries of the 19th and
20th Centuries, so important
a factor in the mushrooming
population, were all but for-
gotten by the ever-diminishing
ranks of doctors.

Diseases, once thought ban-
ished forever, reappeared. Ig-
norance spread. Tensions grip-
ped the nation. The hospitals,
prisons and madhouses spilled
over, and each night brought
new terror from marauding
gangs. Life became a night-
mare.

By 2030 the last foundations
for any industrial nation col-
lapsed as increasing man—
cancer on his own planet,
spendthrift and wastrel—ex-
hausted his oil and coal and
gas and minerals. By that year
the subways had stopped in
New York; trains braked to a
halt from Coast to Coast;
great liners rusted at their
docks; planes grounded, and
the lights went out in street
and home.

Nor did power from atom
or wind or sun or tide begin
to fill the breach. Research, so
long channeled into the single
paramount objective of celes-
tial pyrotechnics, had neglect-
ed to find replacement fuels.

This was the chaotic age
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in which Justin Weatherby
reached manhood and Doris
was born.

Charlie Hackett paid one of
his rare ecalls next morning,
flushed from climbing the
seven backstairs flights. He
was Doris’ uncle, a former
Mayor of New York and still
the undisputed political boss
with sixty million votes in his
pocket if you counted the Up-
state graveyards. He was past
middle age, plumper than the
austere times permitted, and
it took him a moment to sit
and recover his breath.

“Lord!” he exclaimed, blink-
ing. “It’s good to get out of
that mob, and the smallpox
out of hand again. Why d’you
know, when I was Mayor
twenty years ago, this town
had only twenty-eight million
people. It must be twice that
now.”

Justin, wondering what
prompted the visit, said:

“And it was built for only
eight.”

“Really? Hmm. You ever
been to India?”

“Oh, yes.”

“Worse'n here?”

“Much worse,” said Justin.
“Though I judge we’re about
where they were eighty or
ninety years ago.”

“I was in London last week,
gov’'ment trip. This Hindu dip-
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lomat was blamin’ us for their
troubles.”

Justin guessed what was
coming and smiled. Hackett
went on:

“He said we went over there
a century or so ago with our
bloody doctors and our bloody
anti-biotics and our bloody
surplus food and cured their
diseases and filled their tum-
mies. We cut down their death
rate and now, where they’d
had at least a place to lie
down, there’s hardly room to
stand. He claimed it wasn’t
moral.”

“I suppose,” murmured Jus-
tin, “we should have let them
keep on dying like flies.”

“That’s what I told him, but
he said we coulda educated ’em
first and maybe they’da turned
to family planning.”

Justin was grinning.

“Education on an empty
stomach? Like which comes
first, the chiclk or the egg?
Rats! Educatibon wasn’t the
answer. We had more schools
than anywhere, but it happen-
ed here. We had two hundred
million people back in 1975
and today we've got a billion.
Which just proves that old
Tom Malthus was right: the
population outruns the food
supply every time if you don’t
keep it down with war, fam-
ine, disease or sexual disci-
pline.”
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“And I guess,” grunted
Hackett, “we can’t put a cop
in every bedroom.” He colored.
“Sorry, Doris.”

“It’s perfectly all right,”
Doris said. “It might be a very
good idea.”

Her uncle slapped his knee
with delight and Justin chuck-
led.

“Y’know,” said Hackett,
“there’s people in Europe still
think we shoulda used our
nuclear bombs those last two
wars. Maybe they’'re right, it
woulda cut down the popula-
tion.”

“No,” said Justin, “but say
we had. There were four bil-
lion in the world in 1980. How
many could the bombs kill be-
fore knocking both sides out?
A billion? All Europe, Russia
and North America? So you'd
put the clock back only twenty
years to 1960 when there were
only three billion, and delayed
the crisis by only that much.
But you’d still have it. No, it
was better not and we hadn’t
the blood on our hands.”

He winked.

“Besides, it saved our nu-
clear power for the Great Ad-
venture.”

Hackett missed the mali-
cious irony.

“But you can’t tell ’em that.
They blame us for everything.
They’re poor. God, they're
poor. And because we're a
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mite better off, and by some
miracle still have free elec-
tions, they hate our guts.”

“They always did,” said
Justin. “The legend of Uncle
Shylock dies hard.”

“They hate us,” Hackett
repeated. “And yet, it’s just
pitiful the way they look to
us for the answer.”

And now Justin suspected
why Hackett had called.

“Space?”

“Space,” affirmed Hackett.
“They’re waitin’, like we all
are, for the time we can start
movin’ people upstairs.”

Justin said nothing, and
Hackett stared out the win-
dow. Then, a bit too casually :

“I hear Austin’s goin’ be-
fore Congress with some fool
announcement ?”

Justin thought: Damn Au-
stin! If ever he needed grass
roots support which only the
Bosses could give, it was now.
Yet the idiot had failed even
to consult the most powerful
man in the East!

“Yes,” Justin said, “and
after that, I'm to make an an-
nouncement, too.”

Hackett asked with blunt
anger:

“You tellin’? Or is it too
top-drawer for the likes of
me?”

“No, no. Listen! He should
have told you. I don’t blam:
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you for being sore, or Mec-
Phail or Harvey and the rest
of your bunch. But this is
once you've got fo forgive
him. You know the strain he’s
been under and it's too
important for the country—”

He glanced at Doris, not
wishing to shock her, wonder-
ing how much she had
guessed.

“He’s going to announce,”
Justin said slowly, “that the
Space Program has failed.”

For an utterly disbelieving
moment, Boss Hackett sat
very still. Only his hands
moved, to clench and un-
clench.

“The blasted fool!”

Justin waited.

“And I'm supposed to for-
give that? Why, he’ll lose the
election for sure now—not
that he had much chance!”

Justin said quietly:

“Isn’t it about time we quit
kidding ourselves?”

Hackett glared.

“My God, man! To destroy
in a single stroke everything
we've looked forward to for
Heaven knows how many
years! It’'s our only hope!”

Justin shook his head.

“Not our only hope.” Again
he glanced at Doris, disliking
to leave her alone now that it
might happen at any hour.
Still, there were the women
next door. He said: “If you
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could spare a few hours, I
want you to see what I've done
up at my lab at Camp Jukes.”

As the charcoal-burning
Government car inched on
through the miserable, slug-
gish throngs of mid-Manhat-
tan, Justin closed his eyes. It
was all there, every evil man
had prophesied for multiply-
ing man: the skin lesions of
pellagra, the deformities left
by infantile rickets, the star-
vation of face and body and
mind. Silent expressionless
sheep, they moved slowly out
of the way; and only a few of
the more alert turned to curse
or spit.

At 42nd and Fifth, long
lines queued patiently up
worn stone steps to secure
their meager daily rations in
what had once been the great
Public Library.

The driver was new, and
new to New York.

“Jeez! Where do they live,
sir2y

Justin nodded toward the
soaring skyscrapers, weather-
blackened monuments to &
commercial past.

“As far up,” he said wear-
ily, “as they care to climb.”

Hackett emerged from his
moody silence.

“Where you from, boy?”

“Iowa, sir.”

“It’s better out there?”
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“Well, sir, really not.
They’re hungry, too. But
there does seem a bit more
room.”

“Like for some of our peo-
ple?”

“I didn’t mean that, sir.
They're moving folks out in
fact. That’'s why I'm here.
Grandpa had this farm, but
they took it. They took ’em
all and threw ’em together
with automation. For better
production, they claimed. No-
body’s allowed back but the
damned ‘button-pushers.” He
spoke bitterly. “They said the
rest of us would get in the
way of the machines.”

“In the towns where do
they live?”

“Well, the empty factories
mostly. Like here, they’re all
closed down, you know, ex-
cept the ones on the Space
Program.”

He did not speak again
until they had crossed the
sagging, rust-coated George
Washington Bridge. Looming
out of a great signboard high
on the Palisades a space-
helmeted Uncle Sam pointed
an imperative finger at their
approach:

“For the American Dream,
Buy Space Bonds!”

There was eager conviction
in the lad’s voice:

“Gosh, when will we make
3t sir?”
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Even Boss Hackett, view-
ing Camp Jukes in its iso-
lated fold of the Rockland
County Ramapos, marveled
at the political strings Justin
must have pulled to create it.
Its spacious gardens studded
with miniature rustic cabins
stood like a last remnant of
heaven in a world gone to hell.
But as they watched from a
rise of ground the group’s cal-
isthenics on the playing field
below, Hackett burst out:

“Dammit, man! You bring
me clear up here to see a cou-
ple dozen children?”

“You’d better look again,”
Justin said quietly, “They are
not children.”

Hackett glared—and gasp-
ed.

“But I can well remember
when they were,” Justin went
on. “When I took them from
various welfare bureaus, their
average age was eighteen
months. The girls’ average
height was thirty-one inches,
the boys a trifle more. Well,
that’s still their height, but
they are now twenty years
old. Their bodies are of per-
fect proportion, and their
health and 1.Q. are far above
the national average.

“Are you trying to tell
me—" Hackett began in hor-
Yor.

“No, let me finish. Really,
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there isn’t much new. The old
Romans practiced a crude
form of artificial dwarfing,
but for their own sadistic
amusement. And we've always
had natural midgets and some
very famous ones. Philetas,
the tutor of Ptolemy; Richard
Gibson, the painter, Count
Borulwaski of Poland. They
were all tiny, extremely in-
telligent, and lived good long
lives.

“What the early endocrin-
ologists found was that a de-
ficiency of growth hormone
in the anterior lobe of the
pituitary gland caused the
condition. They corrected it
by injecting the right pituit-
ary extracts so the midgets
grew normally.

“Charlie, what I've done is
merely reverse the process by
a proper manipulation of
glandular balance. It’s nothing
they couldn’t have done a cen-
tury ago. And there’s your
result: a new and better breed
of human in which nothing
is omitted but size.”

Hackett sat heavily down
on a rock and stared at the
group.

“Good Lord, man, why did
you do it?”

Justin replied with another
question.

“Honestly now, Charlie,
how long since we first sus-
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pected the Space Program
would fail?”

“I don’t know, twenty years
maybe.”

“Yes, which was when I
began work on the problem.
The goal, of course, was to
regain our high standard of
living. And we thought there
were only two answers: move
half the population off the
planet, or—Xkill ’em. Those
were the only alternatives.

“But here I've come up
with a third way: reduction
in size. Can’t you see what it
means? As workers, these
little people can produce as
much as normal adults. Yet
they need only half the food
and yardage in clothes, small-
er houses, smaller every-

-thing. Thing of the tremen-

dous savings in natural re-
sources!”

He paused.

“I know you are terribly
shocked,” he resumed earn-
estly. “I was startled myself
when the idea occurred.
We've always thought prog-
ress meant bigness. The ideal
man was six feet tall and all
that. But it’s bunk. Even
when our standard of living
was at record high, that ideal
was still the exception. And
since our time of trouble be-
gan, the average height has
actually decreased by three
inches.”
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Hackett was shaking his
head.

“But dammit, you can’t
make ’em small all at once.”

“No, it’s a long haul and
it will take all kinds of cour-
age for Congress to pass the
Jaws. But if we don’t start
now, soon it will be too late.
Here is my plan:

“Some of us think the mal-
nutrition and spreading dis-
ease are starting to stabilize
the population at about one
billion, which is still 'way too
high. About fourteen million
die each year; at present
some fifteen million babies
survive birth.

“I can’t work it on children
over two years old. By then
they're too tall. But if we
stop the growth, right now,
of the thirty million in that
age group, allowing for nat-
urally mortality in twenty
yvears we'll have over two
hundred million small people
—a fifth of our number. At
least it will give us some
elbow room to attack our
miserable standard of living.”

Still Hackett protested:

“It would be rough. Nobody
wants to be peewees.”

“I know, and there’s an-
other problem. At about age
twenty, they’ll be having their
own kids. And midgets don’t
give birth to midgets. So we’'d
have to keep on with artificial
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dwarfing in perpetuity, ex-
cept—"

Justin had reached the most
delicate point.

“Well, I tackled it from an-
other angle. What science has
known for years is that it’s
the condition of the child in
the womb during the first
three months of pregnancy
that regulates size. I devel-
oped a simple injection and
diet, and 1 think the baby
Doris delivers will be the
answer.”

Hackett sprang to his feet.

“You practiced on my
niece? You cold-blooded
louse!”

Justin held out a pleading
hand.

“Please. I said it would take
courage, more guts than the
human race has ever known.
But if my procedure succeeds
with Doris, we’'d adopt it as
part of the normal pre-natal
care for all prospective moth-
ers. And in two generations
anyone over three feet tall
would be the exception.”

Hackett was sneering.

“Has it occurred to the
Great Nobel Mind that when
we have finally be-littled our-
selves, the foreign giants will
move in and knock us off?”’

“Yes, and it's also occur-
red to Austin. "The obvious
answer is that sheer size
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hasn’t counted since the in-
vention of firearms. My guess
is when they see our return-
ing health and prosperity,
they’ll be only too glad to join
us.”

Hackett gazed down toward
the field. The girls, apple-
cheeked and hair in disarray,
had teamed against the mus-
cular boys in a softball game.
It had been a long time since
he had seen such spirit and
laughter. Heavily he asked:

“What d’ya want from
me?”

Justin chose his words
carefully :

“When Austin admits the
Space failure, there will be a
great wave of despondency.
Then, when all hope seems
lost, I am to go before Con-
gress with this—mnew - hope.
Now I'd be damned naive to
think Austin’s strong enough
to push it through by himself.
But Congress would do it for
vou, and McPhail in Chicago
and Harvey out on the Coast,
and the rest of your crowd.”

Mentally he ticked them
off : Blake in Atlanta and Lip-
sky up in Alaska and Cabot
in Boston . . . the all-power-
ful clique of Strip City Bosses
who actually ran the country.

“Of course,” he pressed,
“you’d have to reelect Austin
as the only man who has
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the nerve to see the thing
through.”

Hackett grunted.

“That’s just the trouble,”
he said.

Darkness had fallen when
they started back. There was
still no telling what Hackett
was thinking. He sat stonily
alone in the rear seat, a man
in deep thought.

A bit before six, Justin
switched on the radio. For a
few moments an uninspired
concert filled the car. Then:

“We again interrupt to
repeat an important warning.
Attention all personnel using
Government vehicles! If you
are in normal riot zones,
abandon cars at once and pro-
ceed on foot. We repeat—"

Hackett stirred.

“Blast it, now what’s up?”

Already the driver was
slowing down. Hackett press-
ed his nose to the window.

“We're in Fort Lee. We're
okay here, but we sure can’t
make it across the bridge.
Dammit, we’ll have to walk
into town, but first let’s hear
the news.”

Tires crunched on gravel as
the car, lights dimmed, swung
into a by-street and stopped
in the shadow of a high wall.

“And now for our news
report!

“Riots, the worst in thirty
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erars, swept the nation late
today in the wake of Presi-
dent Austin’s stunning mes-
sage to Congress. The Federal
Building in St. Louis is burn-
ing. In the San Francisco
Embarcadero thousands of
rock-throwing hoodlums are
fighting Federal troops. In
Manhattan, mobs raided food
depots.

“From Japan and India
comes word that the Presi-
dent’s message touched off a
new wave of suicides . . .

“The message was brief
and, in the view of his party’s
leaders, courageous. He told
Congress he has ordered
abandonment of the Moon
stations. He also has ordered
immediate dismantlement of
all rocket-launching installa-
tions, the closing of rocket-
building yards, and the com-
plete cessation of all Space
research. He has turned back
to the General Treasury the
last nineteen billion dollars
earmarked for the Space Pro-
gram. We give you this re-
cording—"

President Awustin’s voice
came on, precise, cool:

“My decision, believe me,
was most difficult. The de-
struction of a long-cherished
dream can never be easy. But
within recent years, it has
become increasingly clear to
our leading scientists that
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man can never reach the
stars. ;
“For belter or worse, the
ten billion of us humans who
had hoped to find a solution
for our population problems
in Outer Space must remain
chained to this old and tired
planet.

“] say, it is old and tired.
But let us remember, too, that
for six thousand years of re-
corded history this Earth of
ours has made a pretty good
home, With Thomas Jeffer-
son, I believe that our world
belongs to the living and not
to the dead. I do not, I will
not, give up hope.

“Thank you and God bless
you.”

For a moment the silence
in the car was insufferable.
Then Hackett said gruffly:

“We'd best get out now.”

Justin heard Doris’ tor-
tured sobbing long before he
reached the top flight. Trying
to hurry, his legs buckled.
The long tramp across George
Washington Bridge, the nine
miles down the west face of
Manhattan; the skirting of
hysterical, shouting mobs ; the
senseless crushing to death of
women under their feet . . .
no wonder he was exhausted.

And there was Austin’s
speech. At Times Square, the
mob had hanged him in effigy
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and wrecked his campaign
headquarters. It was there,
in the red glare of a burning
building, that Hackett reach-
ed his decision.

“Okay,” he’'d said. “I'm still
sore as hell with Austin, but
we’ll go along. I'll call Mec-
Phail and the boys tomorrow.
This is only providing, of
course, that Doris turns out
all right.”

Justin reached his landing
and swung into the corridor.
Ahead, a door opened and the
midwife flitted out.

Doris was shrieking now.
It tore at his heart. As he
reached his door, the shriek-
ing stopped. Doris whim-
pered:

“It’'s a dwarf, I tell you!
Oh Justin, how could you?”

Justin nodded at the mid-
wife. Her answering nod was
assuring. ,

“Rotten I'm late.” He cross-
ed to his table. From a drawer
he procured a bottle, poured
green fluid into a glass, step-
ped to the bed, held it to
Doris’ lips. Her eyes were
wide and frightened. |

“Drink,” ordered Justin.
“Drink, damn it, I love you.”

Only when the sedative
calmed her did he step to the
basket and peer in. Slowly,
and with pride and great ten-
derness, he smiled.

“He’s perfect.”

“But so tiny,” whispered
the midwife in awe. “It can’t
weigh a pound. Can it live?”
Justin was grinning.

“It’'s a new creation,” he
said. THE END
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COMPLETE
BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL

TRANSIENT

By
WARD
MOORE

ILLUSTRATED by FINLAY

CHAPTER 1

HE Governor, a widower in

his earliest fifties, turned off
the ignition, noting with satis-
faction the absence of street
signs limiting parking time. Gov-
ernor Lampley, serving out the
unexpired term of his predeces-
sor and not entirely hopeless of
nomination and election in his
own right, pictured the stupid
or fanatical cop who under any
circumstances would write a
ticket for the car with the li-
cense GOV-001. He and Marvin
had made a big joke out of those
zeros, Marvin showing his hos-
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to drop further and further into an abyss of gnawing terror.




tillty under the kidding, the
Governor hiding his dislike for
his secretary under his self-
deprecation.

Before getting out he dusted
the knees of his trousers and
looked up and down the shabby
street. The Odd Fellows Hall
was built of concrete blocks;
Almon Lampley was reasonably
sure it hadn’t been there thirty
years before. The other build-
ings seemed to be as he remem-
bered them, if anything so frag-
ile as the reconstruction in his
mind could be called a memory.
He'd forgotten the name of the
place, its very location. Only the
highway marker, the one so
close it rooted the town briefly
from obscurity to pinpoint it
fleetingly: so many miles from
the capital behind him, so many
miles to the destination before
him, hit the chord. Why, it was
here. This was the place. How
very long, long ago. Goodness
(he curbed the natural profan-
ity of even his thoughts lest he
offend some straitlaced voter),
goodness—years and years. A
generation. Before he met Mat-
tie, before he switched from sell-
ing agricultural implements to
vote-getting.

And the sign just outside, Pop.
1,983. Pathetic lack of 17 more
pop. With 2,000 they could have
boasted: We're on our way, on
our third thousand, the biggest
little town between here and
there. Watch us grow. If you
lived here, you'd be home now.
Get in on the ground floor and
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: expand with us,

Tomorrow's
metropolis. Under two thousand
was stagnation, decay, surren-
der. 1,983: possibly a thousand
registered voters; more likely
eight hundred—two precincts.
How many Republicans, how
many Democrats? Maybe three
screwballs: one voting Prohibi-
tion, one writing in his own
name, one casting a ballot for
Pogo. A sad town, a dead town.
Surely it hadn’t been so thirty
years ago?

But there had been the rail-
road then, and young Almon
Lampley swinging down from
the daycoach before the wheels
stopped turning, bursting with
enthusiasm, eager, cocky, invin-
cible. The railroad gone, its
tracks melted into scrap, its ties
piled up and burned, its place
taken by trucking lines, buses,
cars. You had to have progress.
So what if the town got lost in
the process, fell behind? There
were -other towns, equally
deserving, equally promising,
equally anxious to get ahead. The
state was full of them: chicory
capital of the world, hub of mink
breeding, where the juiciest
pickles are made, home-owners’
heaven, the friendliest city,
Santa Claus’ summer residence,
host to the annual girly festival,
gateway to the alkali flats. Thou-
sands of them. And he was gov-
ernor of the whole state. It would
be non-feasance if not mis-feas-
ance in him to regret this one
bypassed settlement.

Evidently progress, before it
withered, had brought the Odd
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Fellows Hall. No more. The
false fronted stores were as he
remembered—as he thought he
ought to have remembered—and
the dwelling set back from the
street, forgotten or held in iras-
cible obstinacy, petunias and ge-
raniums growing too lush in the
overfrowned front yard. The
Hay, Grain & Feed where he had
called—where he must have call-
ed—the garage, the Chevrolet
agency, the hotel.

The Governor gave a final
brush to his trousers, pocketed
the keys, and picked up his over-
night case from the seat beside
him. The hotel was unquestion-
ably the most prominent build-
ing on either side of the street
vet he had unconsciously (un-
consciously ?) left noticing it to
the last. It was a square three
stories high, probably older than
anything else in town, of no iden-
{ifiable style, with a sign saying
glumly ROOMS, MEALS, in paint
sp ancient its surface had peeled
away, leaving only fossil pigment
to take the weather and continue
the message. The brown clap-
boards had grayed, they were
parted—driven asunder—by a
vertical column of match-fenc-
ing, mincingly precise in its
senility, pierced by multipaned
windows with random blue,
brown, green and yellow glass.
The verandah, empty of chairs
but suggestive of a place for
drummers to sit with their heels
on the collapsing railing, sagged
in a twisted list. The two bal-
conies above it had been mended
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with scrap lumber, unpainted,
and the repairs themselves mend-
ed again.

Governor Lampley could easily
have driven another thirty,
forty, fifty miles—it was only
mid-afternoon and he was not
tired—to find modern accommo-
dations. He could have driven all
the way to his destimation. He
chose to stop here. As a senti-
mental gesture? As an uncom-
fortable (fleas, lumpy beds,
creaky floors) amusement? As
a whim? Call it a whim. The
Governor was on an unofficial,
very limited, vacation.

He admitted feeling slightly
foolish as he took the three steps
to the verandah and walked over
the uneasy boards to the plate-
glass doors and into the dark-
ened, dusty lobby. In this posi-
tion one didn’t give way to sud-
den impulse. Any yielding to
sentiment was calculated, stud-
ied, designed, to be milked for
good publicity. He could see the
bored, competent photographers,
the casual—well-planned—chat
with the reporters. Marvin would
have arranged it all; the Gover-
nor would have only to move
gracefully through his part.

Responsibly he ought te phone
Marvin, let him know he was
staying here, give his attention
to whatever business Marvin

~would say couldn’t wait till to-

morrow. In imagination he could
hear the querulous, nagging
tones beneath the surface re-
spectfulness, the barely suppres-
sed astonishment (what do you
suppose he’s up to now? a wom-
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an? a meeting with one of the
doughboys? a drunk?), the as-
surance Marvin would call if
anything came up. He ought to
phone Marvin immediately.
The thought of Marvin made
him turn and glance back
through the doorway, to reas-
sure himself he was not part of
a scheduled program after all.
But there was no car on the
street save his own, no busy
technicians, no curious onlook-
ers, no one. Only the afternoon
sunlight, the swirling motes, the
faint smell of oil and dust.
As soon as he accustomed his
eyes to the dimness he saw there
was no one in the lobby. An
artificial palm, its raffia swath-
ings loose as a two year old’s
diaper, stood in a wooden tub.
Eight chairs were placed in neat-
ly opposing rows, four covered
in once-black leather, cracked
and split, the wrinkles worn
brown, four wooden, humbly
straight. There was an air of
peacefulness independent of the
dark, the quiet, the emptiness,
an assertion that there was no
need to hurry here, that there
was never a need to hurry here.

He lifted his arm to look at
his watch. The sweep-second
hand was not revolving. He put
the watch to his ear; there was
no tick. He wound it, shook it;
it didn’t start. He slipped it off
his wrist into his pocket, and
loosened his necktie.

He stood in front of the brown
counter whose top was shiny
with the patina of leaning el-
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bows. There was a bell with in-
verted triple chins and outpop-
ping pimple, an open register
turned indifferently toward him,
a bank of empty pigeonholes.. He
picked up the chewed pen with
the splayed nib, bronze-shiny
where the ink had dried on it. He
had to tip the black scumecrusty
inkwell far over to moisten it.
It scratch-scratched across the
top line on the page, engraving
his name but only staining the
depressions here and there, most-
ly on the downstrokes. Oddly,
instead of the capital, he wrote
down the city he had once lived
in, the city where he got his first
job.

After registering he hesitated
over the bell. Instead of ringing
it he picked up his bag and walk-
ed to the shadowed stairway. Up
ahead he saw a low-watt bulb
staring bleakly on the wall. The
area around the globe was a
grimy green, outside the magic
circle the pervading dark brown
was undisturbed. The carpet
under his feet was threadbare
and gritty; through his shoe-
soles he felt the lumps of resist-
ant knots in the wood, and the
nailheads raised by the wearing-
down around them. He gazed
ahead.

There was a landing halfway
up, opening on a narrow hall.
Light came through fogged win-
dows set close together along one
wall. The other was papered with
circus posters, the brightly lith-
ographed elephants and hippo-
potomi faded almost to indis-
cernability, the creases burst
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open like scored chestnuts. The
Governor hesitated, went on up.

At the second floor he turned
left, noting how spacious this
hall was in contrast to the one
below, how comparatively bright
and clean. Most of the doors
were slightly ajar, not inviting
perhaps, merely indicating they
were receptive to a tenant.

From the outside there was
nothing to choose between them
vet he felt the choice was impor-
tant. Further, it seemed to him
that opening a door would com-
mit him; he must choose with-
out inspection. Thoughtfully he
passed several. The one he final-
ly entered opened on a large
room with two tall windows.
Thin, brittle curtains drooped
palely from the rods. Two dress-
ers, the high one bellying for-
ward, the low one supporting a
tilted metal-dull mirror, were
thick with cheap varnish that
wept long blob-ended tears. The
double bed was made, the cover-
let turned down, the lumpy pil-
lows smooth and gray. On a
whatnot in one corner a glass
bell enclosed two wax figures, a
bride and groom in wedding fin-
ery. The wax bride was wring-
ing her waxen hands.

The Governor put his bag on
the foot of the bed, took off his
jacket, rolled up his sleeves, went
to the sink. The faucets were
black-spotted, green-flecked, with
remnants of nickelplating and
long dark scratches. The basin
was orange-brown and gray-
white. He turned on the 110T.
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There was a quick hiss and a
slurp of thick, liquid rust. He
tried the coLp. The slurp was
the same but there was no hiss.
He looked around the room
again, saw the washstand. The
knobbly-spouted pitcher stood in
the center of the knobbly-rim-
med bowl. The water appeared
good despite the dust floating
on top. He poured some in the
basin and rinsed his face and
hands.

As a small child he had been
sure water was life. Once he
sprinkled some on a dead bird,
stiff and ruffied. He found a
towel, hard and grainy, dried
his hands, shrinking slightly
from the contact. He took his
comb from his jacket and ran it
through his still thick hair, only
lightly graying. It was a minor
pride that his campaign pic-
tures were always the latest,
never one taken when he was
much younger.

He Lecame aware he was be-
ing wztched and turned inguir-
ingly toward the door. The man
standiig there wore heavy werk-
shoes, blue denim pants, a den-
im ja:ket buttoned to his neck.
His face was dark, his straight
black hair long. His eyes slant-
ed ever so litile above his high
cheekbones. He smiled at Lamp-
ley. '‘Everything ok ?”

“Everything: 0oK,” said Lamip-
ley. ‘“Except the plumbing.”

TLe man ncdded thoughtfully.

“(ih, the plumbing. It went
out.” He gestured vaguely with
his hands, incicating leaks, stop-
pages, broken pipes, hopeless
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fittings, worn-out heaters. “So
we put in washstands.”

“I see. Maybe it would have
been better to have it fixed.”

The other shook a doubtful
head. “This was change. Ad-
vance. Improvement. Maybe next
we’ll put a well in every room.
with a rope and bucket reaching
straight down. Plop! And then
rrrrr, up she comes full and
slopping over. Or artesians with
the water bubbling up like a
billiard ball on the end of a cue.
That would be hard to beat, ay?
Or perhaps wooden pipes from
the rain gutters.”

“I see,” said Lampley. The
plans didn’t seem unreasonable.
“You’re the clerk?” he asked
politely.

“Clerk is good as any. Every-
one has lots to do.”

“That’s right. Well, thanks..

“Don’t mention it.”

Lampley rolled down his
sleeves, refastened his cufflinks,
put his jacket back on. “Can I
get something to eat here?”

“Why not? Come on.”

The Governor followed him
into the hall, closing the door.
He thought briefly of asking
about telephoning since there
was no phone in his room. Still
it wasn’t really necessary; Mar-
vin could take care of everything.
The clerk led him, not to the
stairs he had come up, but in the
opposite direction. Some of the
partially open doors were paint-
ed in vivid colors and marked
with symbols strange to Lamp-
ley.
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The backstairs were narrower,
steeper, darker; the Governor
had a constant fear of overesti-
mating the width of the treads
and placing a searching foot
upon insubstantial . air. They
came to the halfway landing but
instead of the windowed hall
with the circus posters, they
entered a low room, low as a
ship’s cabin compressed between
decks. Exposed beams held up
the ceiling. A long plank table
ran between two benches, a high
ladderback chair at the head and
foot. One of the benches was
built into the battened wall.

On it a man with an infantile
face and bulging forehead under
coarse black hair crouched over,
the table guarding his food with
tiny kangaroo arms. A stained
and spotted napkin was tied
around his neck like a bib. He
slobbered and gurgled over a
bowl of thick porridge, smearing
it around his mouth, spilling on
the napkin as he scooped the
mess from the bowl. :

At the head of the table an old
man, white-haired, hook-nosed,
chewed silently. On the outside
bench was a middle-aged woman
with sagging, placid features,
and a girl in her teens. All
looked Indian or Mexican except
the idiot, none paid attention to
their arrival.

The clerk sat down at the foot
of the table. Lampley saw there
was no place for him except on
the bench next to the defective.
He edged his way in, staying
far as possible from him. The
room was suddenly oppressive;
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he had the notion they must be
near a furnace, a boiler, a dy-
namo. He took out his carefully
folded handkerchief and wiped
his forehead. The old man
glanced at him sympathetically.

The young girl reached under
the table and came up with a
bright green crepe paper party
favor. She extended it diffidently
toward the Governor. Smiling,
he took hold of the stiff card-
board strip inside the ruffle with
his thumb and forefinger. She
giggled, holding the other end;

. they pulled. The cracker popped,
a red tissue paper.phyrgian cap
fell out. She clapped her hands
and motioned him to put it on.
Slightly embarrassed, he com-
plied.

She searched through the torn
favor for the motto, unfolded it.
She shook her head and handed
it to him. He read, AN UNOPENED
BOOK HAS NO PRINTING. She put
a bowl of beans, cut-up chicken,
and rice before him. “Thank
you,” he said.

“For nothing,” she respond-

- ed, shyly polite. Her young
breasts pushed out against her
white shirt. Her dark eyes look-
ed into his before her long
lashes fell. Her mouth was wide
and supple. Lampley realized
she was beautiful. He thought
with pain of walking with her
through knee-high grass and ly-
ing beside her under spreading
trees. s

He spooned up some of the
food; it was overcooked and
tasteless. It didn’t matter. Be-

- tween spoonfuls he looked fur-
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tively at the woman—he dared
not let his eyes return to the
girl—and thought he saw a re-
semblance to . . . To whom? The
face was pleasant, ordinary,
memorable neither for charm
nor repulsiveness. It was a mat-
ter of professional pride, an
occupational necessity fer him
to remember faces; he could not
recall this one. It nagged at the
back of his mind.

The old man rose, wiping his
mouth with the back of his
hand, bowing clumsily toward
the Governor. He pulled a wrin-
kled pack of cigarettes from his
shirt pocket and extended it.
“Thanks,” acknowledged Lamp-
ley, “I don’t use them.” The old
man shook his head, tipped the
pack to his mouth, replaced it,
lit the cigarette with a match
struck on the seat of his trou-
sers. His fingers were thick and
twisted ; they still appeared cap-
able of delicate manipulation.

The clerk pushed back his
chair. “We might put self-service
in here,” he remarked to one in
particular. “Individual stoves,
maybe mechanized farms or hy-
droponic tanks.” He belched,
holding his hand diffidently be-
fore his mouth.

Lampley emptied his bowl. The
girl looked questioningly at him.
“No more,” he said. “Thank
you.”

She smiled at him, followed
the elerk and the old man from
the room; he was alone with the
woman and the idiot. He wanted
to get up and go too; something
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" stomach. “No . . .

held him. “A long time,” said
the woman gently.

He knew what she meant; he
refused to accept understanding.
“I'm sorry.”

“Since you were here. You
forgot?”

There was coldness in his
not exactly.
I'm sorry.”

She shrugged. Her arms and
shoulders were rounded and
graceful but their grace did not
obscure the fact that she was
old as he, or nearly. Why was
it so reprehensible to long for
freshness and beauty in women
but the stamp of taste to want
these qualities in anything else?
“I'm sorry,” he said for the
third time, aware of the phrase’s
futility.

She smiled, showing a gold
tooth. The others were white but
uneven. “For nothing,” she
echoed the girl. “What is there
to be sorry for?”

His eyes went from the crea-
ture on the bench to her and
back again.

“Yours,” she said calmly.

He had known, but knowing
and knowing were different
things. “Impossible!”

She showed the gold tooth
again. “Why impossible? You
make love, you have babies.”

“But—Ilike that?”

“Does everything have to be
perfect for you?”

He regarded her with greater
horror than he had his—his son.
A beast, an animal, giving birth
to beasts and animals. “Not per-
fect. But not . . . this.”
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She laughed and moved around
the table to the unfortunate. She
untied the napkin and tenderly
wiped his vacant face and the
undeveloped hands. She kissed
him passionately on the fore-
head. “You think it is possible
to love only perfection? You
couldn’t love one like this, or an
old woman, or a corpse?”

Lampley ran from the room,
past a curtained entrance, and
stumbled through a hall lit with
vellow, grease-filmed light. The
hall smelled of food, acrid, sick-
ening. There was a swinging
door at the end, padded, out-
lined with brass nails. Many
were missing, their absence com-
memorated by the dark outline
of where they had been. He
pushed through it.

The kitchen was oddly con-
structed. Its ceiling seemed to
be two stories high; just under
it were niches for sooty plaster
figures, all horribly distorted,
figures with one arm twice the
length of the other, phalluses
long as legs, monstrous heads,
steatophyrgian buttocks, goiters
resting on sagittarian knees.
Through a rose window yellow-
pink beams streamed to the flag-
ged floor. Serubbed and sanded
butchers’ blocks splattered with
gobs - of fat, drying entrails,
scabs of hard blood stood against
the wall. Gleaming knives and
cleavers were racked in the sides
of the blocks. Tomb-like ranges
were hooded in a row; oppesite
them empty spits turned before
cold, blackened fireplaces.
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The old man was seated on a
stool before a slanting table, me-
thodically chopping onions in a
wooden bowl. He turned his
head. “She gave you a hard time,
hay?”

Blackmail, extortion, expostre,
disgrace. “I don’t know.”

The old man wrinkled his
forehead. The peculiar light
made the creases unnaturally
deep, like well-healed scars.
“Who does know ?” He laid down
his cleaver. “Come.”

Will-less, the Governor fol-
lowed. The old man had a limp,
formerly unnoticed. They went
past the ranges to a massive
steel door with a red lamp be-
side it. The old man lifted the
tight latch. Lampley noted a
safety device preventing the
door from fully closing except
from the outside.

They were in a large refrig-
erator. Sides of beef, barred red
and pale, hung from hooks.
Whole sheep and pigs, encased
in stiff, unarmoring fat, thrust
dead forefeet toward the unat-
tainable sawdust-covered floor.
Barrels of pickling brine, boxes
 of fish and seafood (the lobsters
waving feelers uncertainly)
were arranged neatly. It was
cold; the Governor shivered.
Plucked fowl dangled in rows.
Beyond them wild ducks and
geese, still sadly feathered, were
suspended in bunches, three
ducks, two geese to a bunch. The
Governor touched a mallard’s
breast as he passed; the down
was strangely warm in this chill-
ing place.
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They crossed an empty space.
The whole carcass of an animal
hung from gray hooks curving
through the tendons of its legs.
It had been skinned and gutted
but the head was intact and un-
touched. The shaggy hair droop-
ed forward, the horns pointed at
nothing. The glazed eyes ab-
sorbed the light, the tongue,
clenched between dead teeth, pro-
truded.

“Buffalo,” cried the Governor.
“Surely it’s against the law to
kill them ?”

The old man ran his dark,
heavily veined hand gloatingly
over the bison’s hump and down
the shoulder. “Tasty. Very
tasty.”

“You can’t do things like
this,” insisted the Governor.

“Ah,” sighed the old man.
“Boom boom.”

Lampley came closer. There
were no signs of the buffalo hav-
ing been shot. Its throat was cut
and dark blood had congealed
around the jagged wound. The
old man picked out several clots
of dried blood and put them in
his mouth, sucking appreciative-
ly. He rubbed his cheek against
the head of the animal. “Soft,”
he said. “See yourself.”

The Governor drew back.

The old man stared contemp-
tuously at him. “No wonder.”

“How do I get out of here?”
asked Lampley.

The old man gestured indiffer-
ently. “Try that way.” He waved
his arm.

Lampley turned. Either the
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refrigerator had gotten colder or
he was newly vulnerable to the
chill. He shivered; hoarfrost
crunched under his feet, the wall
glistened with ice crystals. He
realized he was not retracing his
steps when he passed braces of
partridges—or had he merely
not noticed them before?—
grouse, pheasants. He looked
back; the old man was still nuz-
zling the bison head.

He came to a mound of snow
and was puzzled, less at its pres-
ence than at its use and origin.
Who would manufacture snow,
and for what purpose? And if
not manufactured it must have
been brought a long way at great
expense for it did not snow in
this part of the state more than
once in a dozen years.

But it was not a simple mound
after all but an igloo, crudely
constructed, as though by a
child, Impulsively he got down
on his knees and crawled
through the entrance-tunnel un-
til his head was inside. It was
warm under the dome, warm and
soothing and safe. He backed
out quickly, frightened at the
thought of becoming too content
there, of not being able to leave
its comfort.

The cold of the refrigerator
was accentuated by the contrast;
his breath came in steamy puffs.
He hurried to a door opening
from the inside. He leaned
against the wall of a dark cor-
ridor and breathed deeply. The
picture of the old man fondling
the buffalo head was still before
him. He felt his way slowly

68

along the wall, and then he was
in the lobby again. There was
something wrong here: the
room where they had eaten had
been a half level higher.

There was no point in won-
dering over the layout of the
hotel. He would retrieve his bag,
get in the car and go on to
his destination. He stumbled
through the gloom, missing the
stairs, and saw he was in front
of an antique elevator, the doors
open, the ancient basketwork
cage an inch or two below the
floor.

“Get in,” invited the clerk,
“T'll take you.”

Lampley entered, panting a
little, smoothing his tie with his
palm. “Thank you.”

The clerk pulled the grill shut;
there was no door on the elevator
itself.  “Ninety-three million
miles to the sun,” he said. “We'd
fry before we got there.”

The Governor considered the
idea. “Explode from lack of pres-
sure, asphyxiate from lack of air
first.”

The clerk looked at him cu-
riously. “We could shut our eyes
and hold our breath, you know.”

Lampley did not answer.

“All right.” The clerk grasp-
ed the control lever. The cage
fell with sickening velocity.

CHAPTER 2

AMPLEY knew something
had broken but his fear was
not absgolute. He bent his knees
(go limp: drunks and babies
were Jess liable to injury than
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the stiffly erect); the drop
would not be fatal, he might not
even break a leg. How far to the
basement? Twenty feet at most.
If he just relaxed—or jumped to
the top of the cage and clung to
the fretwork ?—he would not be
hurt. He must not be hurt; the
implications of the headlines
would destroy him.

The elevator dived in dark-
ness, far further than any con-
ceivable excavation beneath the
hotel. It fell through night,
blacker and more terrifying than
any moonless, starless reality. It
plunged into total, unrelieved ab-
sence of light, a devastation to
the senses, a mockery to the eyes.

Then, subtly, there was a
difference. The blackness was
still black but now it could be
seen and valued. It was black-
ness, not blindness. Then in-
creasingly there was a faint
diminution of the darkness it-
self, and the shaft changed from
sable to the deepest gray.

After they had fallen still fur-
ther Lampley saw the shaft was
lined with porcelain tiles, yel-
lowed with neglect. Could it be
they were no longer falling at
all, just descending normally?
To where?

They flashed past doors, cav-
ernous rectangles in the shiny
wall. Shiny? Yes, the tiles were
brighter, cleaner, whiter. The
cage slowed, came to a bouncing
halt. The repressed fear surged
through Lampley, making his
feet and ankles weak and help-
less. The clerk slid the door open
smartly, with a sharp click.
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“What’s here?” asked the
Governor, conscious of the in-
adequacy of the question.

“Odds,” replied the clerk.
“0Odds. No ends to speak of but
plenty of odds.”

He half led, half pushed
Lampley out of the elevator.
They were in a great chamber,
so far stretching that though it
was adequately lit the defining
walls were lost, far, far off. So
close to each other that they al-
most touched, grand pianos with
their lids thrown back and
strings exposed, stood, rank aft-
er rank. From the ceiling long
stalactites dripped on the pianos:
plink pink, plink plink, plink
plunk! A thousand pianotuners
might have been at work simul-

. taneously.

“Nobody here,” said the clerk.
“All right.” He turned swiftly
back into the elevator, slamming
the door.

“Wait!” cried Lampley in
panic. “Wait for me.” He heard
the softly whirring mechanism
as the elevator started, leaving
him alone.

Lampley pounded the doer
with his fists. He shouted for the
clerk to come back, not to desert
him. He kicked the door. He
screamed. Plink plink, plink
plink, plink plunk.

He could die down here. He
could die down here and no one
would ever know it. He dared not
go away from the elevator shaft
—he might never find it again.
He dared not stay—the clerk
might not return until he was
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dead and the flesh rotted from
his skeleton.

Plink plink. No, long before
he died he would be raving mad.
Plink plink. “Give us a tune at
least,” he pleaded. His voice pro-
duced no echo. No echo at all.
Plink plunk.

Calm, almost ease, succeeded
panic. He walked between the
rows of pianos. They could not
stretch to infinity, he reasoned,
there must be an end to them
somewhere. But reason also
argued the pianos couldn’t be
here at all, there couldn’t be sev-
en or seventeen or seventy sub-
basements beneath the hotel.
Once an impossibility happened
there was no limit to the impos-
sibilities to follow.

He had been six when Miss
Brewster came to give him
piano lessons. And is this our
little Paderooski she asked so
brightly. Do-do. C natural.
Treble clef, base clef. Above the
staff, below the staff. She smack-
ed his hands when Mother
wasn’t looking. He kicked Miss
Brewster’s shins. After a while
the lessons stopped.

A unicorn pranced out from
between the pianos. His coat was
white and sleek, his mane and
tail shone like coal, his eyes were
blue as sapphires. The long
spiralling horn was pale gold,
glistening bright. The Governor
tried to approach him, to stroke
the soft nose, to clutch the heavy
mane. The unicorn stamped a
nervous hoof and circled away,
always barely out of reach.
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Lampley followed him down the
long aisle between the pianos.
The unicorn looked back, his
nostrils wide. Lampley put out
his hand, almost touched him.
The animal snorted, broke into

a trot, a gallop. Its hooves
pounded the hard floor: tata-
rumpp, tata-rumpp, t-rump t-

rump. The Governor ran too,
shouting, calling. His lungs were
sawed by jagged breaths, his
heart burst through his ribs and
left only a helpless, pounding
pain behind. He wanted to stop,
to give up, to faint; he kept on
pursuing.

The unicorn paused, wary. He
stamped a hoof, tossed his mane,
pointed his horn. Lampley, gasp-
ing, was hardly able to totter
forward. He took a step, two,
leaned against the nearest piano.
Plink, plink, plink, plink, plink
plunk. The unicorn suddenly ran
his horn into one of the instru-
ments, withdrawing it to leave
a splintered hole in the wood. A
man came out of the shadows
with a sledgehammer over his
shoulder. He was a dwarf, naked
to the waist, with writhing bi-
ceps, wearing a grease-matted
brimless cap over thick curly
hair. The growth on his chest
curled also, an obscene felt. He
swung the hammer down on the
piano, smashing in the top, cav-
ing in one of the legs.

“What are you doing?’ de-
manded Lampley before he re:l-
ized he didn’t care what the man
was doing. “How do you get out
of here?” he amended.

The dwarf went on methodi-
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cally wrecking the piano. The
unicorn disappeared, the sound
of its hooves growing fainter
and fainter. Lampley approached
the dwarf, ready to clutch his
shoulder, to extort a way out.
He was afraid. Afraid of the
blunt, lethal hammer, afraid of
the strength and rage which had
reduced the piano to junk.
Afraid of the answer to his ques-
tion. Afraid there might be no
answer.

The dwarf slung the maul
back on his shoulder and walked
away. The Governor wept.
There was no strength in his
arms or legs. He fell down and
crawled weakly forward, sob-
bing and retching, the sour taste
of vomit in his mouth. Plink
plink, plink plink, plink plunk.
Destruction of the offending
piano made not the slightest dif-
ference in the cacophony.

The weight of all the floors
above him, the overwhelmingly
massive structure of steel and
stone reaching to the surface,
bowed him down in lonely,
strangling terror. What mind,
what mathematical faculty could
estimate the thousands, the hun-
dreds of thousands, the millions
of crushing tons overhead, ma-
lign, implacable, waiting? He
closed his eyes, moved his arms
and legs convulsively. It was
more than he could bear.

He was at the elevator again.
If he could pry the door open
perhaps he could climb the ca-
bles or brace himself between
the rails on which the counter-
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weights slid and inch his way
upward. Or fall to destruction.
He knew he could never get the
door open. He was condemned
to stay amid the pianos. He
sobbed hopelessly.

Without belief he heard the
sound of the machinery and the
tip-tip-tip of the halting car.
It was the young girl who open-
ed the door and helped him in.
She took a handkerchief, soft as
fog, delicate as a petal, smelling
of herself, and wiped his tears.
She held his head between her
breasts and he breathed in the
scent of her untouched body.
She pressed his wrists with her
fingers. She put her hands under
his arms and guided him against
the wall of the cage.

“Thank you,” he cried. “Oh
thank you, thank you.” He felt
he was about to weep again,
tears of shame and weakness. He
held her tightly to reassure him-
self of the reality of the rescue,
greedy for her gentle soothing.
“Why did he do it? Tell me,
why did he leave me down here?”

“Oh,” she said, as though dis-
appointed. “You want answers.”

He shrank from her disap-
proval. “No, no. Please. I'm sat-
isfied to be out of there.”

She shut the door. The ele-
vator shot upward, past the glis-
tening white tiles, past the yel-
low ones, past the area of light.
It rose—more slowly it seemed
—through the darkness. The
creak of machinery increased,
as though illumination were a
lubricant and the deprived dark
full of grit.
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His heart was full of rever-
ence and gratitude for her res-
cue, for her purity. He was
bowed down by the simple fact
of being alone with her in the
cage. They passed the open grill-
work of the first floor and as-
cended at snails’ pace—no doubt
now—+to the second. She stop-
ped the car, and taking his hand,
led him out. He was thankful
beyond counting when she took
him to the bedroom, shutting
the door behind them, and help-
ed him out of his jacket. She
wet a towel in the pitcher and
bathed his face.

“You are very lovely,” he
said humbly. “As lovely as you
are kind.”

She took the paper cap from
his head and smoothed his hair.
If he had been humble, now he
was humilated beyond endur-
ance. All that suffering, all that
torture and anguish—with an
absurd gaud perched atop him.
It was beyond bearing. Fear
and gratitude had not deprived
him of all final dignity; the
picture of the tissue paper cap
jaunty upon him was too ridic-
ulous for contemplation.

She smiled at him, magically
healing his pride. Her mouth
was a flower cut in soft pink
stone. Her mouth was a velvet
hope. Her mouth was red satin.
She bent and touched him with
it. He held his breath, felt him-
self tremble and die.

He kissed her, delicately, very
delicately at first, savoring the
soft, soft lips. He was dedi-
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cated to keeping her undefiled.

He put his arms around her,
touched his tongue-tip to her
eyelids, her ears. He found her
mouth again, pressed it tender-
ly. Then fiercely, lustfully, de-
vouringly. She did not draw
back. He lifted her shirt, intoxi-
cating himself upon her small,
perfect breasts.

“You will not hurt me?” she
pleaded. “No man has been with
me before.”

He swore to himself he would
not hurt her; it was not in him
to be anything but loving. He
would be wise, kind, compassion-
ate; he would sacrifice his burn-
ing lust to her timidity. He
would deflower her without rage.

He seized her, and seeing
panic struggling against the con-
sent in her eyes, ravished her
brutally, violated her without
thought of anything but his own
triumph. Crying and reproach-
ing himself, he begged her for-
giveness. When she gave it, so
readily, so understandingly, he
repeated the act as heedlessly.

Remorse-stricken, he pressed
his face against her Kknees,
smoothed her long hair, kissed
her temples, touched her body
pleadingly. She smiled up at
him, wound her arms around his
so that their hands came to-
gether, palm to palm.

His penitence dissolved slow-
ly in her grace. He remembered
the creature downstairs—his
son. “Are you her daughter?” -
he asked harshly.

She seemed to know whom he
meant. “She is my sister.”
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“And the clerk?”

“The clerk?” She shook her
head in incomprehension. She
shut her eyes, breathing evenly.

Without disengaging himself
from her he raised his head to
look around. This was not his
room. The furniture was simi-
lar, but the washstand was
where the highboy had been,
the highboy in the bureau’s
place. And the figures under the
glass bell, the two dressed in
black and white, were not the
wedding couple but two duelists,
crossing swords. Their faces
were alike: father and son,
older and younger brother, the
same man at different periods.
The older had got under the
younger’s guard and was press-
ing his advantage.

He should have phoned Mat-
tie . . . no, Mattie was dead,
the doctor shaking his enlight-
ened head. The prognosis is al-
ways unfavorable unless we get
it early . . . vulnerable womb

. He should have phoned
Marvin. It had been irrespon-
sible of him to take this trip
all by himself, impulsively, se-
cretively, as though he were
hiding something—he who could
afford to have nothing to hide.
And it had been doubly foolish
to take this unusual, little-
traveled route, to stop on whim
at this obscure place.

He put his head down next to
the girl's, feeling the comfort
of her flesh against his body. He
was not sleepy, no longer tired.
She had refreshed and renewed
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him. He raised his head to look
at her loveliness again.

The long hair was lusterless,
streaked with gray. The smooth,
fresh cheeks had relaxed into
fatty lumps, coarse and raddled.
The slack mouth turned down-
ward, the flesh of her throat was
loose and creepy. He pulled back
in horror and saw that the tight,
round breasts were long and
flaceid, the flat belly soft and
puffy, the slender arms and legs
heavy and mottled.

Her eyes opened and looked
dully into his. “What did you
expect?” she asked.

He stood trembling by the
side of the bed. “Only a little
while ago . . .”

Her lips parted to show yellow
teeth with gaps between. “There
is no time here,” she said and
went back to sleep. :

He did not look at her again,
equally fearful of confirming or
denying. Instead he picked up
her clothes and serutinized them
as though they would reveal the
truth. They were only the re-
membered white shirt and dark
skirt, the small, narrow sandals,
the flimsy serap of underwear.
By sight and scent they belonged
to the girl who had brought him
here, not to the woman on the
bed.

He dressed with his back to
her. Th: paper cap was on the
floor where she had dropped it;
he did not pick it up. He tip-
toed out, avoiding noise, though
the woman gave no sign of wak-
ing. He« searched for his own
room bat none of the doors he
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opened showed the identifying
arrangement of furniture or the
wax figures of the wedding cou-
ple. He could not have con-
fused the floor: he had climbed
one flight from the lobby and
the girl had taken the elevator
only the same distance. If the
elevator and the stairs were on
different sides of the hotel . .. ?
That would account for the
mudadle.

The hall turned a corner.
Instead of more doors it was
blocked to its full width by a
stairway. He took it in prefer-
ence to retracing his steps; logi-
cally there would be a match-
ing one back to the second floor
further along.

Now the carpet under his feet
was thick and soft instead of
thin and sleazy. Strong bright
light shone down from the floor
above, showing walls panelled
in pale wood, clean and elegant.
It was a fleeting puzzle that this
stairway should. contrast so
strongly—should have been pre-
served so carefully—with the
rest of the hotel.

The sound of many voices, the
clatter and movement of people
came to him distantly. He
reached the top. The third floor
was decorated in pinks and
grays: pink walls and ceiling,
gray carpets, doors and wood-
work. Couches and sofas occu-
pied the wall-space not cut by
doors. On the nearest one was
sprawled an oversize ragdoll

onto which pendulous blue
breasts had been carelessly
sewn.
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The hall was a large quad-
rangle with a square well in the
center, guarded by a heavy
wrought iron railing. The Gov-
ernor rested his arms on the
rail and gazed down at a con-
course thronged with people.
Women in sequined evening
gowns, men in gaudy uniforms,
gathered in knots, moved brisk-
ly, or sat idly on chairs and
benches. A few of the women
wore vivid strips of silk around
their thighs or as skirts, the
exposed parts of their bodies
tattooed in blues and reds. A
bearded man with shaggy hair
had the skin of an animal caught
over one shoulder. He saw a girl
in hoopskirts, another in ruff
and farthingale, but most wore
the “formals” of his young man-
hood.

He had no feeling that this
was a masquerade, a costume
party: all wore their clothes
with the assurance of habit,
without self-consciousness of in-
terest in the garb of others.
Even at this distance he recog-
nized a man in the green uni-
form of the United States Dra-
goons, obsolete since the 1840’s,
another in the white greatcoat
of royal France. A Californio,
silver pesoed trousers and all,
talked earnestly with his com-
panion in the dropped-waist sack
of the Coolidge era while
a hobble-skirted eavesdropper
hovered close.

The throng was so tightly
pressed together that Lampley
did not at first make out the
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rococo fountain in the center.
A sudden movement, a concerted
parting, revealed its marble
nymphs and cherubs spouting
water in scatalogical attitudes.
A sailor, wearing the character-
istic British dickey, climbed to
embrace one of the statues. He
fell into the basin and was
pulled out by an Attic shep-
herdess.

The Governor longed to join
them, to dissolve his desires and
disappointments in their gaiety
and laughter. He knew there was
no hope of happiness with them,
as he knew there was no way
for him to get down to them,
but the knowledge did not
quench his yearning.

He turned away and began
circling the quadrangle. The
doors on his right were all shut,
no sound came from behind
them. They were not consecu-
tively numbered, nor in any con-
ceivable order, not even in the
same numerical system. 3103
was followed by 44, the next was
XIX, then 900, 211, CCCV. One
was marked with egg-shaped
figures which he took to be pos-
sibly Mayan. It was slightly
ajar. He pushed it open.

It was a schoolroom. Disci-
plined desks marched side-by-
side toward the teacher’s raised
podium hemmed in by black-
boards gray with hastily erased
chalk. Only the four seats in
front were occupied. He tip-
toed forward and slid into the
second row. The teacher was a
caricature Chinese mandarin
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with queue, emerald-buttoned
skulleap, gold fingernail guards,
tortoiseshell spectacles, brocaded
robe.

“You have brought your home-
work?” he inquired, peering
severely over the top of his
spectacles.

“No sir,” answered Lampley,
getting up again.

“For what purpose does the
honorable delegate arise ?” mock-
ed the teacher.

Lampley felt himself blushing.
“I—I thought it was customary.”

“All is custom as Herodotus
said,” remarked the teacher.
“Herodotus was a barbarian,” he
explained genially to the class.
“Sit down.”

In front of Lampley sat a
child with long blonde pigtails,
one with a pink, the other with
a white bow. She read aloud,
“See little Almon. Little Almon
lives with his mother and his
uncle. Almon has the cat. Almon
wants to play with the cat. The
cat—"

“Quite enough,”
teacher. “Meditate.”

The pupil next to the girl was
the idiot. On the other side of
the aisle were a boy of twelve
and a girl a little older. When
the girl turned her head Lamp-
ley saw her face was heavily
bandaged. The Governor lifted
the top of his desk and took out
a book. It had no covers, the
pages were torn and thumbed.

In the fifth year of the pres-
ent reign, (he read) there ap-
peared at court a magician from
the East who claimed alchemin-
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ical learning to such a degree
he was able to divine secret
thoughts. A demonstration be-
ing required of him, he demand-
ed that divers ladies-in-waiting
who . .

The Governor turned the page.
The next leaf was written in
runes. He riffled swiftly through
the book. None of the rest of it
was in the Latin alphabet. He
turned back to the page he had
read. The letters were all jum-
bled together, KJDRBWLSAY-
PZUQMXRQOTVBFLAIH, so
that they made no sense. He
held up his hand. The teacher
pulled down his spectacles near-
ly to the end of his nose.

“No one is excused here,” he
announced. “Your attention,
please.”

Lampley let his hand fall. The
children rustled and squirmed.

“I have here a button,” said
the teacher. “It is not a true
button but a sort of courtesy
button. It is in fact a mere plug,
connected by the demon of elec-
tricity to an ingenious apparatus
located in the antipodes of the
Flowery, Middle or Celestial
Kingdom. By pressing this but-
ton I can cause the instant and
painless demise of an anonymous
foreign devil. I repeat, the oper-
ation will cause the big-nosed
one no distress at all; he will
know nothing. By pushing the
button I destroy him; also I
bring untold happiness to all the
sons of Han, whose ricebowls
will then be full, whese fields,
wives and concubines will be
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fertile, whose lords and tax-

-gatherers will become unbeliev-

ably merciful. My problem: shall
I press the button?”

He leaned back triumphantly
in his chair and took from a
desk drawer a bowl and chop-
sticks. Steam ascended from the
bowl as the teacher deftly pick-
ed out long strings of noodles
and sucked them into his mouth.
Lampley could smell the sharp
odor of the soup in the bowl.
The class was silent while the
teacher ate.

He put down the bewl and
laid the chopsticks across it. “It
is an ethiecal problem, you under-
stand. Luckily, since I am un-
fitted for manual tasks—” he
help up his fingernails for them
to see “—I am absolved from
considering it. I shall never have
to press the button or net press
the button.”

Lampley
again.

“I told you no one is excused
here,” said the teacher.

“] was young,” protested
Lampley.

The teacher turned away dis-
gustedly. He wrote on the black-
board in angular, unconnected
letters, “Death knows no youth.”

The pupils in the front row
all turned around to stare at the
Governor. The face of his son
was set in a horrid grimace,
teeth showing, eyes watering
gummy white in the corners.

“She was ambitious for me.
It seemed best at the time,”
muttered Lampley.

They all laughed together,
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snarling like dogs. Lampley
hurled the book at them. The
pages fluttered as it fell with a
thud on the floor. The teacher
wrote on the board in his singu-
lar script, Ambition, Doubt, Sub-
servience, Conformity, Treach-
ery, Heat, Bravery, Murder,
Hope, Trifles, Treasure, Pity,
Shame, Confession, Humility,
Procreation, Final. “No alter-
natives!” he shouted.

CHAPTER 3

HE Governor stumbled into
the aisle and ran. Before the
door a coffin rested on trestles.
Tall candles burned at the head
and foot. He did not have to look
in to know it was Mattie or that
beside her was the child she had
never borne. He fell to his knees
and crawled under the coffin. The
trestles lowered; he had to
squirm forward flat on his stom-
ach to get clear of the casket.
He got up and through the
door, slamming it behind him.
The lights were bright as be-
fore but the people below had
all disappeared. The fountain
was dry; dust and lichen mot-
tled the marble figures. Beneath
the railing hung tattered battle-
flags, dulled, tarnished, with
great rips and tears. The floor,
which he saw had been paved
with great tile slabs, was brok-
en and humped. Pale, sickly
weeds thrust through the cracks.
A sickening stench rose to make
him gasp and turn away.
He had been seeking a stair-
way back to the second floor. He
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followed the quadrangle, came
upon an unexpected hall between
two rooms. At the end of the
hall a square chamber was flood-
ed with brilliance from a sky-
light. A legless man, many-
chinned, frog-eyed, sat in a
wheelchair. Across his mon-
strous chest a row of medals
glittered. “Come in, come in,”
he roared jovially. “Any friend
of nobody’s a friend of mine.”

“Can you tell me—" began
the Governor.

“My boy,” burst in the legless
man, “if you want telling, I'm
your pigeon; if I can’t tell you
no one can. I've shot cassowaries
and peccarries, hunted dolphin
and penguin, searched the seven
seas for albatross and Charlie
Ross. Oh the yarns I could spin
about sin and tin and gin, about
rounding the Horn in an Augush,
morn or lying becalmed in the
horse latitudes with a cargo
of bridles and harnesses. I've
whaled off South Georgia, been
jailed by Nova Zembla, failed
on Easter Island, entailed in the
West Indies. I'm a rip-roarer,
a snip-snorter, a razzle-dazzle
hearty-ho.”

“You were a seaman?” asked
the Governor politely.

“A seaman, v-d man, hard-a-
lee man, a demon,” sang the
sailor. “Blast and damn me, I've
fathered six hundred bastards in
all colors—white don’t count,j
naturally—from Chile to Chihili,
from Timbuctoo to Kalamazoo.
Have a drink.”

The Governor looked around.
On a long bar were ranged
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dozens of bottles, most of them
empty. He picked up the nearest
full one. It was cold, green,
opened, and full of beer. He put
it to his lips, tilted it, realized
his throat had been dry, parched.
“Thanks,” he muttered, taking
it away reluctantly.

“Ah,” said the cripple, “you
should know the thanks I've
had.” He indicated his medals
carelessly. “Decorated, cited, sa-
luted, handshook, kissed on both
cheeks. I've been thanked in
Java and Ungava, in the Heb-
rides and the Celebes, in Tripoli
and Trincomalee, in Lombok
and Vladivostock. Have another
drink.”

“Thanks,” repeated Lampley.

“Pleasure,” responded the
cripple. “Never drink alone,
sleep alone, die alone. You

haven’t been here before?”

Lampley was puzzled how to
answer. “Yes and no,” he said at
last.

The other nodded approvingly,
tossed a ball into the air and
caught it. “Caution. Many a poor
sailor’s been drowned dead be-
cause the captain or the mate
yessed when he should have noed.
Yes-and-no’s a' snug berth in
a landlocked harbor.”

“I only meant . ..”

The man had another ball in
the air now. “The meaning of
meaning. Semantics—that’s a
pun. Think you’ll get the nom-
ination ?”

“It’s touch and go,” confessed
the Governor. “I’'m hoping.”

The sailor was juggling three
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balls. He didn’t look at them,
just kept catching and tossing
in rhythm. “Touch and go. Skill
and chance,” he said.

“That’s right,” agreed Lamp-
ley, drinking again.

“Comfortable?”

“Yes, thanks.”

“Always said they should have
put steam heat in here.”

“But it's quite warm.”

“Just wait till it snows. Drifts
high as the roof, drifts high as
the trees, drifts high as moun-
tains. Buried in snow, white on
top, green under the light here.
A wonder we don’t smother.”

“Oh no,” said the Governor,
recalling the igloo in the refrig-
erator. “It’'s porous or some-
thing. The air comes through.”

The juggler had seven balls
and three oranges in the air. He
added two empty bottles. “Noth-
ing comes through. The outside
never knows the inside, the in-
side’s locked away from the out-
side.”

“But it’s always possible to
break through,” argued the Gov-
ernor.

The juggler’s arms were knot-
ted muscles of skill. He had
many bottles in the air besides
the oranges and balls. “No man
knows his fellow.”

“Knowing and communicating
are two different things.”

“Yes and no,” said the juggler
judiciously. “You know a wo-

man; doyou ... ?”
“Yes,” insisted the Governor
defiantly.

Still more bottles were tossed
and caught. “You think so,” said
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the juggler. “What happens
when you fail?”

All the bottles were in play
now. Deftly the juggler wrig-
gled to the floor and added his
wheelchair. “We fail yet noth-
ing falls: the supremacy of per-
petual motion. Try the fourth
floor.”

“There isn’t any fourth floor,”
said Lampley.

“That’s right. Try it.”

Still juggling the balls, or-
anges, bottles and chair, the leg-
less man threw himself into the
air and joined the circle of whirl-
ing objects. The Governor left,
went through the passageway
again to the quadrangle and
looked over the railing. The
fountain was gone. Goats nib-
bled at young trees growing
{hrough the obscured tiles. A
man rode a pony listlessly and
disappeared out of sight. A yel-
low wildeat prowled around,
pausing to hiss menacingly at
the goats. Lampley walked past
closed doors, found himself in
front of the elevator. He hadn’t
seen it—then it was there.

“Down,” announced the clerk.

“I "don't want . ™ began
Lampley doubtfully.

“Going down,” repeated the

clerk firmly. “There’s no up
from here.”
“How do all these people

live?” asked the Governor. “The
soldiers, the women, the school-
master, the juggler?”

The clerk shrugged. “No dif-
ferently than anyone else. Os-
mosis. Symbiosis. Ventriloquism.
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Saprophytism.
The usual ways.”

“Imagination? Illusion? Hal-
lucination? Mirage?”

“We are what we are,” said
the eclerk. “Can you say as
much? Going down.”

“I want to know,” persisted
Lampley.

“Don’t we all? What’s the
use?”

The
“Will
floor ?”

“Do you know which it is?”

The Governor could not an-
swer. He moved awny from the
elevator. There was a hole in the
carpet going deep into the floor.
In the hole was a heap of pen-
nies, new-minted, bright eop-
pery orange. He picked up a
handful and sifted them through
his fingers. None of them seemed
to be dated, all had an eagle on
one side and a scale on the
other. A lump of untreated
metal, hedgehog sharp, pricked
his fiesh. He dropped the pen-
nies and put his hand to his
mouth to suck the wound.

“Going down,” the clerk called
warningly.

Lampley said, “I only want—"

The clerk slapped his knee,
doubling with laughter. He dia
a little dance, his hands holding
his abdomen. “Only!” he scream-
ed between gusts of mirth. “On-
ly! That’s all. He only wants.”

With what dignity he had left
the Governor entered the eleva-
tor. The clerk, abruptly sober-
faced, straightened up and shut
the door. The openwork of the
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cage was now interwoven with
rattan in which trailing fronds
of greenery were stuck. Birds
of somber hue—gray, black,
slate, dark blue—climbed with
silent intensity over the basket-
ry, hung beak down from the
roof, pecked quietly at the green.
“Down.”

Lampley held his breath,
sucked in his stomach. But
there was no sudden drop. The
elevator glided with dignity
past the second floor, the dim
lobby without acceleration, into
the dark depths. He strained his
eyes for the first sign of light,
of the tiled walls. Only the
subtle sensations of descent told
him they were not stopped, rigid,
just below the first floor.

The clerk said, “The teacher
has a list of all those who
cheated.”

“It must be long.”

“It’s not as long as the guilty
think, nor as short as the inno-
cent believe.”

“A  youthful indiscretion,”
said the Governor lightly.

“The piano-smasher knows all
about false references.”

“Everyone does it,” said the
Governor. “You have to, to get
a job.”

“The juggler has suffered
from the effects of kicked-back
commissions.”

“The custom is old. Who was
I to change it?”

“The people in the concourse
voted to send a man to the leg-
islature who promised to do cer-
tain things.”
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“Campaign oratory,” said the
Governor.

“The girl—"

“Stop,” ordered the Governor.
“Are you taking it on yourself
to punish sins?”

“Ah,” said the clerk. “You
think absolution should be auto-
matie, instant and painless?”

Lampley thought, if I had a
heavy wrench or a knife or a gun
I could kill him and no one
would know. His fingers tingled,
his knees ached. He tried to
speak casually, to stop any fur-
ther words the clerk might utter.
As he sought for some innocu-
ous topic he saw the walls light-
en, recognized the yellowed tiles.

The clerk bent over the con-
trol lever as though in prayer,
the birds were all still and un-
moving. Passing the shining
white tiles Lampley strained to
catch the faint sound of the
pianos. He could not be sure he
heard it, still less that he
hadn’t. The walls of the shaft
gradually became a pale green,
deepening into skyblue so nat-
ural they seemed to expand out-
ward.

Smoothly the elevator tilted at
an angle just steep eneugh to
force him to put one foet on the
side of the cage in order to stay
upright. The clerk, clinging to
the lever, had no trouble. They
glid down the incline at moderate
speed. The tiled walls fell away ;
they were traveling en a sort of
funicular diagonally threugh the
floors of a vast department
store.  Counters of chinaware
were set parallel and perpen-
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dicular, the cups and dishes cun-
ningly tilted to catch the light:
experimental, modern, conven-
tional, traditional, all the famil-
iar patterns including sets and
sets of blue willoware. Some of
the pieces were so curiously
shaped it was impossible to
guess their use: platters with
humps in their centers, cups
pierced with holes, plates shaped
like partly open bivalves, cones,
spheres and pyramids with han-
dles but no apparent openings.

They passed a millinery de-
partment where women were
trying on feathered helmets, fur
busbies, brass-and-leather sha-
kos, woolen balaclavas, wide-
brimmed straws, tight-fitting
caps of interwoven fresh flowers.
Lampley saw they were all using
long hatpins, jamming them
recklessly through the headgear
under consideration. The dis-
carded hats were not put back
in stock but thrown into large
wastebaskets.

The spaces between floors were
open, revealing the heavy steel
girders with which they were
braced. Through the openings in
the girders lean dogs chased
scurrying rats, snakes twined
themselves, bats hung upside-
down, land-crabs scuttled, stop-
ping only to turn their eye-stalks
balefully toward the elevator.

On another floor lined with
mirrors that shot their dazzle
into his eyes like a volley of ar-
rows, more women pulled and
tugged girdles over obstinate
hips with concentrated effort,
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bending reverently over unfold-
ed brassieres to match the
arbitrary cups against overflow-
ing breasts, holding up corsets
which coldly mocked. Breech-
clouted boys waved huge fans,
stirring the piles of garments on
the tables.

The elevator continued down-
ward. Shoppers strolled by book
counters with untempted glances,
heading for the infants’ wear to
examine tiny shirts, diapers, ki-
monos, blankets, fingering the
embroidery, pursing lips, smil-
ing, shaking their heads. They
stood abstractedly before bright
prints, sat stiffly on padded
chairs, thumped mattresses, fid-
dled with gifts and notions.

On a lower floor overhead
lights glared down on roulette
tables, card games where the
players squinted suspiciously
over their hands, blankets on
which dice-throwers were shoot-
ing craps. The walls were cov-
ered with posters: LAMPLEY FOR
SUPERVISOR; A VOTE FOR LAMP-
LEY IS A VOTE FOR YOU! The Gov-
ernor was puzzled; he had never
run for that office.

The walls closed in again, the
elevator tilted further, so that
the Governor was sitting on the
side of the cage. It picked up
speed now, whizzing along,
rounding banked curves, allow-
ing momentary glimpses of
open spaces like railroad sta-
tions. “How far are you going?”
Lampley asked.

“Not far,” said the clerk,
coming out of his lethargy.
“We're almost there.”
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“Where?”

“There. Where else?”

They rounded another carve
and shot down a grace. A bird
near the Governor ruffled its
feathers sleepily. “I just want to
get back.”

“Who doesn’t?” demanded the
clerk harshly.

The walls of the shaft—it was
a tunnel now—were transparent.
There was water pressing
against them, a powerful stream,
judging by the exertions of the
fish swimming against it. They
ran a long way through the river
—Lampley was sure it was a
river from occasicnal sight of a
far-off, muddy bank—and then
the glass walls showed only
earth, with the roots of trees
reaching down and piling up,
baffled, against them.

The walls became opague, then
vanished. They were running
down the side of a mountain
covered with patches of snow.
In places the snow was piled in
great drifts, carved by winds
into tortured peaks; elsewhere
it lay in thin ruffled streaks and
ovals. Out of these shallow
patches dark bushes sprang
bearing red and yellow fruit.
The bare spaces between the
snow were of moist, eroded
earth where small brown plants
grew spikil.

The Governor could not see
the sky nor the roof of the cav-
ern—if they were in some sort
of cavern—only the ridges and
spurs of the mountain slope.
There were scars on the rugged
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ground as from landslides, great
bites where the drop was sheer
and jagged rocks stood out like
drifting teeth, but none of the
slips could have been recent for
the mounds at their feet were
firm-looking and grassy. They
rounded still another curve and
the elevator slowed to a stop.

The clerk, who had clung
protectively to the controls,
straightened up and looked in-
quiringly over his shoulder.
Lampley stared back at him.
“All out,” said the clerk, waving
his hands. The birds fluttered,
cawed and shrieked, flying
through the open door with an
angry whir of wings. They
wheeled in uncertain circles and
then made off in small, separate
flights. “All out,” he repeated.

“I don’t want to get out,” said
Lempley. “There’s nothing for
me here.”

“Are you sure?” asked the
clerk.

“I . ..” Lampley paused, un-
certain.
“You see?” demanded the

clerk triumphantly.

Resigned, the Governor made
his way out. The clerk smiled at
him, not unfriendly, and Lamp-
ley almost begged him not to
leave, not to abandon him but to
take him back. If the right
words came to his tongue, if the
earnest feeling projected them
into sound, he was sure he would
not be deserted. Then the eleva-
tor started slowly backing, gath-
ering speed as it went, running
silently, shrinking in size until
it was merely a small speck on
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the side of the slope. Only the
terminal bumpers and the greasy
track oen which it had run re-
mained.

CHAPTER 4

AMPLEY looked about him.

Mountains shut off every
horizon; the near ones sharp,
serrated, detailed, those far-off
hazy, soft and rounded. It was
impossible to make out the char-
acter of the more remote, but
those on either side gradually
melted into foothills with twist-
ing streams appearing from
between shouldérs and disap-
pearing again behind ridges.
The light overhead, nebulous,
indefinite, emanated from no
discernible body. It had the
quality of sunlight filtered
through thin clouds, soothing to
the eye as the balmy air was
pleasant to the skin. He felt re-
freshed.

Beneath his feet a fanshaped
plateau canted downward until
it merged with a mighty plain
far off, a plain enclosing a vast
lake. A broad river meandered
across the plateau and con-
tinued, as near as he could tell,
on the plain below. Dense blue-
green grass grew lushly, heav-
ily powdered with yellow, white,
and purple violets, dandelions,
daisies, buttercups and tiny
pale blue flowers. The Governor
took off his shees and socks,
stuffing the socks into the shoes
and knotting the laces together.
He slung them over his shoul-
der. The grass felt electric, re-
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juvenating his feet as he trod
on it.

A black fox crossed his path
and paused to stare over his
sharp nose before continuing
on. A squirrel balanced its body
erect for a swift, curious scrut-
iny before it was off with a flick
of its tail. Other small animals
bounded past him, none seemed
afraid. He thought he saw deer
in the distance, and a bear, but
he was not sure.

He came to a bank of the
river and followed it down. He
could see now it was joined by
a number of tributaries before
it emptied into tlie blue, unruf-
fled lake. Other rivers foamed
down the more rugged moun-
tains on each side of the plain,
all made their way to the lake
which seemed to have an island
in it, a long way from shore.

When he reached a confluence
with one of the branches he
hesitated and followed the small-
er stream back until he came to
a place where it was crossed by
high, flat-topped steppingstones
nosed into the splashing and
spuming water. He tested the
rocks gingerly, but they were
firm, and though wet, not slip-
pery. Each time his progress
was stopped by such a meeting
he found a similar set of stones
not far away.

Nearing the lake he saw its
color was a warm blue, with vio-
let tones. There was no hint of
paleness in it; it was majestic,
assured, unique. He quickened
his pace. The island assumed
more definite shape. It was large
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and irregular, with capes and
promontories thrusting out into
the lake. Heavily wooded, wil-
lows came down to the shore,
behind them oaks and maples
spread red and yellow leaves.
Still further back the blue tips
of firs pointed above.

He came to the shore, a rocky
beach, where the water lay per-
fectly still over and between
round, mossy stones. He waded
in; the water was delightfully
cool without a suggestion of
coldness. He reached down and
laved his face with it. When he
straightened up he saw a row-
boat a little further out, unan-
chored, its bow resting on the
rocks, its stern hardly moving.
The boat was the color of the
lake save for a silvery trim and
silvery oars were neatly shipped
in bright metal rowlocks.

The Governor made his way
carefully to the boat, freeing it
from the rocks. He climbed in,
laid his shoes in the stern, be-
gan rowing toward the island.
After a few strokes he paused
and looked upward. The haze
was evidently permanent, which
might somehow account for the
unvarying, equable climate. He
shipped the oars and allowed the
boat to drift. A fish jumped in
the water and splashed a widen-
ing circle. A bird, white and
gold with carmine beak, flew
overhead. Everything was se-
rene.

There was no wind but there
seemed to be a weak current, for
the boat drifted very slowly,
equidistant between the shore
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and the island. The features he
had noticed before became more
differentiated; he noted a num-
ber of landspits, small coves,
moonshaped beaches. The woods
did not everywhere come right
down to the water; in places
they retreated to make room for
soft green meadows. He picked
up the oars and rowed a long
distance before coming even
with a particularly inviting
cove.

He debated whether or not
there might be a still more de-
sirable one farther along. The
temptation to refuse decision
was great. It was with a distinct
effort that he turned the bow
and ran the boat ashore.

The sands were fine and soft
and golden, darkening a short
way from the lake into a pale
brown border between the beach
and the greensward. He stepped
out of the boat and hauled it
clear of the water. Impulsively
he took off his clothes and put
them with his shoes. He rolled
on the grass like a boy or a
horse. The grass was soft as
down, yet springy and lithe be-
neath his body. He lay prone,
snuffing in the smell of the
bruised stems. He stretched out
his hands to reach into a patch
of clover with the idle thought
ihat one of them might be four-
leaved. He saw with horror he
was reaching with the reddish,
vestigial, unteachable hands on
foreshortened arms of his son.

He felt sweat on his forehead
as he shivered in terror. He
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jumped up and ran for the boat,
slipping and sliding on the
crushed grass. He lay trembling,
eyes shut. Fearfully he drew his
hands toward him and opened
his eyes. These were his own
hands, familiar, middle-aged and
freckled, normally colored, still
fairly smooth despite the raised
veins, still cunning to hold and
twist and manipulate. His own
hands, attached to his own arms.
Shaken, he sighed in shudder-
ing relief.

He walked slowly over the
grass toward the interior of the
island. Under the nearest trees
—Ilarch, beech, hickory—wild
strawberries grew thickly. He
picked quantities of the elusive
fruit, crushing it with his
tongue against the roof of his
mouth, enjoying its sweetness,
allowing the juice to trickle
slowly, deliciously down his
throat. He had not tasted wild
strawberries since the day he
and Mattie decided to get mar-
ried (No children till we can
give them the things they
should have).

The trees were well spaced,
letting the light enter freely be-
tween them. There was no young
growth, no saplings; all the trees
were full grown and healthy,
with no sign of deadfalls or rot-
ted logs. Only, far apart, rasp-
berry canes bearing their garnet,
black, white or green thimbles.

The trees didn’t thin, they
stopped abruptly. Ahead was a
natural clearing; in the center
of the clearing a jungle growth
of stalks and vines rose in a high
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and inextricably tangled mound.
Lampley advanced, irresistably
attracted. He tried to part the
interwoven stems but they re-
fused to give. On the ground
were flat stones, some with
sharp edges. He picked up a
fair-sized one and went back to
the woods. With some trouble he
used it to saw off an oak branch.

He shaped the club to the
right heft and bound the stone
to it with vines. He was dubious
of its strength and his doubts
proved justified when, after
hacking through some of the
growth, the head came loose.
With new patience he reaffixed
it and continued to cut away. His
arms began to ache; short,
blinding flashes darted behind
his eyes. He persisted ; there was
no reason, no goal—he was
simply impelled to clear his way
into whatever lay hidden by the
tangle.

After refitting his crude ax
again and again, he tore away
the loosened vines to reveal a
white stone column, tapered
slightly at base and capital, its
smooth sides spotted with the
marks of the sucking disks and
clinging tendrils he had torn
free. Beyond the column he was
faced by an enclosed, roofed rec-
tangle. In this dim area no vines
grew except the sickly, inhibited,
bafled ends whose invading
thrust had faltered in complete
discouragenient. Doubling back,
they had interwoven in their at-
tempt to refurn to the light, but
they had not been able to make
a curtain imnpervious enough to
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prevent him seeing the backs of
the other pillars and the high
roof they supported.

He shouldered his way in and
peered through the dusk to make
out a table flanked by two wide
couches. Both table and couches
were of the same stone as
the columns—marble, Lampley
guessed—the couches piled with
soft furs. He took a tentative
step forward.

Something glinted dully on
the table, it was a bronze ax. He
picked it up, balanced it, tried
the edge with his thumb. It was
reasonably sharp and the handle
was firmly fitted into the head.

With mounting enthusiasm he
attacked the vines from the rear,
chopping and slicing, confident
in this fine tool. Triumphantly
he cleared the space between
two pillars, dragged the cut
growth clear, returned to his
task. He freed another pillar,
opened another space, dragged
more vines away.

Now the interior was lucid
enough to show the floor as one
large mosaic of gleaming stones.
The picture they composed was
of a central fire, the flames red,
blue and yellow, surrounded by
smaller, less brilliant fires. On
the outer edge animals turned
their heads toward the warmth:
horses, oxen, elephants, lynx,
hippopotami, wolves, lions, ze-
bras, elk.

He resumed his work, finished
clearing one of the long sides
and pulling down the severed
branches from the roof before
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stopping again. Backing away to
the trees he saw the building
was so simple in design, so art-
fully proportioned, that it might
have grown in this spot. The low
pitched roof was copper, untarn-
ished, like the new-minted pen-
nies he had picked up in the
hotel.

There was almost full visibil-
ity inside the little temple now;
on impulse he hacked holes in
the ivy on the other three sides
for crude windows. The fresh
light illuminated the ceiling, in-
tricately painted in abstract de-
signs with colors as bright as
those of the mosaic. The table
and couches were the only fur-
niture, but on the floor, neatly
laid out against columns, was a
variety of fishing equipment.

He picked up a rod and held
it out. It was limber, fitted with
gilk line and a dry fly. A search-
ing vine-tip had tried to loop
around the reel; he disentangled
it. Carrying the rod, he left the
temple and sauntered into the
woods. There were no paths, no
need of any beneath the widely
spaced trees, yet he seemed to
be following a definite avenue,
broad and almost straight. De-
spite his nakedness and recent
exertions he felt no chill in the
shade; there was no tiredness in
his muscles nor discomfort from
the ground under his feet.

He passed natural clearings
where saplings had not en-
croached upon the low-growing
plants he recognized as edible,
though clearly uncultivated.
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There were peas and beans of
strange species, large and succu-
lent, spattered with rainbow
tints, purple melons, green eu-
cumbers, golden-yellow leeks and
onions as well as unfamiliar
shrubs with broad green leaves
and many kinds of flowers.

In a much larger clearing
there was a pool of the same
deep blue as the lake, roughly
oval and perhaps twice the size
of the little temple. At one end
rushes grew tall, at the other,
lotus offered their heavy flowers
haughtily upward. The rest of
the pool was covered with water-
lilies and lilypads on which
there was constant movement.

He thought they must be
teeming with waterbeetles or
very small frogs; when he
squatted at the water’s edge he
discovered the figures to be tiny
men and women leaping and
frolicking on the moss, rolling
smooth pebbles tall as them-
gelves, swimming out to the
pads, climbing the lilies and div-
ing from them, sporting in the
water, showing no signs of
alarm at his presenece.

He lay down flat for a closer
look. Seme wore loincloths or
loose robes, most did not. Their
graceful movements accented
their strength and endurance;
they performed feats easily,
which, if done in proportion by
any full-sized man would have
exhausted him quickly, yet these
went from one game to another
without flagging. They moved so
swiftly it was hard to estimate
their number; he thought there

TRANSIENT

might be fifty of them here. He
had no way of knowing if this
was all of them or whether those
in sight constituted a part of
their number, with the rest en-
gaged, perhaps, in less active
pursuits.

As he became aceustomed
enough to tell them apart he saw
there were no children among
them. Lampley could understand
why they should segregate their
young, for some of their amuse-
ments were startling even to a
worldly adult; however the
simpler variations suggested
that they did perpetuate them-
selves in the customary way. Ex-
cept when forced by circum-
stance to take a position on ob-
scene literature, sex-offences or
uncoventional behavior, Lamp-
ley was morally relaxed; he
viewed their recreation with the
detached interest of an anthro-
pologist, the appreciation of an
aesthete, the envy of a man past
his youth. He remained silent
and watched for quite some time.

He noticed one female wan-
dering apart from the vrest,
neither joining the others nor
being sought by them. He
thought there was dejection or
despondency in the set of her
shoulders, in the aimless way
she placed one slender leg before
the other or clasped her hands
behind her neck. All of the tiny
people were exquisite, but she,
because of her repose and aloof-
ness, seemed even more heauti-
ful than the others. Without
quite intending to, he reached
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out his free hand and lifted her
close to his face.

She gave no sign of surprise
or fear, but stared back into his
eyes whose irises were the size
of her head. He marveled at the
fineness of her features, the
flowing lines of her body, the
gracefulness of her arms and
legs, the regal carriage of her
head. Her loveliness was poign-
ant and perfect. He could not
take his eyes from her.

It was impossible for him to
put her down again, to part
from her, to walk away as
though he had not touched and
held her, Guiltily, furtively, he
carried her back to the temple,
holding her against his chest,
fearful that the beating of his
heart must be a frightening
thunder in her ears. He told
himself he would not keep her
long; before she was missed he
would take her back.

» He placed her on the table and
sat on the couch admiring her.
The diminutive face was haugh-
ty and sullen but in no way
distressed. Her dark hair was
piled on top of her head, falling
with seeming artlessness to her
shoulders, her breasts were high
and taut—round, defiant shields
—her thighs long and sleek.
Even allowing for the difficulty
of discerning blemish in so
small a being, the glowing color,
pale yet warm, the smooth hands
and feet, the clustered body
hair, all spoke of such flawless-
ness that he had to control his
fingers lest they close in upon
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her to squeeze out the essence
of beauty.

He whispered, “Do you hear
me? Can you understand me?”

She moved her head slightly
aside. Whether from outrage,
annoyance or indifference he
could not tell. He did not think
it was incomprehension. When
he repeated his questions she
made no response at all.

She seemed to weary; he
thought he detected an effort to
keep her head erect, her eyelids
from drooping. He placed her
gently on the couch, ran a fin-
gertip lightly over her side. She
trembled and stiffened. When he
took his hand away she curled
in a graceful pose and closed her
eyes. He covered her with one
of the furs from the other
couch; she did not move.

He picked up the fishing rod
from where he dropped it out-
side when he had brought her
in. The vines appeared to have
grown; he must chop them clos-
er, root them out if possible,
clear the remaining sides entire-
ly. There was no reason to allow
the temple to be covered again.

He strode purposefully back
to the lake. By chance he did not
arrive at the cove where the
boat was but further along the
shore where a narrow pier, no
more than a series of poles stuck
into the lake bottom with planks
laid on the cross-pieces, jutted
out a few yards over the water.

He walked to the end and
gazed into the clear depths. Ma-
rine flowers—vegetable, mineral
or animal—wavered in a multi-
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tude of bright hues. Swimming,
basking, or feeding among them
were myriads of translucent fish,
large and small, silver, blue, red,
orange, green, nacreous gray.
Below them flatfish moved slow-
ly, rippling their bodies in lazy
humps. Above them torpedo-
shaped swimmers sped madly
with barely perceptible flicks of
tail and fins. Just under the sur-
face, breaking into the air every
now and then, thickly clustered
schools of shiny fingerlings raced
and darted in confusion.

Lampley was not a practiced
angler, he was dubious of his
ability to cast the dry fly and he
saw he had brought along the
wrong equipment. He let out a
length of line awkwardly and
watched the fly float on the sur-
face, then very slowly sink down-
ward. The excitement which had
fevered him since he came upon
the figures at the pool subsided.
He was content.

The crimson fish shot from
nowhere at the now invisible fly
and the rod jumped almost from
his hands as the reel unwound.
The fish ran out toward the
channel, the line lifting clear,
like a knife cutting up through
jelly. It circled and leapt, a daz-
zling blot of whirling color
against the lake’s placid blue.

He gained back considerable
line before the fish ran again. He
reeled in, the fish dived; each
time it took less line. At last
Lampley brought it gasping and
thrashing on its side to the end
of the pier. Lying flat, he was
able to reach down and hook two
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“fingers under the distending
gills to lift it into the air.

He carried the fish back to the
temple. The vines were winding
around the base of the columns
again; loose tendrils crept to-
ward each other, ready to inter-
twine upon meeting. He came in
nervously, eyes averted, as
though by deliberately not
searching for her he would as-
sure her still being there. She
was on the couch where he had
left her, one tiny arm—was his
memory playing him tricks? It
did not seem so small as it had
-—~thrown over her eyes.

He had no knife to scale the
fish, no fire to cook it. He was
not hungry himself but his cap-
tive might be. He put his rod
away, took the bronze ax and the
fish outside. With the edge of
the ax he managed clumsily to
cut the flesh from the backbone
in a erude filet, then he scraped
the filet free of the skin. Ten-
tatively he tasted a piece; it was
delicious. '

He wished for a gold platter
on which to serve food to her.
He longed for a retinue of slaves
to prepare her meal, an army of
servants to wait on her. He stood
by the couch, sadly deficient, a
slice of raw fish in either hand,
eager, tremulous, yet happy.

The woman stirred, opened
her eyes, threw off the fur cover
with some effort. She stood erect,
stretching, shuddering in ob-
vious pleasure, pointing first one
leg and then the other, massag-
ing her flanks and stomach
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sensuously. She had unquestion-
ably grown larger: he could see
the faint, fine down on her arms
now, the intricate convolutions
of her ears, the roundness of
her navel. She was the length
of his hand instead of less than
that of his finger.

He made his voice as low as
he could. “Would you like to
eat?”

She turned to him as though
she had not been aware of his
presence until he spoke, but hav-
ing learned of it was completely
unaffected. She stretched again
and looked up at him disdainful-
ly. With some difficulty he broke
off a crumb of the fish and of-
fered it to her. Her glance did
not waver from his face; she
reached out her hands and ac-
cepted the morsel, nibbling it
daintily, still staring at him.
When she had eaten it he offer-
ed more; she turned away and
re-settled herself on the fur, her
back to him, her hip curving
high.

He put the rest of the fish on
the table and took up the ax. He
trimmed the new growth of vine
down to the ground and cleared
one of the short sides. He stop-
ped to sharpen the ax on the
stone he had used for cutting
before he discovered it. He
freed a corner pillar on the oppo-
site long side before he put up
the ax and went to the pool.

It was deserted. Had he caus-
ed them to leave, or brought
some worse disaster on them by
stealing the woman! ke ran his
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fingers through the moss, peered
intently at the water plants—
they were gone. He was not
cruel or unreasonable; if she
would only communicate with
him he would do anything she
asked.

He twisted a flat leaf into a
cone-shaped cup and filled it
with water. It leaked only one
slow drop at a time, a growing,
fat, wet pearl which swelled un-
til its weight detached it. Lamp-
ley felt quite complacent over his
cleverness in contriving so tight
a cup. He returned to the temple
and sat on the other couch,
watching her sleep, holding the
water in readiness. She had not
covered herself; she was now
the length of his forearm.

He must have been too intent.
She moved and turned, opened
her eyes and stared back at him
indignantly. She did not make
the slightest attempt to hide any
part of her body from him; she
seemed to taunt him with its
promise, so impossible of fullfil-
ment. His hand shook as he held
the leaf out to her. She grasped
it and drank, smiling secretive-
ly. Instead of returning it she
threw it on the floor, spilling out
the water that was left.

“Would you like to go back to
the pool?” he asked.

She did not answer; her full-
lipped mouth set in a cruel line.
It had been a stupid question;
she was tall enough to slide off
the couch without help and walk
to the pool. Tears came to his
eyes and his throat ached at the
thought of no longer being able
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to hold her in his hand. He im-
plored her to forgive him for
having carried her away, he
pled with her to speak to him.
He put his ear close to her
mouth to hear her words if she
spoke.

She allowed the set of her lips
to change without softening.
She moved to the opposite end
of the couch, tidying her hair,
twisting her head as though
looking in a mirror. He reached
out, hesitated, touched her. He
ran his hands and lips over her
body, fondled her, half in abject
pleading, half in equally abject
desire. She trembled ; he knew it
was with rage and loathing, not
fear.

With the ax he fell upon the
remaining vines, cut them to the
earth. Those he had mutilated
before were growing again but
they were not high enough to
give him release in chopping
them down. When the temple
was cleared all around he came
in again and stood looking at
her. She was still taller, still un-
relenting, If he had originally
wooed instead of capturing her
she could not have regarded him
0.
Remorseful, he went once
again to the pool. The lotus
blossoms had gone, leaving the
dry pods swaying stiffly. The
rushes and waterlilies were
brown and brittle, the moss was
fuzzy in decay, the edges of the
lilypads were softly rotting. The
small people had returned, un-
changed in size—she alone had
grown, afflicted by the wrong he
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had done. They lay near the edge
of the pool in listless attitudes.
Their hair had turned gray or
white, they had lost their supple-
ness, paunches and wrinkles
were visible.

He went away from them,
walking slowly through the
woods, glancing up at the light
or down at the soft humus un-
derfoot. The trees stopped short

before a saucerlike meadow.
Milky-blue poppies grew so
thickly their petals crushed

against each other, hiding the
stems and ground beneath. He
plunged into them, then halted;
sharp stones hurt his feet.

He bent down and pushed the
flowers apart. Their roots grew
in twinkling, winking emeralds
and rubies of all sizes and cuts.
They were packed loosely enough
for air and water to seep in,
tightly enough to make it not
easy to work them free and
gather a handful. He tried to
select the largest stones, discard-
ing one for another, moving
deeper into the field. His hands
and cradled arms full, he let
them drop and chose the smaller,
more evenly matched gems. He
threw all these away also and
began all over; whatever com-
binations of size, cut or color he
picked up did not equal the pos-
sibilities of this profusion.

Dissatisfied, he turned (rom
the poppies. They had called to
him, promising, then promised
again and yet again. He could
not—with a handful of siones
such as these—say the promise
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"had not been kept; he could not
say it had.

He paused to bathe his bruised
feet in the pool. The lotus
plants had disappeared com-
pletely, the rushes drooped bro-
kenly, the lilies floated like
scraps of worthless paper, the
lilypads were limp and soggy.
The little people had lost their
hair and much of their flesh,
their skins stretched over pro-
truding bones. They did not
move save to turn over a weary
hand or draw up a cramped leg.

He came to the temple. The
persistent vines had again be-
gun their climb up the pillars.
The woman stood on the couch,
her hands over her breasts, fin-
gers open around the nipples.
Her head was level with his
chest ; she tilted it to look at him
with the same inexorable hate.
He poured the rubies and emer-
alds at her feet. She glanced
down, kicked a fur casually over
them,

“I thought you might like
them,” he mumbled. “They . . .
they—”

She hunched up one shoulder.
He was sure she understood his
words.

“Are you hungry?” he asked,
then he saw she had eaten more
of the fish. “Are you thirsty?”

She threw herself down on the
furs, buried her face in her el-
bow. Resentfully he took the ax
and cut back the vines. Those
he had chopped down at first
were dry and brittle; they would
burn if he had some way of
making fire. He gathered a trail-
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ing handful and brought them
inside. Her back was turned as
he arranged them on the mosaic.
He laid the fiat stone next to
them and struck it slantwise
with the ax. Some of the blows
resulted in futile sparks but the
stems did not ignite.

He gave up; with the fishing
rod he returned to the lake. He
pushed the boat into the water
and rowed with the current past
the pier, heading for the deeper
parts. He laid the rod over the
stern and let the way of the boat
pull the line slowly from the
reel. The fly stayed on the sur-
face.

His eyes searched the further
shore. Some of the distant
mountain peaks were bare, oth-
ers were forested to the top.
Some fell in palisaded steps
down to the plain, some descend-
ed in series of rounded hills,
some sloped evenly. Nearly all
carried rivers to the lake. There
were no signs of any way out of
the cavern.

On the island side, great trees
grew out over the water. From
their boughs fell seed-pods
which floated diagonally across
the current to the other shore.
Waiting for them at the edge of
an extensive swamp were yellow
swans with black beaks who
stretched their long necks to
gobble the prizes. They fought
among themselves for the tid-
bits, flapping their wings, rising
partway into the air, twisting,
their webbed feet tightly curled.

Past the overhanging trees
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the island curved inward in a
wide, cresent-shaped beach of
blue sand. He was tempted to
land but the current carried him
on before he could make up his
mind. He passed a flat cape and
low bluffs against which the
calm lake churned white. He
thought he made out the ruins
of a castle far behind the bluffs,
but the quality of the light
changed from soft to hazy; what
appeared to be ruins might as
well be a natural formation of
rock.

He guessed he must be half-
way around the island; it was
easier to drift on than row
against the current. On the op-
posite shore animals had come
down to drink, tapirs and zebus,
raccoons and gazelles, llamas and
koala bears. A few raised their
heads as he passed, the majority
paid no attention.

There was a ruffling of the
water and an ominous sucking
sound as the tide changed its
easy momentum into an irresist-
ible pull. Furiously the boat
was whirled around—stern, bow,
bow, stern—in a dizzying circle.
He rowed with all his might,
feathering his oars in panic as
often as not, almost falling
backward as they failed to bite.
He half rose, digging them in,
pulling desperately, returning,
pulling with all his strength.
The boat steadied; the bow
pointed straight ahead. Almost
as quickly as he had been caught
in the vortex he was free of it.
He inhaled raspingly, dropping
his head on his chest.
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The lake widened; it was so
far across he could barely make
out details on the mainland. The
island changed character; for-
bidding basalt walled it, inter-
rupted by inlets where the water
surged in sullen, angry obsti-
nacy. Foam gushed and spouted
from great holes in the rocks,
adding to the tumult. Lampley
thought he saw ships in one of
the inlets—high-prowed, single-
masted vessels with low free-
boards guarded by overlapping
shields—but like the ruined
castle they could have been odd-
ly shaped masses of rock.

He must have almost circled
the island, for he saw the plain
he had followed from the eleva-
tor on the further shore. This
part of the lake was placid and
the undertow negligible. He put
up his oars and took the rod in
his hands, pulling at it so the
fly skipped lightly over the
water.

The fish was green and gold,
pure colors, unsullied. It was
clearly too heavy for the line.
Lampley played it—awkwardly
—exhausted it, brought it to the
boat and unhooked it to lie, flop-
ping and dying and turning a
mottled brown, on the floor-
boards. He looked down at the
cruel, voracious mouth and felt
his own setting in similar lines.
He rowed to the island and land-
ed on an unsheltered beach of
reddish sand.

It was a long way to the tem-
ple; he began to think he bad
missed it when he saw the roof
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and columns ahead. The vines
had made great progress in his
absence; in places they had
reached the eaves and were
writhing over the cornice.

She was leaning against a pil-
lar, facing him, one hip slouched
lower than the other. She was
nearly four feet tall; her pro-
portions had not altered, nor did
her increased size reveal any im-
perfection. He was shaken by
the same mixture of awe and
lust, admiration and avidity.

When he showed her the fish
she went to the table and taking
the scrap left of the first one,
threw it out. The emeralds and
rubies lay disregarded on the
furs, the pile of withered vines
was as he had left it. He waited
with diminishing hope for her
to give some further recognition
of his presence. “I have been all
around the island,” he said,
knowing ‘she would not acknowl-
edge his speech.

He cleared the vines away,
wondering if she approved his
industry. He explored the woods
until he found a plant on which
gourds had dried. He kicked
one, broke off the neck, fiiled it
at the pool. There were no-signs
of her people. The gourd did not
leak at all as he carried it back.

She had divided the fish in
half, skinned and boned it less
wastefully than he had the other.
She was able to work at the table
now, though with some difficul-
ty. Tall as a very small woman
she yet retained the tantalizing,
provocative, shameful appeal of
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her original size. He set the
gourd down shakily.

She took it up as though it
had been there all along and she
had only now come to need it,
and poured half its contents
over herself. It seemed to him,
weak with longing, that she dis-
played an added, lazy insolence
as she smoothed the water over
her breasts and under her arms,
moving in studied tempo, revel-
ing in the pleasure of her own
touch. She walked slowly to the
vines and dried herself carefully,
over and over. She neither con-
cealed nor displayed her body;
she acted as though she were
alone.

He put his hand on her arm,
she looked up at him in the
simulated surprise of cold .in-
quiry. Her lips were pressed to-
gether, but not so firmly as to
disfigure their symmetry. Her
eyes were gray, with green and
golden flecks; the slight droop
of the lids emphasized her look
of disdain. Her skin was smooth
as glass. He could wait no
longer. He was consumed with
desire for her.

He clasped her, lifted her,
threw her on the couch, began
kissing her gluttonously. He
tried, first with cunning, then
with violence, to part her lips,
to move her arms from their rig-
id position. She remained com-
pletely passive, her eyes wide
open in their implaccable scorn.
He paused in his onslaught,
begged her to forgive him, to
say something, to voice even a
rejection. She lay silent, unmov-
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ing, unresisting as he wept and
shouted.

His hands dug into her shoul-
ders, caressed, gripped, pulled at
her body. His mouth smothered
hers. He closed his eyes to shut
out her derision, opened them
again to see if she had relented.
He pressed himself against her,
forced his body into hers. The
shock telegraphed back to him.

She became wild and wanton
and responsive. She was avid,
insatiable, shameless. She ex-
hausted him, drained him, wore
him into incapacity, then invit-
ed, teased, coaxed, compelled
him into fresh lechery. The ele-
ment of the perverse, inherent
in her size, her captivity, her
unveiled loathing, added the fi-
nal touch to their ecstasy. They
came together again and again
without concession in a rape of
the courtesan, wringing joy out
of their enmity.

When he collapsed, exhausted
but less than content, she calmly
rose and drank thirstily from
the gourd. He watched her easy,
fluent movements, knowing she
was conscious of him and of
their embrace, knowing that it
signified no intimacy to her, that
she was untouched. “Won’t you
forgive me?” he begged. “Won’t
you speak, or at least show you
hear?”

She combed her long hair with
her fingers and twisted it deftly
into place. She lifted one leg,
bent at the knee, and studied her
foot. She sauntered to the col-
umns and stood at the edge of
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the temple looking out, her back
to him.

He made himself get up and
go to her, kneeling at her feet.
Even in his abjection he could
not refrain from embracing her
legs, resting his cheek against
her flesh. She stood quietly, as
though waiting for his next
move. When he did nothing be-
yond implore her pardon, she
disengaged herself calmly, turn-
ed away, and walked to the op-
posite row of columns.

It no longer seemed imperative
to keep the vines chopped down.
He let them grow at will except
on the one side he kept cleared.
Though he knew no hunger save
for her, he fished and fetched
water for her to drink and bathe.
He thought she must tire of the
monotonous diet, remembering
the berries he brought her
gourdsful. She ate them greed-
ily. When her mouth was stained
with the juice he could not con-
trol his longing; he took her
once more. She responded as be-
fore; as before she remained in-
violable.

She grew no more, and this
pleased him, guaranteeing as it
did a continued mutual enslave-
ment. In midcycle between his
despair after forcing her and
helplessness before doing so
again, he gloated over her small-
ness, her estrangement from
everyone but him.

He did not return to the pool.
Instead, he made the longer jour-
ney to the lake for water. He
went back to the poppies by a
roundabout route, picked an
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armful, leaving the gems in
which they were rooted undis-
turbed. She let them lie at her
feet where he had placed them.

On his next homecoming to
the temple she had made a fire,
succeeding where he had failed.
It burned swiftly on the mosaie,
consuming the dried vines as
quickly as she could feed them
to it. He took the ax and cut
some green boughs, chopping
them into convenient lengths.
With these and the vines the fire
could be kept alive, smoking, not
giving out any warmth, but ade-
quate to cook the fish he caught.

She took a portion of what-
ever he brought her—fish, fruit,
flowers—and sacrificed it in the
fire. When she was not sleeping,
bathing, preening or standing
looking out, she sat beside the
embers, quiet, absorbed. Though
he knew her indifference was un-
feigned, this additional with-
drawal added to his torment.
When it became unendurable—
when his lust and pique and de-
sire to master her overcame his
submissiveness—he attacked her
and met her raging passion.

Otherwise she did net ae-
knowledge his presence directly.
She put his portion of cooked
food on the table for him,
throwing it out indifferently
when it was left uneaten. Wateh-
ing her sleep, tending the fire
or brooding, he felt the outrage
of her denial. His conquest of
her body should have brought
submission, escape, revenge,
gradual conciliation—change of
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some sort—mnot refuge in her
unfailing imperviousness. She
had gelded him without giving
him a eunuch’s compensations.
Sometimes, tormented by frus-
tration, he took her brutally,
more often he approached her
with tenderness and deference,
only to be frenzied into ruthless-
ness by her apathy.

Finally he knew she was with
child. He became slavish in his
anxiety, his solicitude, his devo-
tion. He tried to care for her, to
watch over her food, her rest,
her exertions. She submitted to
his attentions when it was un-
avoidable, she showed no plea-
sure or gratitude. Swollen, she
moved slowly, lay from meal to
meal on the couch with her eyes
open. ;

He stayed close to the temple,
hurrying back from his errands,
resisting the temptation to ex-
plore the island. When the child
was born he would bathe it in
warmed water, wrap it in soft
leaves, cover it with the furs.
After the birth some way of rec-
onciling himself to her would
be miraculously revealed, she
would speak, he would diseover
a means of communicating with
her people and reviving them.
He would cherish the child, pro-
teet, nourish, develop, teach, en-
courage it; it would be the
means of establishing himself
not only with her but with this
place.

A somber, thought-cleying
dread hung upon his mind. He
walked warily, glancing fre-
quently over his shouldey. If she
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wanted to leave the temple there
was nothing to stop her; so soon
as she had grown tall enough to
get down from the couch by her-
self she could have walked away.
He knew she would not go yet
he feared to find her gone; al-
ways when he returned it was a
shocking relief that she was
there. He babbled to her at
length of his apprehensions, he
prayed her to assure him she
would change, would relent after
she bore his child, that nothing
would part them.

While she slept he put his
hand timidly on her belly and
felt the life in it. The thought
excited him; he was ashamed of
his excitement. He knelt beside
the couch to touch her knees and
thighs in selfless purity. He kiss-
ed her hands, her temples, her
hair; when she stirred and
frowned, he retreated, hoping
she would not waken.

She was near to labor when
he heard the shouts and the
clang of metal against metal. He
ran to her, ready to protect her
and the child with his life. She
moved away, always keeping a
space between them. No one
coming upon them could imag-
'ine she wanted his assistance or
that he had established any right
to offer it.

The barbarians burst into
sight, waving swords, holding
their round shields high above
their heads. Their crooked teeth
flashed, their mouths opened in
wild yells, their rough garments
flew back to show their coarse,
hairy bodies.
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He tried to pull her with him,
to lift her in his arms and carry
her outside. She resisted ob-
stinately, fiercely, desperately,
clinging to the couch, to the
table, showing to the full the re-
vulsion and hate in her eyes.

The invaders passed the open
side of the temple; Lampley
could not believe they had failed
to see it or that it hadn’t excited
their curiosity. Yet they did not
turn aside; incredible or not,
they were saved. The last one
was out of sight when the wom-
an screamed.

He clapped his hand over her
mouth; the barbarians came
from the side he had let the
vines overrun again, cleaving
their way through, trampling
out the fire, smashing the
water gourd, scattering the lat-
est gifts he had brought. They
saw and came at him, pointing
their weapons so that he could
see the faint kinks in the crude-
ly forged steel. He tried to
stay, willed himself to meet the
swords’ edge. Only when she
threw her arms around the fore-
most warrior, offering her ripe
belly to his blade, casting a tri-
umphant, malignant look in
Lampley’s direction, did he fin-
ally give in and fly.

CHAPTER 5
b

E ran through the woods,
clamor of pursuit close be-
hind. He headed straight for the
lake, remembered he had moved
the boat, changed direction. He
twisted and turned, hoping to
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deceive them; they stayed on
his heels, gaining, gaining. He
reached the shore and plunged
into the water. He was not a
good swimmer but the current
carried him to the beach where
the boat was while the pursuers
had to turn inland to bypass a
thick copse.

He splashed inshore, reach-
ing the boat barely ahead of
them. They swarmed at him as
he stumbled, pushed the boat
into the water with a violent
shove and clung to the bow’s
protection against the rocks they
hurled. The missiles splashed
close but soon the current took
him out of range. With immense
difficulty he got himself aboard,
and rowed to the opposite shore
with his eyes fixed on the island.

It occurred to him that he
must be headed directly for the
swamp where he had seen the
yellow swans. He changed direc-
tion; after pulling steadily at
the oars, the keel grated on
something hard and unyielding.
He shivered at the coldness of
the air and saw he had grounded
at the mouth of a small glacier
embedded between rocky hills.
He dressed; leaving the boat
high on the gravel bordering
the ice, he began walking along
the shore. The island was far,
far away, mistily lilac in the dis-
tance, lost and irretrievable.

His shoes, so unaccustomed,
spurned and slipped on the grav-
el and the rocks, floundered in
the sand. The chilling wind from
the glacier slapped at his back.
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Ahead trees—stunted, thick-
growing, crowded by under-
brush—came down to the water’s
edge. He pushed through touch-
ing branches into still denser
thickets, forcing his way against
increasing resistance, being
forced in turn further and fur-
ther inland.

Where the tangled growth
ended abruptly there was no
grass, only steny shale inter-
rupted by ragged shrubs, scanty
snowdrifts, bent, leafless trees.
Inconstant winds eddied around
him, stinging his face, pulling
at his clothes, tearing .loose
twigs from the trees, dead leaves
and chaff from the ground,
whirling them upward, driving
them before it, allowing them
to settle only to scatter them
again for new torments. He
trudged on, head down, walled
from the lake—not a glimpse, a
fleeting glimpse of the island—
climbing, descending, detouring,
making he knew not what scant
advance.

Advance to where, to what? In
an unknown direction to an
unknown destination. Nothing
could be more stupid; the intel-
ligent thing to do was stop, re-
fuse to go farther. But stop him-
self, he couldn’t.

He stumbled into a valley be-
tween gloomy cliffs. There was
no vegetation here save sinewy
creepers which seemed to spring
directly from the harsh ground,
their roots mercifully hidden.
They wound and tangled, twist-
ing and untwisting, ever seek-
ing something to climb. He
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tripped on them, righted him-
self hastily, fearful that if he
fell they would choke him, hold
him fast before he could rise.
Small dun-colored birds flutter-
ed through them, pecking hap-
hazardly at unseen insects, rose
in unsteady, uncertain flight
only to settle again a few yards
away. He fell; terrified, he
scrambled up, shaking himself
loose, not really believing the
vines had let him go.

He looked up at the far off
peaks. What had they to offer
him? Romantic towers, magic
fastnesses, mystic havens? Cold,
craggy, misery. He trod care-
fully between the vines; per-
haps he could reach the next hill
before they tripped him once
again.

He heard an angry, outraged,
murderous squealing and grunt-
ing as a horde of wild boars,
tiny eyes half-closed, tusks
glinting with saliva, shaggy
bristles standing out, charged
with pounding hooves. He was
directly in their path, there was
no shelter he could take, and it
was clearly useless to run.

He waited, quaking, as they
came closer. The foremost ani-
mal, the leader, the most fero-
cious, became enmeshed in the
loose vines and began strug-
gling and jerking. His compan-
ions shouldered, shoved, worried
and bit him; those behind at-
tacked the oaes in front. They
fell upon their stupefied leader,
tore him to rieces and devoured
him. Then th)se who chanced to
be hitten or s\ashed were treated
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the same way, finally those who
had merely been bloodspattered.

Lampley ran from the scene
and splashed through a wide
stream he hoped would at least
deter the frantic beasts. He
climbed over sticky -clayish
plants with long, tongue-like
petals pulling and sucking at his
shoes, and bloated grass whose
watery blades split apart under
his weight, giving out vile fumes
to make him sick and giddy. On
a rise he looked back at the
boars, milling in directionless
knots. Far beyond he caught
brief, elusive sight of the lake
and island. Reluctantly he start-
ed up a spur bare of all vege-
tation, grim and desolate.

The yellowish rock on which
he trod was smooth and firm
underfoot at first; he climbed
over a ridge and began a fairly
easy ascent of an escarpment
biting into the mountainside.
The hard rock gave way to brit-
tle, friable material that broke
and crushed underfoot. He came
to outcroppings, miniature buttes
which crumbled and rolled at a
touch. He found himself walk-
ing in a mass of shifting stone,
loose and unpredictable.

Ahead, the slope became a
series of shoulder-high cliffs,
mounting like steps. Very care-
fully he approached the first and
put his hands on the edges to
pull himself up. The rock dis-
integrated vnder his fingers. He
stretched his arms forward and
tried to lever himself up with
his elbowe. The entire face
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broke off to go sliding and tum-
bling past him.

He was too far up to retreat
and seek a less treacherous way,
the best he could do was strike
out for the adjoining ridge. He
moved cautiously but the strata
seemed to shift so that he was
faced by a palisade high as his
head. He reached up to grasp
the ledge. It too split and shat-
tered. He looked in vain for an
easier ascent or a crevice where
he could work his way up.

Now the cliff towered over
him, far above his reach, men-
acing, sullen. He followed it,
searching for a place where it
was lower. His feet slipped on
the loose stone; it was like walk-
ing on marbles. He tried to run,
to defeat the restlessness of the
roek by speed. His ankle turned;
pain and weakness fought each
other; he became part of a
plunging, toppling, sinking,
downward slide, with gravel,
debris and boulders crashing
around him. The only way he
could keep his feet was to run
with the avalanche, to embrace
the illusion that he was surf-
board riding. By a tremendous
effort he retained his balance.

He knew it was impossible for
him to survive; he must resign
himself to being erushed and
buried under the landslide. It
was pointless to proteet his head
with his arms as he was doing,
it was pointless to run at all.
His mind surrendered, only his
body continued to fight against
destruction. He could not believe
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his mind didn’t really know
fear; at a point like this com-
munication was cut off ; instincts
and reflexes took over.

The roar of the fall became a
rumble and then a crackle di-
minishing into silence as the
last fragments rolled and set-
tled. He was almost at the moun-
tain’s foot, in a sort of natural
quarry hemmed in by palisades
on three sides, open only the way
he had come down—and this was
paved with loose stones in un-
easy disarray. It was impossible
to scale the sheer cliffs; even at
the risk of causing another
avalanche he had to go back.
Cautiously he began the ascent.
Though the rocks turned and
shifted under his feet they did
not crumble. Picking his way
with exaggerated lightness he
covered perhaps a hundred, a
hundred and fifty feet. He be-
gan to hope he might reach a
point where he could strike out
and away from the incohesive
slope. ‘
With a loud report a rock shot
from the palisades behind him,
arched over his head to crash
in front and come bounding
down toward him. He jumped
aside. It tumbled all the way to
the foot of the precipice. From
near where it landed another
stone ‘discharged itself to fall
just behind him. While it was
still moving, a ragged bombard-
ment from all three sides began,
increasing in intensity till the
air was filled with missiles.
Fresh slides were started by
their impact; the entire moun-
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tainside seemed to be converg-
ing on him with varying speeds,
diving and plunging, lurching
and sprawling. He crouched and
cowered. An immense chunk
shattered nearby, showering par-
ticles and dust.

The palisades erupted in stac-
cato explosions, echoed when the
projectiles hit the slide and in-
creased its velocity. He was
shaken to realize that the rocks
were sentient, individually or
collectively, and he was their in-
tended target rather than an
endangered spectator. He ‘was
doomed ; though they missed him
a hundred, a thousand times, on
the hundred and first or the
thousand and first, chance would
expose him, make him vulner-
able, detstroy him. Even if the
ground held firm he could not
climb out of range before he
was felled. And the ground was
not holding firm.

There was no escape; who
could control the unswerving
malice of the rocks? Who in-
deed? Suddenly he stood erect
and held up three fingers in the
sign of the letter Shin, the ini-
tial of the name Shaddai.

Instantly the mountainside
became still. Birds soared over-
head, grass sprouted through the
rubble and in the crevices of the
rocks, clear brooks wound sinu-
ously from the mountaintop,
lizards biasked on flat spaces, in-
sects mnved speculatively from
object tn object, sheep wander-
ed in search of food.

He threw himself down on a
bed of ferns, newly sprung into
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life. The soft, spiraling ends of
the fronds touched his cheeks
and hands gently. He moved
guardedly, unwilling to crush
the tender stems. Raising him-
self on his elbows he peered
down at the pale, feathery
snails, the stiff, spotted leaves,
the hairy stalks. His throat
tightened with wonder and grat-
itude.

He got up, walked slowly over
the solid ground. When he had
climbed higher than the pali-
sades he struck out for a pla-
teau, bare of vegetation but not
desolate. Shallow ponds spar-
kled, crystal pinnacles glittered,
mounds of quartz reflected the
light. Snakes and crocodiles,
strange and nameless reptiles in
bright, jeweled colors moved
smoothly out of his path. A
tinted mist rose from one of the
ponds, taking the shape of Mat-
tie. All the women he had known
showed themselves in wisps and
shreds of vapor. Some were
laughing, some wistful, plead-
ing, tempting; all dissolved as
fast as they formed. He fled.

He fled from the plain into a
forest where leaves made an
umbrella against the light,
through fields where grain was
turning black, past rutted gray
roads and decaying rail fences.
He passeqa clumps of berry
bushes, bare of fruit, whose
thorns raked his hands and face.
He stumbled over plowed fur-
rows where the dried clods were
woven together with spiderwebs
and made his way through har-
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rowed fields where the exact
lines were blurred by rebellious
weeds, rooted at random.

The air was cold, colder even
than at the glacier, and the light
hazier, as though too far from
its source. Weeds were persis-
tent, but colorless and sickly. His
foot came against something
harder than the dry earth; he
kicked the weeds aside to reveal
a railroad track, crusted and
pimpled with rust. There were
two tracks, eight, twelve, twen-
ty, an inestimable parallel mul-
titude of them, the steel fiaking,
the ties rotted, the spikes and
plates worked loose. He walked
between them.

The skeleton of a model T
Ford stood crosswise on the
rails. The body was gone, and
the hood; the brass radiator,
capless, had turned green and
brown. A wooden box was
athwart the chassis in place of
a seat, its ends sticking out over
both sides. The tires were flat
and shredded.

Lampley lifted the front end
and shifted it so that it headed
along the right-o-way. He turn-
ed the ignition key, pulled down
the gas lever, stood in front of
the radiator, pulled the choke-
wire and twirled the crank sev-
eral times. Then he went back
and sat on the box, but not
under the steering wheel.

The motor coughed and start-
ed, the engine missed in synco-
pated rhythm, shaking and rat-
tling the frame, failing and fad-
ing, catching again. The car
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bumped slowly over the ties. The
Governor, satisfied, made no
move to take the wheel. The
tracks came together in a series
of multiple switches. The Ford
stopped, the motor clanked and
quit, steam spouted up frem the
radiator.

Lampley got out. The surface
of the rails was no longer rusty
but bright with wear. The ties
were new, reeking with fresh
creosote. They were tee close
together for his stride; he walk-
ed partly on them, partly on
the roadbed.

The single diesel car panted
on a siding, its garish paint
fleeted and peeling. He climbed
aboard, walked between the rows
of plush-covered seats to the
front. The clerk sat in the cab,
reading a comic book. He nod-
ded when he saw Lampley.
“Board,” he shouted. “Aw-a-
booooooard!”

The diesel started smoothly.
The Governor sat down just be-
hind the clerk and loeked out
the window. They were running
through a petrified forest. Some
of the trees were riven down
the middle, showing the dark,
livid heart, the gleaming saf-
fron sapwood, the red-brown
bark. Fallen trunks lay in shal-
low oil, black, broken by lurid
rainbows. The car heeled over
slightly as it rounded a curve,
then more steeply on the oppo-
site side as it picked up speed
and took another.

The clerk said, “The island
under the world, ay? Good or
bad?”
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“You can’t simplify like that,”
protested the Governor.

“Can’t I? Some law?”

ek 1 T ke

“Of course you do, of course
you de. Enjoy the fishing?”

Lampley saw again the bril-
liant creatures he had pulled
from the lake. “I only caught
what was necessary for food,”
he muttered defensively.

“Necessity is the mother of
convention,” sighed the clerk;
“necessity is the mother of con-
ception, of prevention. Also cor-
rection, election, protection,
vivisection, selection and so
forth. Never perfection.”

“Ah,” said the Governor,
thinking of the woman.

The clerk swung a handle,
pulled a throttle, pushed a but-
ton. The coach was filled with
whirling sparks and balls of fire.

“Necessity is the mother of pre-

tension,” he sang operatically.
A duststorm gathered outside
the window, grit forced its way
in. The car gained further mo-
mentum, swayed and rocked.

“Do we have to go so fast?”
asked Lampley.

“Necessity is the mother of
dissension and projection. The
faster we go, the less room for
argument.” :

The car seemed to be skim-
ming above the rails. The clerk
pressed all the buttons in front
of him. A pornographic picture
was projected on a three dimen-
sional screen. Lightning flashed
all around. The comic book
which the clerk had negligently
dropped flamed up and was re-
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duced to curling char. The wind
outside roared with hurricane
velocity. There was nothing to
see through the window but the
lumps of earth the storm picked
up and held in suspension.

The landscape twinkled into
a tunnel, black and close and
sooty. The tunnel spiralled up-
ward; the diesel slowed, barely
kept from slipping back on the
grade. The dark sides gave way
to illuminated bas-reliefs show-
ing sphynxes and dragons pur-
sued by hunters with spears and
bows, pyramids on which victims
were sacrificed with obsidian
knives, battles between minia-
ture figures in green or red
against others in white or blue
while their commanders rode
back and forth waving micro-
scopic swords, tableaus of un-
earthly quietness where boats
were poled up wide, muddy riv-

ers flowing through empty
prairies.
The tunnel became black

again; frigid cold swept through
the coach. Icicles formed on the
ceiling, frost obscured the win-
dows in flat withes woven to-
gether.. Lampley shivered so
hard he became slightly sick to
his stomach. He drew his jacket
tight, hugging his chest, trying
to control his chattering teeth.
The clerk left the cab and built
a fire in the aisle. He ripped out
seats and fed them to the blaze.
By the time the coach was bare
the frost-ferns were melting
from the windows.

The clerk spun a crank; the
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light inside turned blue. He
hauled a lever back, it changed
to green. He jabbed a button;
the interior became dark. Lamp-
ley saw they were moving
smoothly info a terminal, with
redcaps running alongside on the
platforms. “All out,” shouted
the clerk. “Change here for
North and South, East and
West. All out!”

Lampley stood on the plat-
form. “Carry your baggage, sir”
asked a porter.

“Sorry, I don’t have any,”
apologized the Governor.

The porter’s dark face showed
his disbelief. “Everyone has bag-
gage.”

“But I don’t,” insisted Lamp-
ley.

“You’re trying to cheat a
poor man,” said the porter.
“You’re trying to cheat society.
You'’re trying to cheat yourself.
Even trying to cheat God.”

“Believe me, I'm innocent,”
cried the Governor.

Loudspeakers bellowed, “In-
nocent! Innocent!” Far-off cold
echoes sounded stonily, “. . . cent
ahahaha . . . cent ahahaha . ..”
Lights winked on and off. The
porter prostrated himself on the
platform. An unseen band blared
The Stars and Stripes Forever,
firecrackers and rockets went
off, a phosphorescent display
spelled out KISS ME KID, a bar-
rel rolled and bumped to a stop,
disgorging clowns who began
tumbling, somersaulting, stand-
ing on each other’s shoulders to
form a cluster reaching to the
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arched roof where the top man
wrote in white chalk on the
smoky vault, DRINK MOXIE.

Lampley stood undecided, then
walked briskly to the waiting-
room. Its chrome and plastic
benches were empty, the space
between them was filled with
robots busily burnishing each
other’s metal, adjusting each
other’s mechanism, screwing and
unscrewing visiplates, audio-
systems, sensitizers, olfactome-
ters. He saw no humans. He
paused at the unattended news-
stand to look over the tattered,
smudged periodicals. Journal of
Subatomic Medicine. The Mar-
tian  Monthly. Space News.
Androids Review combined with
The Magazine for Mechanical
Men Astronomer & Astrogator.
Time-Travel Tribune. There was
nothing here to interest him.

Outside the waitingroom he
came to the subway stairs,
gleaming in white and nickel.
They led to an underpass; he
could hear the trains rumbling
and thundering overhead. He fol-
lowed the passage to the sta-
tion; the empty tracks emerged,
plunged on into darkness. He
sat on a bench; no train came.

He got up and walked along
the platform. It went deeper and
deeper into the tunnel without
narrowing to an end. He came
to a place where the tracks were
boarded over with heavy planks,
flush with the concrete on which
he walked. On the other side
of the boardwalk small shops
offered their wares in dusty, ill-
lit windows.
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The nearest displayed boots
and shoes, sandals, clogs, getas,
slippers, moccasins, greaves,
buskins, gaiters, spats, welling-
tons, overlapping (amascene
plates to protect the feet of the
well-shod knight. All were in
sets of threes: right, left, inter-
pediate. The Governor entered;
the salesman, dressed in black,
hurried to him, rubbing his
black-gloved hands together.
“Why are all your shoes in tri-
ples?” Larapley asked.

The salesman opened his eyes
in surprise. “How else would
they be?”
¢  “In pairs, naturally.” -

“But my dear sir, there’s
nothing natural about that. Of
course there are poor afflicted
creatures with only two feet; for
them we recommend a very fine
prosthetic craftsman who also
supplies artificial ears and na-
tural-looking uvulas. But norm-
al persons will find themselves
well-served here, I assure you.
i Well-served indeed.” He pursed
his mouth and looked at Lamp-
ley with a combination of
severity and servility.

“It-—it’s all relative, then?”
faltered the Governor.

The salesman shrieked. “You
monster, you fiend, you horror!
Begone! Begone, I say!”

Lampley closed the door be-
hind him. The next shop was
a tobacconist-stationery-novelty
store. In the showcase were
giant pipes, twists of burley,
packages of latakia and perique,
warped boxes of dried-out cigars,
false mustaches, lapel flowers to

TRANSIENT

spray water in startled eyes, puz-
zles, cryptograms, tiny spheres
fitting endlessly inside of each
other, moldering reams of paper,
flyspecked envelopes, faded type-
writer ribbons, filing indices in
cyrillic. The Governor was not
surprised to see the storekeeper
was the legless sailor-juggler.

“Come in, lad; a hearty wel-
come to you,” he said. “Been
traveling in strange parts, I see.
How are the women ?”

“Small,” said the Governor.

The juggler smacked his
thigh with a big hand. He
laughed till he coughed. He
strapped on a pair of aluminum
legs and danced a hornpipe. He
took a gallon jug from behind
the counter and tilted it against
his lips. “Small ay? Small and
naked and full of bile?” . 4

The Governor nodded. i

“Then you’re poisoned, lad,”
said the juggler heartily. “You’ll
never be happy with the other
kind again. O the lovelies, the
darlings, the dainty morsels:
they’ll eut out your heart, eat
your liver, pluck your eyeballs
from your skull, bless them.”

“But,” said Lampley, distress-
ed, surely it doesn’t have to be
that way?”

“Surely, surely,” said the jug-
gler.

Lampley bit his lip. “How
does one get out of here?”

“Hush,” cautioned the juggler.
“T have a map. It was traced by
the seventh son of a seventh son
and lent me under the strictest
pledge of secrecy, sealed in black
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goat’s blood. Come along with
me.” He led the way to the back
of the store, through a passage
papered in bright orange, the
sheets curling apart at the edges
where the glue had dried. It was
barely wide enough to squeeze
through sideways.

The room was triangular, with
a pile of brass cogwheels in the
narrowest corner. A set of book-
shelves sagged against one wall.
Calf-bound folios leaned on
spiral-backed notebooks. In dis-
order on top was a collection of
papers. The juggler reached
among them and took out a
thick roll tied with withered
pink tape. “Here,” he whisper-
ed. “Read it and memorize it.
Never say who showed it to
you.”

The Governor unrolled the
map. It showed an unfamiliar,
an unlikely, a visionary coast.
Mermaids and dolphins frisked
in the seas; the shoreline was
blank, labelled Terra incognita
inferioris.

“Guess that will fix you up,
ay lad?” boomed the juggler.
“It’s not everybody I'd show it
to.”

“I'm sure of that,” said Lamp-
ley. “Thank you.”

“Just don’t let on to anybody,”
cautioned the juggler. “Not even
if they torture you for it.”

“I won’t,” promised Lampley.

“Think of me,” begged the
juggler. “Pray for me.”

The Governor did not investi-
gate the third shop. He walked
past it to the ramp leading to
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the street. Outside the station
the roof of the city pressed
down so close buildings of four
stories barely cleared it. The
street was wide and paved with
cobblestones; brilliant copper
trolleywires ran overhead.

The city was familiar to
Lampley, he had lived in it, knew
the names of its quarters and
districts. He began walking to-
ward the harbor, the picture of
it forming before him, the dark
olive water, the black ships sud-
denly looming up, the tiny fig-
ures on the docks, the slowly
creaking pilings. The harbor
was miles away ; miles and miles
and miles away.

He passed block after block
of gray stone, massive, empty
somber buildings. A skeleton
came out of one and thrust a
dented tin cup before him. The
Governor dropped in a coin. Tt
went through the cup and rolled
into a gutter running with chaff-
flecked dirty water. The skele-
ton got down on its hands and
knee bones to search for it.

A streetear, royal blue, creak-
ed and whined by. Lampley knew
it was headed for the docks also,
its passengers stevedores and
sailors. A green trolley passed
it going in the opposite direction.
The motormen saluted each other
by clanging their bells in the
beat of Old Black Joe.

Lampley passed under a gray
stone arch spanning the street
from building to building. Atop
the arch were severed heads of
a bear, camel, dog, elephant, ox,
weasel. He dropped a coin in the
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slot and twirled a prayerwheel
set up here to help speed the
decapitated creatures to a new
incarnation.

Beyond the arch, kleiglights
focussed on a supermarket. Like
the street, it was deserted. The
endless shelves held empty cans,
their ragged lids sticking cock-
ily upward. The refrigerators
were crowded with milk and pop
bottles with nothing in them.
Unattended cash registers rang
NO SALE over and over. Vege-
table bins contained carrot tops,
potato peels, orange skins, apple
cores, cherry stones, peach pits,
bean strings, pea-pods, squash
seeds, melon rinds. At the butch-
er counter cellophane bags of
fat, gristle, bones and sinews
were neatly stacked between
trays of clamshells, fish scales,
frogs’ heads, chicken beaks.
Lampley walked on.

He came to a cross-street with
an arc-lamp on each corner—
white, violet, gray, reaching in-
to the blackness. He knew it was
always night in this city, and
Le thought of the hundreds of
thousands of its inhabitants who
worked by day, condemned to a
bedridden, insomniac existence.
A red streetcar clattered through
the intersection, the wires over-
head throwing long, shattering
sparks as the trolleywheel hit
the break, reconnected, glided
on.

In the next block there was a
cellar with a sign COAL & ICE.
The cellar was lit. The Governor
peered down at a griffin, its
wings folded neatly back, its
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arrowhead tail tucked away,
shoveling erushed ice into a
roaring furnace, pausing only to
fill a refrigerator with dusty
lumps eof coal. The building
which housed the cellar was di-
vided by a lane which descended
in long, shallow, stone-flagged
steps. This arcade was lined
with booths, small and open.
Some contained iron white en-
amelled beds with coverlets
thrown back to show wrinkled
sheets and indented pillows, bar-
berchairs adjusted for immedi-
ate occupancy, office desks with
letters and forms lying on them,
bar stools drawn cosily up to
bamboo counters, mechanical
pants-pressers steaming, open
and ready to crease a pair of
trousers. There were booths of
sheepskins and parchments with
the laureate’s name blank, cer-
tifying every known degree and
honor. There were others con-
taining family bibles and photo-
graph albums, dining tables set
with silver and napery, bathtubs
full of hot water on whose sur-
face floated cakes of soap and
scrubbing brushes.

He came to the end of the ar-
cade and stood at another wide
street, listening to the night
noises of the city. A yellow
streetcar stopped beside him. The
Governor climbed aboard. There
was no conductor, no passengers,
no motorman. The straw seats
were misshapen, cracked and
bristly but the brasswork on
them and the doors and windows
was all fresh and polished. He
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‘walked to the front of the car.
The sign above his head read
VA TTAW AIV YAWOAT
:OWT He jerked the control
knob over the graduated notches.
The car bucketed along the
street.

The street became two streets,
encircling a great, round build-
ing whose hundreds of mean and
mocking windows were heavily
barred. In front of the building
was an imposing statue, carved
in the same gray stone used
throughout the city. Inside the
prison were thousands of
wretches, dirty, scabby, vermin-
ous, starving; thousands of con-
viets pacing, twitching, plan-
ning, calculating, remembering;
thousands of convicts behind
bland walls, condemned to smell
their own bodies and the caustic
chemicals, to feed on themselves
and refuse, on hate, despair,
foolish slyness.

The Gevernor left the car and
beat his hands against the
prison. He shouted defiance at
the warden, the guards, turn-
keys, stoolpigeons, trustys with-
in. He picked up a piece of chalk
and tried to wyite on the im-
pervious, rugged stone. The
chalk crumbled before he got
beyond FR.

Outraged past bearing, he
turned away, brushed by the
statue. The fijyure was two stor-
ies high. On the base the letters
stood out, shadowed by the street
lights. GOVERNOR ALMON LAMP-
LEY. He ran back to the car as
though pursued, his heart beat-
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ing anxiously. He swung the
knob; the car rattled between
empty warehouses, lonesome
flats, deserted homes. The arc-
lights here were a deeper violet,
the pavingstones took on a
greenish tinge.

He entered the quarter where
the foreign consulates were,
each with its coat-of-arms care-
fully emblazoned above the
doorway, the flagstaffs bare,
windowpanes shattered and bro-
ken. After them came profes-
sional offices in houses hesitat-
ing between being homes or not-
homes: dentists, pimps, doctors,
mediums, occultists,, fortune-
tellers, literary agents, optom-
etrists, dowsers, narcotics ped-
dlers, osteopaths, contest-pro-
moters, burglars, chiropractors,
librarians, counterfeiters, attor-
neys, tea-tasters, educators,
graphologists, architects, lapi-
daries, phrenologists.

He came to where narrow
shops hunched against each
other, none with entrances, each
with a window for their shop-
worn, mildewed goods: the folds
of cloth faded and dingy, the
hardware corroded and rusty,
the books brittle and dogseared,
the bottles fallen and crazed. He
passed theaters where marquees,
caught between changes, spelled
out unintelligible attractions,
created hermaphrodite stars. He
passed filling-stations with hose-
less pumps, radio-towers with-
out antennae.

He took the trolley through
quiet, quiet streets where all the
houses spoke with assurance of
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sleepers within, of babies fed
and diapered, dry and unpro-
testing, of adolescents on their
stomachs and young girls curled
into knots, of lovers lying face
to face and married couples back
to back. He passed shuttered
houses, and those with the front
door opened in welcome; houses
with the porchlight left on for
the expected visitor, and houses
heavy with gloom and repulse.
He passed open spaces: vacant
lots, cramped parks, areas being
excavated.

The street entered a more
modern part of the city. The
buildings were still of gray stone
but here it was more smoothly,
more fashionably dressed. There
was not one which didn’t reach
to the roof of the city or em-
body the horizontal lines of the
currently popular style. He halt-
ed the car before the department
store which alone thrust its
height through the city’s enclos-
ing shell and rose, who knew
how many stories above it.

It had been remodelled over
and over again yet it was still
familiar to Lampley as the rest
of the city: gray, massive,
frowning. Oil lamps with dented
reflectors behind them illumi-
nated the show-windows. The
Governor reached up and wound
the route sign till it read, .HTUOM
HTOMMAM-MUTOT X0V :TIAW He
lifted the control handle from
its square nut and stuck it in
the conductor’s coinbox. He
swung down the steps and stood
under the portico of the store,
gazing into each window in turn.
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One displayed a single egg on
a pedestal draped in black velvet
that had turned green and pur-
ple. Another contained burred
screws, threadless bolts, specta-
cles and eyeglasses with impor-
tant parts lacking. In the next,
women washed clothes in galva-
nized tubs, scrubbing them
against metal washboards, iron-
ing them with sadirons. One of
them, stringy gray hair lank on
fat shoulders, came forward and
pressed her open mouth, like a
pig’s snout, against the glass.
Her teeth were long and jagged,
her tongue pale and coated, the
inside of her lips spotted with
sores. She pulled up her drag-
gled skirt to reveal bunion-
shaped shoes and wrinkled black
stockings, dancing with bumps
and grinds.

He moved slowly past the win-
dow crammed with foxed litho-
graphs, broken crockery, dis-
abled bedsprings, a garbage can
where a banana lolled froem un-
der the lid like a dog’s tongue,
to the window where a dentist,
aided by an ingenious arrange-
ment of mirrors, drilled his own
teeth. At intervals he paused,
drew a hypodermic needle from
his pantspocket and squirted at
a canvas on an easel. The artist
who stood idly beating a mahl-
stick against an open palm, leapt
to the easel, working furiously
until the paint discharged from
the syringe was used up, then
sank back into lethargy till the
act was repeated and he had a
fresh batch of color to use. He
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was painting a picture of Almon
Lampley in track clothes, run-
ning for office.

Instead of a revolving door at
the entrance there was a merry-
go-round. The Governor stepped
aboard and bestrode one of the
horses, thrusting his feet into
stirrups which were too short
and brought his knees too high.
The wooden steed, instead of
moving gracefully up and down
in time to the music of the cal-
liope, bucked and reared. Lamp-
ley was glad to dismount and
cling to a brass pole. A figure in
motorman’s uniform—the Gov-
ernor knew it was his yellow
streetcar he had driven—climb-
ed aboard briskly and began col-
lecting fares. He wore a monocle
in his left eye on which was
etched the island under the earth
as seen from the farther shore.

“I'm only trying to get into
the store,” explained the Gov-
ernor, unwilling to pay.

“The store. To be sure,” said
the motorman, as though he had
just realized what was beyond
the carrousel. “History, ethics,
philology, chemistry, geography,
heraldry, propaganda, celestial
mechanics? A streamlined, up-
to-date, late model, trouble-free,
labor-saving philosophers’ stone?
How about the small, extrava-
gant pocket-size for a willion
gold moidores? I'm offered a
willion; who'll say a stillicn, a
crillion—a fillion even? Come
now, ladies and gentlemen,
horses, giraffes (camelopards,
if vou prefer), ostriches and
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zebras, surely a fillion moidores
is little enough for a love-mag-
net, a cap of invisibility, or a
bottomless purse? Let me hear a
fillion. Going once, going twice,
going up?”

The calliope played, In the
Good Old Summertime. “Going
up,” said Lampley firmly.

“Ah,” muttered the motorman,
hanging his head. “I was afraid
of that.”” He removed the mono-
cle and crushed it under his heel.
The eye behind it was glass. The
merry-go-round tilted, sliding
Lampley off onto a floor of ab-
sorbent cotton sprinkled with tin-
sel flakes. The calliope switched
to It Had to Be You. Two Santa
Clauses arrived, lugging a bar-
rel. They grasped Lampley under
his arms and shoved him into the
barrel, jamming his knees
against his chest. They rolled the
barrel along the floor and up an
incline, then they righted it. The
staves opened like a flower.
Lampley stood erect on the bed
of a horse-drawn wagon. The
store was full of wax dummies
engaged in copulation.

A tophatted, nightshirted man
on stilts marched through, carry-
ing a pickaxe over his shoulder.
He attacked a section of the wall
with the pick. After a few
strokes water gushed forth,
sweeping the dummies away. The
man took a blowtorch from under
his hat and froze the water on
the floor. A motion-picture pro-
jector threw colored images of
fleecy blue and pink clouds. An
organ played O Promise Me
(pianissimo) while handholding
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couples skated tirelessly over the
ice.

The Governor jumped from
the wagon, and avoiding the ir-
regular edges of the ice, walked
over to the stationery depart-
ment. A mahout in turban and
loincloth pecked at the keys of a
typewriter with his goad. Each
time the machine came to the
end of a line a balloon emerged
from the side, inflated slowly,
floated up out of sight. Lampley
cleared his throat. “Could you
tell me the way to the eleva-
tors ?”

The mahout whacked the type-
writer with his goad. Balloons
issued like bubbles in an aquar-
ium tank. They -clustered to-
gether in midair to spell WHAT-
EVER GOES DOWN COMES UP.
Lampley spied a floorwalker do-
ing a handstand on a eash regis-
ter. “Could you—"" he began.

The floorwalker sprang down
nimbly, folding his arms. He
took the carnation from his but-
tonhole and held it between his
teeth. He punched the keys of
the register. Three plums ap-
peared. He punched them again;
four lemons jumped into sight.
He rang up, I0UOIL. He handed
the receipt slip to the Governor
with a low how. It read, THE
AMOUNT OF YOUR PURCHASE IS
$00.00. THANK YOU; YOU ARE EN-
TITLED TO A REFUND. Lampley
turned it over. On the other side
was printed, YOUR WEIGHT IS 181
POUNDS. YOU WILL BE LUCKY IF
YOU AVOID.

The Governor dropped the
card and went to the bank of
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elevators. The doors slammed
open, one of the clowns he had
seen at the terminal stuck his
head out. “Foreign tongues,
quartermelons, odd fish, rooter-
beggars, soft hearts, hot pota-

toes, proud flesh, birds of a
feather, prime movers, must-
rooms, red herrings! Going
GUP!”

“Please,” said the Governor.

The clown opened his painted
mouth and wabbled it. Then he
fell out of the elevator on his
face. Lampley stepped around
him into the cage. The clown
picked himself up, his feet slip-
ping from under him again,
threatening a pratfall, so that
he had to keep his legs whirling
to maintain balance. He sneezed.
His mask flew off to uncover the
clerk’s face. “You're keeping the
doctor waiting; hurry, hurry,
hurry.” He closed the door, snap-
ped it open. “Out,” he said stern-
ly, threatening the Governor
with one of his clown’s flapping
shoes.

CHAPTER &

HE vaulted ceiling of the

windowless waiting room
was upheld by romanesque pil-
lars. It was so low Lampley could
have touched it without stretch-
ing his arms to the full. Dirt had
worked its way into every un-
evenness of the whitewashed
surface. Unshaded bulbs stabbed
his eyes. A girl sat in an arm-
chair, rolling and unrolling a
magazine. A woman in her thir-
ties pulled at her glossy black
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hair; when a strand came loose
she tucked it back under her hat,
then pulled at it again. A row of
plastic mannequins, smiling,
dressed in blouses and hats with
veils but skirtless and unshod,
were wedged tightly together on
a long bench. The Governor look-
ed for a vacant seat; there was
none.

The thick whitewash on the
ceiling and pillars constantly
flaked off, falling in a fine, dusty
powder on the limp carpet, to be
trodden by nervous feet. Lamp-
ley scraped a short semicircle
with the toe of his shoe; the
layer was very deep. A mouse
came out of the wall and stood
in the middle of the floor. No one
paid any attention. A white cat
with black and orange patches
prowled past, rubbed itself
against the Governor’s leg, saw
the mouse and crouched, tail
lashing. The mouse scuttled for
its hole; the cat pounced—too
late. It mewed pitifully.

An elderly nurse entered the
waiting room. Her cap was
perched on hair dyed butter yel-
low, her hound’s cheeks had
bull’s-eyes of rouge on the bones,
her down-turned mouth was un-
evenly lipsticked in raspberry
red. “Doctor will see you now,”
she announced.

The girl and woman jumped
up. The nurse walked past them.
“Me?” asked Lampley.

She wheeled about; he follow-
ed her. The girl took the
woman’s seat and began fussing
with her hair; the woman sank
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into the girl’s chair and rolled
the magazine. The dummies’ eyes
crinkled and winked behind their
veils; they had no mouths.

The nurse led him through a
cracked and splintered door, the
frame eaten by termites and dry
rot. She swished her stiff skirt
down a hall smelling of anaes-
thetics, dried blood, food cooked
and forgotten. The plaster was
cracked and bulging, seemingly
held in place by the thick,
greasy paint. The hall opened on
a dressing room with triple-
mirrored vanity-table. Cotton
smocks of varying lengths hung

on hooks. “Put on a gown
please,” she ordered.
SBub oL

She gave him an arch look.
“You wouldn’t expect Doctor to
do your little work while you had
your clothes on, now, would you?
Come, dear—there’s no use being
shy at this stage. And let’s not
keep Doctor waiting; Doctor’s a
busy man.”

She drew the curtain behind
her; it was glossy-green with the
word PULLMAN stitched to it.
The Governor slowly took off his
jacket, tie and shirt. There was
a calendar on the wall, a calen-
dar for the year he had gone
into politics, after he and Mattie
had been married for eighteen
months. The picture was of an
abnormally short-torsoed girl
saying, “Let’s have fun!”

Lampley selected the longest
gown. It was not only too short,
the edges were grimed. He put
it on and pulled the curtain
aside. The nurse said, “Let’s not
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be nervous, dear. If you'd seen
as many as I have come in to
have their little work done you
wouldn’t think any more of it
than brushing your teeth. I've
had it done myself a dozen or
two times. This way, please.”

She preceded him into a grim
office. Blue skies and flowering
trees were painted on the glass
of closed windows. There was a
gray operating table under flood-
lights, and an oak desk with
mustard-colored streaks. A man
with a sharp nose, close-clipped
gray mustache, large, ecloudy
spectacles sat behind the desk,
looking over pads, pencils, ash-
trays and a portable radio. A
wilted rose was thrust into a
buttonhole of his nylon smock.
Two younger nurses leaned their
elbows on the table, intent only
on their animated conversation.

“Now then,” said the doctor,
putting his hands behind his
head and tilting back. “Let’s take
a little case history, shall we?”

“There’s nothing wrong with
me,” stated the Governor.

The younger nurses tittered,
the older one patted him on the
shoulder. “That’s the spirit,
dear.”

The doctor murmured, “It’s
just a formality, you know.”

“But I don’t know,” argued
the Governor.

The doctor looked annoyed.
“Let’s not waste time.” All three
nurses agreed in unison, “Let’s
not waste Doctor’s time. There
are twenty girls waiting to have
their little work done.”
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The radio played, Take Me Out
to the Ball Game.

“Forty,” snapped the doctor.

“Forty,” echoed the nurses.
“Forty girls waiting to have
their little work done. If you
knew how grateful they were to
Doctor, you wouldn’t waste Doc-
tor’s time.”

“But—" began the Governor.

“Enough!” shouted the doctor,
standing up. “I can’t stand these
silly ereatures who chop and
change.”

“Doctor is the only one en-
titled to chop and change,” ad-
monished the elderly nurse.

The doctor came from behind
the desk. “Are we ready?”

“Yes, Doctor.”

The radio played Anchors
Aweigh.

“Then let’s get it over with.”

They grabbed his wrists and
ankles. He did not struggle. They
hoisted him on the table; a nee-
dle pierced his arm. “Just relax,
dear,” advised the elderly nurse.

Lampley grew helpless. He
tried to raise his arms; he rolled
his eyes. The doctor said, “Nice
going. Very nice. Now then.”

A frightful stab of pain went
through him. Then a worse one,
more prolonged, probing, search-
ing. He tried to seream but his
mouth wouldn’t open, his larynx
and diaphragm refused response.
The pain was beyond bearing:
sharp, bhot, slashing, searing
through his abdomen, forking
through kidneys, lungs, heart,
throat.

“Ha-ha, nothing to it,” cher-
tled the doctor.
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“Not when you do it, Doctor,”
cried all three nurses together.

“Shall we put it under the
microscope and see what it
was?” asked the doctor jovially.

“Oh, yes, Doctor, do,” respond-
ed the nurses.

They left him. Lampley felt
the blood gushing from the
wound in his body, heard the
pulse in his neck grow faint.
Weakness didnt diminish his
pain, only made him less able to
bear it. He judged the anaes-
thetic was wearing off ; he moved
dry tongue against cracked lips.
If not for the loss of blood and
the drag of pain he might be
able to raise his arms, or at least
turn his head to see what they
were doing.

“A boy,” said the doctor. “One
little assistant less.”

The nurses cackled. “Oh, Doc-
tor, you’re so witty. You're a
regular killer.”

The older nurse came over to
the table and took the Governor’s
hand. “How do we feel?” she
inquired perfunctorily, “now
our little work is all done?”

Lampley groaned.

“Never better, ay? Well, girls
will be girls, I always say. Once
you've had your little work done
you're good as new till next time.
Shall we get dressed now?”

“Wa-water,” moaned the Gov-
ernor.

The radio played a medley of
Jingle Bells, Tea for Two, Smoke
Gets in Your Eyes, St. James In-
firmary, and April Showers.

“A little water? All right,
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dear. Just come with me.” She
helped him off the table without
solicitude. The pain came in dull,
hard thrusts. His mind crawled
in disparate ways, a spider
whose legs writhed, though the
body had been transfixed. He
could move but he had trouble
controlling his movements. He
put one foot very carefully be-
fore the other and leaned on the
nurse as she guided him back to
the dressing room. “You can rest
if you like,” she offered brightly.
“But not tooooo long, because
there are others waiting for
their little work. Doctor is a very
busy man, you know.”

He clutched the edge of the
vanity; the face three times re-
flected in the mirrors was un-
changed: the well-groomed, al-
most handsome, dignified yet
twinkling, lightly aged, thought-
ful but friendly face of the
state’s chief executive and first
magistrate. He turned away in
shame and horror.

Shakily, he got out of the
smock, letting it lie in a wrin-
kled, blood-spotted, ugly pile. He
stood, cowering a little, waiting
for the agony, the fire inside
him, to recede before he slowly,
so slowly, put on his clothes.
Leaning against the wall, he en-
dured the spasmodic cramps. He
saw that the calendar was gone;
in its place was the bright cover
of a seed catalogue. The curtain
was now marked, BOX F.

The hall was a round tunnel
pervaded by an overpowering
smell. Spiralling ridges, set close
together, reflected a dizzying
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light whose source he could not
see. He stooped slightly to avoid
the ridges above his head. Walk-
ing was awkward but—apart
from the pain—not too difficult.
He tried to identify the smell,
familiar and not unpleasant
though strong, but he could not.
He put his hand against the
grooves, somehow expecting
them to be warm and moist; they
were dry and cold.

His head brushed the roof,
forcing him to crouch. After a
short distance he had to stoop
still further, then crawl on hands
and knees. The peculiar effect of
the reflected light—as though he
were looking through the inside
of a tightly compressed cork-
screw—hurt his eyes. He shut
them; this only made the pres-
sure against his flesh more no-
ticeable. He opened them again.

He could no longer crawl; he
had to wriggle slowly forward.
A bright ball of light far ahead
dimmed the sinuous windings
around him. He was sure it indi-
cated an opening too small for
him to get through. He bitterly
regretted not having stretched
his arms ahead of him while the
size of the tunnel still allowed it.
He progressed by digging in the
toes of his shoes for a forward
push, aided by arching his back.
His shirt was wet with sweat;
jagged flashes shot through his
head.

He was exhausted, unable to
move farther. The cessation of
movement, of effort did not ease
him or recruit his strength to
go on. He dared not give up, re-
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lax, slacken his will. He was con-‘
demned to go on and on, to
bruise himself against the ever-
narrowing passage. The neces-
sity to complete the journey had
been ordained before he was
born. There was nothing to do
but force himself to shrink even
more tightly together, to com-
press his rebellious body into the
prescribed space.

The pipe debouched partway
up on a wall; the Governor look-
ed down upon a brightly polished
floor of inlaid wood. A large area
was enclosed within barbed-wire
entanglements, guarded by un-
manned machine guns. Beyond
this area the normal business of
the department store proceeded:
customers strolled through aisles
of merchandise, salespeople wait-
ed on them; between the two so-
cieties was bare floor.

Inside the wire enclosure tomb-
stones were displayed, voting
machines, parking meters, print-
ing presses, atom bombs, wire-
less masts, garbage . trucks,
spaceships, oil derricks, sema-
phores, gas pumps, power shov-
els, parachutes, purse seins,
burglar tools, cyclotrons, glass
eyes, a stuffed whale, medals and
orders of chivalry and nobility.
Closely shaven men in dark blue,
dark gray, dark brown suits,
neck microphones resting on
their hand-painted ties, traded
these things to each other—a
truck for a net, a medal for a
gravestone.

In the exact center of the en-
closure, suspended from the
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'ceiling, an electric signboard
offered quotations which moved
slowly along from right to left,
allowing the slowest reader time
to grasp them. BONE TOOLS 3713
X . CONSOLIDATED ALCHEMISTS
104 . . . INTERSTELLAR DRIVE PREF
66, ... CSA BONDS #5 ... UNIT-
ED METROPOLITAN HOT CRUMPET &
PUNCTUAL DELIVERY LTD 70 . . .

One of the presses began turn-
ing, the paper flashing by on the
cylinders in an endless stream.
As they were spewed out and
automatically cut and folded, the
headlines were large enough for
the Governor to read. LAMPLEY
NOMINATED said the top one. A
broker seized and stamped on it.
GOVERNOR FAILS TO GET NOD read
the one below, then in rapid suc-
cession, GOVERNOR'S OPPONENTS
IN UNITY BID, CONVENTION DEAD-
LOCK, LAMPLEY SWEEPS PRI-
MARIES, LAMPLEY SWAMPED IN
PRIMARIES, THREE-CORNERED NO-
VEMBER RACE SEEN,

One of the brokers retrieved
LAMPLEY NOMINATED and held up
the smudged paper. Someone bid
the stuffed whale. They slapped
each other on the back, they fell
into each other’s arms helplessly,
they rolled on the floor in un-
governable laughter after put-
ting on coveralls to protect their
clothes, they drew revolvers from
hip-pockets and shot them into
the air, stamping and rollicking
in mirth. When delight at the
jape finally died down, a broker
offered, LAMFLEY SWEEPS PRI-
MARIES. There were no takers.

The illuminated ticker jerked
in its hitherto smooth run.
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LAMPLEY 41%, . . . DEHYDRATED
AARDVARK 88 . . . UNITED AR-
BALEST & HARQUEBUS 907 . . .
LAMPLEY 407 ... MONTGOLFIER
AERONAUTICS 284 . . . EAST INDIA
CO GE3g ...LAMPLEY 39...
SPACE DOGS & GENERAL MUTANTS
36814 . ENGLISH CHANNEL
TUBE 111 . . . LAMPLEY 37 . . .
HERO'S ALEXANDRIA STEAM POWER
DEVELOPMENT 104%; . . . MAR-
TIAN SUBDIVISIONS 208 . . . LAMP-
LEY 85, .,

A broker pointed his finger at
the Governor. He would have
shrunk back; the smallness of
the tube forbade it. All the trad-
ers lined up and stared at him
through binoculars. The sign-
board speeded up: LAMPLEY 32
... LAMPLEY 29 . . . LAMPLEY 21
... LAMPLEY 14 . . . LAMPLEY 9
.+.LAMPLEY 1...LAMPLEY . . .

“Yah!” they shouted in chorus.
“You’d have to pay us to take
you.”

“Pay us! Pay us!”

Each put a hand on the shoul-
der in front. They snake-danced
around and between the displays.
The signboard began spelling
out, BORN IN A HOSPITAL, OF AVER-
AGE INCOME BUT NOTABLY IM-
PROVIDENT PARENTS, HE EARLY
SHOWED THE APTITUDES CALCU-
LATED TO PUT HIM IN SECOND
PLACE AT ALL TIMES. Oil began
gushing up through the derricks
and splashing on the floor. The
smelting furnaces produced gold
bricks. The stuffed whale’s seams
burst to show it was filled with
stocks and bonds, promissory
notes, mortgages, checks, bank-
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books and trust deeds. The sign-
board read, UNIQUE SPECTACLE:
GOVERNOR PUFFED WHEAT WILL
NOW BE SHOT FROM THE

He felt the tremendous pres-
sure building up behind him,
tried to resist, gave up. The men
below stood at attention, their
right hands placed reverently
against their left breasts. The
Governor soared over their heads
in a wide arc, above busy depart-
ments and dark, still spaces. He
found he could control his flight,
made a neat immelmann turn,
and came gently to rest on a bal-
cony overlooking the florist de-
partment. Scent of frangipani,
orange blossoms, cereus, honey-
suckle, liana floated up to him.
Orchids bloomed in midair, lilies
blossomed on plants rooted in the
grass mats bestrewed over the
floor.

The balcony was cluttered
with anchor-chains, spools of
telephone conduit, cotton bales,
spare parts for mechanical chess-
players. Lampley trod carefully
between them and opened a door
marked NO ADMITTANCE, SERVICE
ONLY, DO NOT ENTER, THIS MEANS
YOU. The room had no proper
floor, only closely woven flat steel
strips which sagged at every
step. Enlarged X-ray photo-
graphs lined the walls;
shone through them to show up
the deformed bones like para-
chutes, like plows, like cutlasses.
The clerk, wearing an admiral’s
gold-laced cocked hat and the
black robes of a judge over his
blue jeans, sat in a porch swing
that swayed gently to and fro
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light -

behind a pulpit. He looked in-
quiringly at the Governor.

“Why did you take me to that
doctor ?” demanded Lampley.

The clerk shrugged and took
a pinch of snuff. He sneezed.
“Why did you go?”

Lampley pondered. “You fore-
ed me,” he said at last.

The clerk plucked a dry weed
from a candlestick on the pulpit
and chewed it thoroughly. “You
didn’t resist.”

“T—I was taken by surprise,”
stammered Lampley.

“There are no accidents.”

“But_"

“And there is free will,” af-
firmed the clerk drowsily, the
swing almost stopped.

“1 didn’t go voluntarily.”

The clerk opened his eyes
wide. “Mmm. Also mmmmm.”

“I—” The Governor was un-
able to say more.

The clerk stood up in the
swing, reaching out his arms to
the chains and began pumping
with his feet. The swing cleared
the pulpit, knocked over the
candlestick, which bounced on
the steel floor. He let go the
chain, folded his arms. The
swing subsided into gentle mo-
tion. The clerk jumped down and
brought up a heavy lawbook
from under the pulpit. He laid it
open on the lectern, riffling
through it. Several moths flew
out irom between the pages.
“You plead not guilty?” he ask-
ed coldly.

“I don’t understand.”

“You plead non compos paren-
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tis, in loco ignoramus, ab squatu-
latis feasance, nolo compren-
dere?”

“That’s nonsense,” exclaimed
the Governor.

“Certainly. Convicted in the
thirty-third degree.”

“lI demand a suspended sen-
tence.”

“Granted,” accorded the clerk,
lying on the swing again, face
down, so that his voice was
muffled. “Now then! You- insist
the responsibility wasn’t yours?”

“What'’s the use of going into
that?”

The clerk sat up and adjusted
his hat from the Napoleonic tilt
it had assumed when he was
prone to the proper fore-and-aft
position. “The defendant is in-
structed that evasion is para-
mount to tutti-frutti. Answer the
question or be incontemptible.”

“It wasn’t my idea,” said the
Governor sullenly.

“You consented, however.”

“I ‘consented’? Was she some
chattel who needed dispensation
from me?”

The clerk shook his finger.

“I actually tried to persuade
her not to do it.”

The clerk tore several pages
out of the book and constructed
an airplane. It flew silently over
their heads, dropping leaflets a
quarter the size of postage-
stamps. The Governor tried to
control his nervous shrinking.
“It wasn’t as if she were a silly
girl. I mean, it was a considered
decision on her part—nothing
frivolous or vain . ..”
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His voice trailed off. The clerk
tore out another page and made
a cannon. He shot a wing off the
plane with it; the machine
whirled down lopsidedly and
crashed on the pulpit. “If that’s
the way you want it, that’s the
way you want it. Let’s go.”

“Where to?”

“Ah,” said the clerk; “If we
only knew.” He removed the
cocked hat and black robe and
dropped them in a wastebasket.
He pressed a button on the pulpit
which immediately swung aside
to reveal a manhole. A ladder
rose out of the depths in short
jerks. As it neared the ceiling a
trapdoor fell open. The ladder
glided through and stopped.
“You first,” said the clerk.

Lampley climbed the ladder,
feeling he might lose his hold on
the rungs at any step. When he
was almost to the top he looked
down. The clerk had disappeared.
Carpenters were laying a wooden
floor, erecting partitions. Porters
removed the swing and the pul-
pit. Wiring, air-conditioning,
telephones, interoffice communi-
cation-systems, were installed
rapidly. One of the workers took
up an ax and began chopping at
the ladder.

Lampley climbed through the
floor. He was in a court with
squat walls, and gateways wider
at the bottom than the top, bear-
ing winged suns. He passed be-
tween rows of statues, animal-
headed gods, men and women
wearing conventionalized wigs
and beards in stylized poses. The
pale light gave the reds, greens
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and blues which predominated, a
chalky, muffled quality; it threw
the looped crosses molded on the
freize into shadowed relief.

The air was dank with the
penetrating, pervasive dampness
of oozing stone. Lampley was
oppressed by thoughts of decay
and destruction, of the knowl-
edge without the sensation of
pain. He longed for the warmth
of the sun outside the hotel or
the climate of the island under
the earth. He shuddered away
from the hidden corners, sugges-
tive of toads and snakes, small
animals decomposing and mag-
- gotty. This place should have had
some measure of sanctity, in-
duced some feelings of reverence
or at least contemplation. He was
aware only of the sodden air.

He walked moodily from the
dusky precincts into the shock-
ing light of a busy office. Girls in
tight pink nylon bathing suits,
their hair dyed royal blue, wear-
ing blue nail polish, blue lipstick
and red eye shadow, sat at trans-
parent plastic desks, inserting
thin rectangles of Swiss cheese
into tabulating machines. Each
desk had a silver champagne ice
bucket in which rested a tele-
phone. Beside the machines a
row of feather dusters in gradu-
ated sizes were arranged in neat
holders. Lampley saw pretzels
were being used as paper clips.

“Pardon me,” he said. “Is this
the accounting department?”

The four nearest girls looked
up in panic. Alarm bells rang
shriily, rockets popped out of the
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centers of the feather dusters,
fire sprinklers showered down
rainbowed sparks. The pretzels
unwound limply. The slices of
Swisgs cheese curled into rolls out
of which confetti blew in con-
tinuous blasts.

A girl pulled her phone out of
the ice bucket and choked her-
self by winding the cord around
and around her throat. The next
one reached in her desk for a
pair of waterwings, inflated
them and began practicing the
breast stroke. Others mutely
handed him sheaf after sheaf of
statements, loading them on his
reflexively outstreiched arms un-
til the top ones slid off onto the
floor. He could see they were
made out to him but he had no
chance to read the items or
prices.

They piled the bills faster and
faster; girls came from the
farthest desks, staggered under
armfuls. He dumped what he was
holding and tried to struggle
free from the mounting heap but
it was already above his waist;
he could not get his legs loose.
He dug with his hands; the
papers slipped down to cram the
holes as fast as he dug. They
imprisoned him with - their
weight; first the left, then the
right arm was pinned to his
side.

Buried to the chin, he filled
his lungs with air, forseeing the
covering of his mouth and nose.
The pressure was painful now;
he felt his ribs slowly caving in.
The deluge ceased; the girl who
had choked herself wormed her
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way to him on her belly, creep-
ing up the paper mound, drag-
ging the telephone behind her.
She pressed her swollen, twisted,
blackened tongue against his
lips, looked into his eyes with
her protruding glazed ones.

He wrenched his face away.
Girls approached with rubber
stamps so large they could barely
lift the bulbous handles. As they
were raised he read DIAP on their
dark purple surfaces. The girls
hurled and slashed them down-
ward, biting into the bills. With
each thump masses of paper van-
ished. His arms were disengag-
ed, then his legs. He breathed
deeply, took a step, leaving only
scattered invoices on the floor.

The girls threw themselves at
his feet. “Take us,” they moan-
ed, “use us, violate us, degrade
us. We love you.”

The Governor shuddered as he
perceived they were all sisters,
product of a multiple birth; in
each face he saw the features of
the strangled girl. The one with
the waterwings, using a crawl,
swam rapidly between the others
and raised her clasped hands im-
ploringly. She was drowning. He
rolled her over and began clum-
sily giving her artificial respira-
tion. Her hair gradually turned
white, the blue dye floating in a
powdery cloud above her head.
He put the valve of the water-
wings to her mouth and express-
ed the air. She opened her eyes.

“Let us go,” she said.

The others protested, weeping,
clasping and unclasping their
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hands, tearing at their bathing
suits in anguish, clutching their
throats in grief, but they did not
try to hold him. He helped the
white-haired girl to her feet.
She drew a key from between
her breasts and handed it to him.
He put it in his pocket and they
left the office. As soon as they
were outside her hair changed to
brown, the pink bathing suit be-
came white, her nail polish, lip-
stick and eye-shadow faded. She
shivered.

“Are you cold?” She nodded.
“We must find something to put
around you.”

There was no one in sight.
This part of the store had an air
of neglect, as though it had been
used for storage, shut up and
forgotten. The showcases looked
as though they had been discard-
ed from more enterprising sec-
tions; they were of odd sizes,
with dull glass, in some cases
cracked and repaired. Many were
empty, others contained pearls,
loose toothpicks, used cartridge
cases, false teeth, celluloid col-
lars, oil cans, rare stamps.

They came to an escalator
powered by two ponies working
a treadmill, and rode to the floor
above. A floorwalker in morn-
ing clothes, binoculars dangling
on his chest from a leather
strap, hastened to them. “Cus-
tomers only, customers only,”
he barked.

“We're looking for a coat or
a cloak,” the Governor informed
him.

“Nothing but mink or sables
here,” said the floorwalker cold-
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ly, surveying them through the
binoculars.

“We'll  take either,” said
Lampley.
The floorwalker knelt and

kissed the Governor’s shoe. He
reached behind him and took the
tails of his frockcoat in his fin-
gers and tore it up the back,
placing the two halves before
their feet. A saleswoman with a
diamond collar sparkling on her
neck rolled up in a motor scoot-
er. “This way, if you please.”

Two grapnels emerged from
the scooter and hooked on to the
pieces of coat; Lampley and the
girl rode them like water skis
to a small, shallow auditorium.
An old-fashioned carrier system
hummed overhead, its wire bas-
kets moving briskly back and
forth, disappearing above the
proscenium arch of a cramped
stage on which models pranced
and postured in furs. When
they turned rapidly, flirting the
cloaks, Lampley saw they wore
nothing beneath and that they
were all gravid.

“I’'ll take that one,” said the
girl, pointing.

The curtain thumped down.
The saleswoman pulled a cord
on the carrier system. “Madam
has excellent taste, for a slut,”
she complimented the girl. An
oversized basket brought the
model clutching the cloak tight-
ly about her. She was cowering
in terror. The saleswoman pull-
ed the cord again and the basket
tipped, tumbling the model out.
“Rip it off her back,” she or-
dered.
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The model cried out. “Oh,
wait. Please wait,” she begged.

“You beast,” said the sales-
woman. “You pretty little fe-
male beast. What rights have
you? What feelings have you?
You were born for this mo-
ment.”

The model moaned.

“Is there no other way?” ask-
ed the Governor.

The saleswoman stared at
him. “How could there be? This
isn’t the place for cheap mer-
chandise or cheap methods.” She
gave the order again.

The model sank to the floor in
a trembling heap. “The poor
thing,” said the girl in the bath-
ing suit. “Will it hurt her very
much ?”

“What difference does it
make?” asked the saleswoman.
“It'll be over before you know
it. And there are plenty of other
models. All this palaver over a
wretched creature! It's disgust-
ing.”

“I can’t do it,” whispered the
girl. “I’m too tender-hearted.”

“Chicken-hearted, you mean,”
sneered the woman. “Anyone
can see what you are. All right,
let him do it then.”

“No,” said the Governor firm-
ly.
“You’ll have to pay just the
same,” warned the woman.

“Very well.” He drew the key
from his pocket and handed it
to her.

“And take your property with
you.”

The model walked humbly be-

121



hind them. “Still cold?” asked
Lampley.

“Yes I am. And if you were
a gentleman you’d have seen that
I got my coat.”

He didn’t answer. The floor-
walker, in a new frockcoat,
bowed pleasantly to them and
waved them to the elevator.
Lampley pressed the button,
noting that there was no indi-
cator above, that there never
had been indicators over any of
the elevator entrances. The
thought depressed him.

The doors rolled open. The
cage was very large, with wide
brown leather benches around
three sides, and a padded leath-
er ceiling and walls. The clerk
wore a leather jockey cap, and
a rawhide vest over his blue
jeans. He clasped his hands to-
gether over his head as they en-
tered. He closed the doors
smartly; the elevator lurched
sideways, throwing the girl and
model to the benches.

“I hope—” began Lampley.

The clerk nodded. “Excellent,
excellent. Where there’s hope
there’s life and where there’s
life there’s despair. A begin-
ning, anyway.”

“I meant I hoped—"

“Heard you,” said the clerk.
“Let’s not say the same thing
more than once.” The car stop-
ped and he opened the doors.
Lampley could see nothing
clearly through the clouds of
steam outside. After a slight
hesitation the girl left, followed
by the model. The Governor
moved after them; the clerk
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barred his way. “Ladies only,”
he said politely.
“You weren’t so particular at

the doctor’s office,” argued
Lampley angrily. D
“Yang and Yin,” explained

the clerk. “Circumstances alter
faces.”

The elevator shot upward.
The noise of airhammers and
riveting machines grew loud; it
was succeeded by the sounds of
distant motors, wind rustling in
the trees, surf spuming against
rocks, hooves clopping on soft
asphalt. “You want out here?”
asked the clerk. “Or will you try
for a higher number?” Before
the Governor could answer, the
elevator stopped. Lampley step-
ped out on linolegm with the
pattern worn off, the burlap
backing showing through in
streaks. A gloomy corridor,
warm and fetid, stretched ahead
of him. He turned back to the
elevator but the doors were shut.

He paced along the corridor,
past tarnished spittoons, sag-
ging chairs, earthenware um-
brella stands. The saffron wall-
paper hung in shaggy strips,
spiderwebs loaded with the
dried chitin of insect victims
tied it to the pocked plaster. Tar-
nished metal signs exhorted,
NO SMOKING, DON’T SPIT ON THE
FLOOR, SILENCE, NO WOMEN AL-
LOWED, FIREARMS PROHIBITED, ACT
LIKE YOUR MOTHER SAW YOU. The
light bulbs were the ancient car-
bon type; their filaments glow-
ed an angry red through the
flawed, smeared glass.
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He entered a room whose
wooden walls were riddled with
holes, the remaining surfaces
powdery and fragile, reeking
with slime and foul smells. Men
lay on the floor in their own filth
and vomit, their greasy clothes
clutched across thin chests, sag-
ging bellies, protruding adams-
apples. They quivered and
twitched, squirmed and tossed,
turned on their sides and then
on their backs. They moved
their arms under their uneasy
heads, rolled over on them,
jerked them up. They snored,
wheezed, gasped, cried out. They
burrowed unshaven faces, heavy
with sores, scars, bloody -cuts,
into their elbows or against
hunched shoulders. The Gover-
nor picked his way between
them as best he could, anxious
not to stumble, dreading to
touch one of them with his foot.

At the end of the room an
alabaster basin, perhaps twenty
feet across, was full to the brim
with sewage. Gorged and slug-
gish flies hovered, or lit briefly
on bobbing orange-peels. He
shuddered lest some tremor of
the floor, some unseen current
of air cause the loathsome bog
to overflow and reach him.

He finished his cautious tour
and entered a circular anteroom
whose sides were completely
taken up by divans and easy-
chairs upholstered in faded
green plush. Gas brackets curv-
ed outward from the walls,
holding fan-shaped yellow
flames like halting palms. A
chandelier was suspended from
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the ceiling, its glass prisms and
teardrops reflecting the violet
end of the spectrum. Below it,
was a round settee with a blunt-
ed cone of upholstery rising in
its center; the seat might have
accommodated twenty pairs of
buttocks; no more than four
shoulders could have found space
against the spindling back. This
cone supported a cast-iron
statuette of an effeminate youth
or a mannish girl—it was im-
possible to tell which because of
the chaste metallic drapery.
There was no one in the room.

The Governor paused before
the halls raying out from the
anteroom. They were all precise-
ly alike, shadowed, somber,
murky; he chose the center one.
The glow of kerosene lamps en-
shrined in recesses made pale
brown half moons on the mud-
colored floor. He would not have
been surprised had the hail led
to some cell from which there
was no return, instead it ended
in another anteroom. This one
was square, with board benches.
Fat candles on wooden stands
slowly dripped wax; the floor
was covered with sawdust and
shavings.

There was a row of double-
hinged saloon doors reaching
from knee to shoulder. Lampley
pushed through one. Sleepers
were even more numerous here,
piled closer together, and their
smell was more nauseating.
Some of the faces were rigid,
lips drawn back in a snarl to
uncover noisome caverns. Others
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were mobile in sleep, grin-
ning, grimacing, teeth-grinding,
cheek-puffing. Pale worms crawl-
ed out of one open mouth.

He recognized some of the
sleepers. Playmates, school fel-
lows, college acquaintances, his
first employer, merchants and
farmers to whom he had sold
tractors or plows, political allies
he had left behind, a candidate
he had ostensibly supported, a
lobbyist to whom he had prom-
ised his vote before he changed
his mind, a legislator of the same
party whom he had disavowed,
an office-seeker whom he had
praised with calculated faint-
ness—a dozen others. He could
remember the names of none. He
saw a man he was sure was his
uncle, his mother’s brother, in
whose home he had lived and
who had sent him to school.
“Uncle—Uncle—" he stammered,
but the name would not come.
He stooped to rouse the man, to
beg him to tell his name, to re-
lieve the burden of forgetfulness.
His uncle—if it was—slept on,
knees drawn up, jaw slack, fin-
gers fluttering. Lampley’s hands
fell away from the recumbent
figure.

He hooded his eyes against the
other faces, heeding only the
legs and bodies to keep himself
from stumbling. He saw the
treasures, tokens, souvenirs,
keepsakes the outcasts possessed,
spilled from their hands or
pockets onto the crowded floor:
curling photographs, creased
letters, cracked newspaper clip-
pings, locks of lifeless hair, tar-
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nished luckpieces, battered amu-
lets, illegible diplomas, crumpled
certificates.

The dormitory was surround-
ed by bathrooms of lustrous
tile, milky porcelain, harsh
chrome fixtures. Men slept on
the spotless floors, in the im-
maculate tubs, draped them-
selves over lavatories and close-
stools. The one Lampley entered
seemed less crowded than the
others. A figure on the floor
struggled free of his compan-
ions. It was the clerk. He closed
the door and twisted the faucet
in the bathtub. The elevator
shot upward.

“I don’t seem to remember
any of the names,” apologized
the Governor.

The clerk smiled tolerantly,
then frowned. He turned the
faucet hard over; the elevator’s
speed became frightening.
“There’s forgetting and forget-
ting,” he said. “Anyway, you'll
remember these.”

“What?” asked Lampley.

“These,” said the clerk. The
elevator stopped with a jolt. The
clerk waved his hand. “Your
floor.” ¥

CHAPTER 7

T WAS a telephone exchange,

with minute light-buttons
flashing on and off. The switch-
boards were back-to-back; as
the Governor walked slowly
along he could see only the
operators opposite. They were
all girls he remembered poign-
antly, girls he had loved, whose

AMAZING STORIES



images had filled his mind, girls
he had wanted, courted, thought
about through restless nights,
girls he had been too timid, too
awkward, too shy or inept to
have. There was not one whose
name or voice or scent he had
forgotten. Sheila, whose spare,
tanned body tormented his
adolescence, smiled up at him
with those tantalizing lips, thin
but so perfectly, so sweetly
curved. Beth, who swam and
sailed and rode like a boy but
constantly reminded him she was
a girl, waved a free hand as she
plugged into the board with the
other. And there was Marge,
Marge of the translucent skin,
and hair the silvery gold of a
full moon on a hot summer’s
night, Marge, whose exquisite-
ness it had been agony not to
touch, hold, crush, raven. They
were all there: Anne, Louise,
Ellen, Charlotte, Gwen, Dot,
Jill, Hermina, Belle, Sybil . . .
All those rewards ironic expe-
rience informed him belatedly he
could have known. Grief swelled
internally ; he felt the tears flow-
ing backward from his eyes
‘down to his throat and lungs.

The girls’ darting fingers
snapped and unsnapped the con-
nections in rapid rhythm. The
pointed plugs were rifle bullets
growing out of living vines root-
ed in the switchboards. This was
his chance to call Marvin; what
if some vital business had come
up?

Yet he could not signal to the
girls opposite: Connie, whose
husband had contributed to his

TRANSIENT

campaign for councilman, Mar-
tha, met at some dull affair, who
had gotten tight with him. He
could not ask them for an im-
personal number; he dared not
address them familiarly after
realizing how fully he had failed
them. The telephone exchange
was a place where communica-
tion was impossible.

His steps slowed; he grudged
leaving the women even though
he could not reach or touch,
them, even though he was as
helpless to stay as he had been
to seduce. His sadness at the
implacability of fate merged
with a gentler, resigned nostal-
gia.

The last pair of switchboards
was unoccupied. The Governor
pulled a plug out from each; the
vine-wires were straight and in-
flexible. They sped through the
air, escaping his fingers, grow-
ing diagonally upward. Thinner
tendrils sprang out from them
at intervals and entwined into
the rungs of a slanting ladder.
Lampley put his foot on the low-
est; it was springy but it held
his weight without bending too
far. He mounted rapidly.

Halfway up he looked back.
The vines had sprouted um-
brella-sized leaves, making a
curtain between him and the
exchange. He caught glimpses
of blonde, red or brown heads
and thought he heard weeping
and laughter. Hummingbirds,
moths and dragonflies in bril-
liant colors lit on the foliage;
the leaves turned scarlet and or-
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ange. Gentle winds rustled them.

The wind on the floor to
which he climbed was gray and
desolate. Far across the empti-
ness he saw a twenty-four mo-
tored plane being warmed up
while the waiting passengers
cooled cups of coffee in the wash
of the propellers. Equally dis-
tant in another direction, an ice-
boat turned in narrow circles.
Lighining flashed from dark
clouds, thunder rolled steadily.
Lampley walked to a stairway,
iron-railed and steep.

Smell indicated that the floor
above was used for chickens.
Wire cages reached higher than
a man’s head, fryers stuck wan
beaks through the openings into
feed-troughs, pecking in brain-
less, suicidal intensity: tappetty-
tappetty-tappetty tap-tap. Wom-
en with arms like thighs and
breasts like rumps butchered
methodically, wringing necks,
cutting throats, chopping heads
off. Spattered with blood, the
women wiped their eyes with
their great forearms, tessing
sweaty hair out of their faces,
joking, smearing entrails on
their filthy aprons. The Gover-
nor hastily climbed the shallow
wooden stairs ahead.

He was panting a little when
he reached the sculptors’ studio.
Statues towered in impassive
marble, porphyry, onyx, granite:
men and women, gods and god-

desses, dinosaurs, scorpions,
dolphins, tortoises, dryads,
satyrs, coaring abstractions—
multiplaned figures, spheres,
subtlely out-of-round, curves
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and ovals in inescapable rela-

tionships. He put his hand
against the cold stone; the aloof,
remote smoothness reassured
him.

Obscured—not hidden, but
certainly not put out for all to
see—were groups in wood, soap-
stone, chalk, jade, concrete,
glass, bone. Mermaids, cen-
taurs, demons, incubi, basilisks,
cockatrices, foetuses, were carv-
ed in meticulous detail. Mon-
sters, congenitally malformed,
crouched next to cyclops, multi-
limbed children, hermaphrodites,
twins joined chest to chest,
mouthless, earless, armless crea-
tures. He shuddered away from
them, turned back to the nobler
creations; always his eye found
another collection of horror for
him to gaze at.

He was reluctant to leave this
place of quietness and aspira-
tion, of fascinating disgust. The
stairway leading up was a con-
tinuance. The flight was of
chalcedony, wide, sweeping up-
ward in the grand manner,
curving outward at the base and
dividing in two halfway up; it
was covered with slime which
bubbled and stank in decay.

He tred fastidiously through
the contamination, wiping his
feet free of the clinging rot at
the top. A bespectacled ape with
a stethescope dangling from the
pocket of his white jacket seized
Lampley’s hand, dug his fingers
into the wrist, feeling for the
pulse with an unbreakable grip.
The jacket was his only gar-
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ment; it was not quite long
enough to cover his genitals.

“Get a stretcher, Nurse,” the
ape called over his shoulder. He
stood on tiptoe to peer first into
the Governor’s right eye, and
then the left, holding the lids
open gently.

“There’s nothing wrong with
me,” protested Lampley.

“Let’s hope not,” murmured
the ape soothingly. “We’ll soon
find out.”

Another ape in white cap and
starched white skirts pedaled
with bare feet a bicycle attached
to a guerney. “Just get on this,”
said the ape-doctor.

“I can walk,” contended Lamp-
ley.

“We have our rules,” insisted
the ape-doctor firmly but not un-
pleasantly. “If you are coopera-
tive it will be easier all around.”

The ape-nurse smiled at the
Governor, opening her mouth
wide to show her fangs. “You
can sit, you know; you don’t
have to lie down.”

Lampley seated himself on the
edge of the guerney. The ape-
nurse pedalled vigorously; the
doctor trotted alongside, consult-
ing the bulbous watch on his
furry arm. The dial had no
hands, numerals or glass, only
buttons marked, HOT, RUTTING,
COLD, BANANA, JAVA, RESET. “I
don’t understand,” said Lamp-
ley.

“Don’t worry,” advised the
doctor. “None of us understand.
Just remember there’s nothing
to worry about. We're here only
to help you.”
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“But I don’t need help.”

The two apes exchanged sig-
nificant glances and the nurse
picked a flea off the doctor’s
thigh. “That’s what they all
say,” commented the doctor pity-
ingly. “It’s nothing to be
ashamed of. The tempo of un-
civilized life is such it’s a won-
der more don’t break under it.”

“I—" began the Governor, and
stopped. He could deny nothing.

They entered a white-floored
room shaped like a tepee, with
white walls leaning together,
coming to a point at an incan-
descent light above. The nurse
pedalled the guernmey under the
cone and rested her head on her
arms. Five other ape-doctors
came through the shining walls
which closed unbroken behind
them. “Good-day, Doctor,” they
greeted in unison.

“Good-day, Doctor,” replied
the ape-doctor. “We have a most
uninteresting case here.

A short ape plucked at his
lower lip and grinned at the
Governor. “Lucky you,” he
wheezed in a stage whisper. “He
never discharges the interesting
ones.”

The other apes laughed; even
the head doctor had trouble sup-
pressing his smile. “Now, gentle-
pithecanthropes,” he said, “I'd
like to have your opinions.”

An emaciated ape with a hear-
ing-aid adjusted an opthalmo-
scope and squinted at the Gov-
ernor. “What’s its case-history ?”
he asked gruffly.

“The usual thing: congenital
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logophilia, the ordinary -child-
hood disorders—inflamation of
the gizzard, febrile larynx, mi-
nor pyromania, swollen presence
—distention of the id, a liberal
murmur, optical inversion, path-
ological increment of the epi-
dermis, cancer of the body
politic. Nothing to corruscate a
clinician.”

“Mmmmm,” muttered a mus-
cular ape, balancing himself on
his knuckles and shaking his
head soberly. “I don’t dig these
non-arboreal climbers. Smacks
of delusion.”

“Now Doctor,” admonished
the head physician, “are you
making a diagnosis before all
the returns are in? We haven’t
even started to count the bal-
lots.”

“The polls aren’t closed yet,”
the nurse raised her head to
point out. “That’s a joke, see?”

A fat ape-doctor removed her.

cap and stuck it on one side of
his head. “How’s his colostrum ?”

“What about his colophon?”
inquired an old, stooped, graying
ape.

“I'm more interested in his
collyrium,” said the short ape.

“You're a card, Doctor,” cried
the fat ape and the muscular ape
together.

“Well, well,” said the head
physician tolerantly. “Fun is
fun, but we must consider the
patient.”

“Consider the patient,” or-
dered the nurse sternly, retriev-
ing her cap.

“Patients are a virtue, get
them while you can, hyster in a
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woman, prostate in a man,”
chanted the thin ape. “Let’s get
on with it.”

“I see definite signs of soften-
ing of the hardening,” remarked
the old ape.

“Pardon me, Doctor,” protest-
ed the thin ape, “surely these are
classic symptoms of hardening
of the softening.”

“Weakening of the perspi-
cates,” muttered the muscular
ape.

“Inversion of the fluctuates,”
amended the fat ape.

“Disconvection of the inter-
regnum with complicated indica-
tions of pronobis-paxvobiscum,”
said the jovial ape, scratching
between his shoulderblades.

“Are we in complete disagree-
ment ?” questioned the head doc-
tor cheerfully.

“Apesolutely, " Doctor,” con-
firmed the old consultant. “Ape-
sculapius and Hippocrapes con-
firm our capabilities.”

The nurse whipped a corncob
pipe with a long curved stem
from under her skirts and stuck
it in the fat ape’s mouth. The
muscular ape rubbed two sticks
together till they burst into
flame. The thin ape handed over
a pair of goggles. When the
glasses were adjusted and the
pipe going to kis satisfaction,
the fat ape said, “Let the diag-
nosis continue. Silence in the
court!”

The jovial ape produced a
compass and rested it on Lamp-
ley’s knee. “Shoot the works,
cousin,” he eommanded.

The nurse sang in a growly
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voice, “The one shines least, the
none shines nest, but I know
where the run shines in your
vest—"

“Silence in the court!” repeat-
ed the fat ape. “Spin, cousin.”

Lampley looked down at the
compass, saw it had no glass.
The points were marked, FORTH,
Forth Forth-Least, Forth Least
by Forth, Forth-Least; Least
Forth Least, Forth Least by
Least, LEAST; Least by Mouth
Least by Least, Mouth Least;
Mouth - Mouth - Least, Mouth
Least by Mouth, MOUTH ; Mouth
by Mouth-Best, Mouth-Best by
Mouth, Best Mouth, Mouth-Best
by Best, Best-Mouth by Best,
BEST ; Best by Forth-Best, Forth-
Best by Best, Forth-Best;
Forth-Best by Forth, Forth by
Forth-Best, FORTH. The magnetic
needle wobbled loosely. Lampley
spun it clumsily. The head phy-
sician pressed the studs on his
watch. All the apes crowded in
front of the Governor so he
could not see the compass. He
knew when the needle stopped,
however.

“Incredible!”
ape.

“Beautiful!”
ape.

“Scientific!” cried the jovial
ape.

“On the button!”
thin ape.

“Haven’t seen anything like it
since I was an interne!” cried
the muscular ape.

“Very nice,” said the head
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cried the old

cried the fat

cried the

physician. “I take it we are
agreed?”
“Unequivocally,” said the
nurse. “Wow! Let’s go!”
“Acute epistomology,” said

the thin ape tonelessly.

“Chronic voracity,” said the
fat ape satisfiedly.

“Inflamed igloosensesisty,”
said the jesting ape happily.

“Dubious proneity,” said the
old ape solemnly.

“Delusions of humanity,” said
the muscular ape sadly.

“Delusions of humanity,” re-
peated the whole college mourn-
fully.

“Good, very good indeed,”
observed the head physician,
swinging from a trapeze and
playing a xylophone with his
toes. “Hold him temporarily un-
der observation—"

“No sedation, Doctor,” warned
the old ape.

“No medication, Doctor,” en-
joined the muscular ape.

“No inflation, Doctor,” sug-
gested the thin ape.

“No castration, Doctor,” put
in the jovial ape.

“No vindication,
added the fat ape.

“ _pending release and dis-
charge,” concluded the head doc-
tor.

“What about infection?” ask-
ed the nurse.

“Humanity is not contagious,”
they all reminded her together.

The practitioners took pome-
granates, figs, dates, mangoes
and papayas from their jacket
pockets and began munching
them earnestly. The nurse ped-
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alled Lampley through the white
walls. “Are you ever lucky,” she
informed him chattily. “They
might have put you in a strait-
jacket and fed you orally.”

“But there’s nothing wrong
with me.”

“Get tired,” advised the nurse.
“Your needle is stuck.” She dis-
mounted. “Stay where you are,”
she said when he started to get
off too. “So long, cousin—don’t
take any wooden colonics.”

The guerney moved on by it-
self, picking up speed. It careen-
ed through dazzling corridors,
down ramps, up inclines, through
wards, at such a dizzying pace
he could see only the footrails
of the beds with their clipboards
of charts. Doors flipped open at
his coming and swung back after
him. Finally the guerny stopped
so suddenly he slid forward
smoothly onto the floor. When
he picked himself up the vehicle
was whizzing around a corner.

He was on a turntable, so
nicely fitted into the floor that
only a hairline crack defined it.
It revolved slowly past curious
scenes of men and women being
cupped and leeched, poulticed
with manure or steaming tripes,
packed in snow, offered acrid in-
halents or foul broths; of mad-
men worshipped or chained and
beaten, of babies deformed for
beauty’s sake and old people
eaten for economy’s.

When he stepped off the turn-
table he was in a pleasant but
definitely institutionalized room.
An elderly man, derby hatted,
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blew patiently into a mute saxo-
phone. A woman with waist-
long white hair, lips drawn in
sharply over empty gums, passed
an unthreaded shuttle across a
loom. A girl, rocking evenly
back and forth, smiled knowing-
ly, secretively. A bald man with
dirty -cheeks and smudged scalp,
his tongue caught intently be-
tween his teeth, lay prone before
a collection of posters, carefully
painting mustaches on the faces
of women, blotting out the faces
of men,

At the other end of the room
the Governor saw his mother.
She was knitting slowly, dili-
gently. Her arthritis, he thought
sympathetically. He went to
her. “Hello Mother.” He kissed
her cheek.

She finished two more stitches
before she spoke. “How are you,
Almon?” she asked placidly.
“Isn’t this a charming place?”

“You like it here, Mother ?”

“Well, it isn’t like being in
one’s own home. And of course
they do serve lambchops with-
out the paper frills,” she com-
plained. “I suppose it’s all right,
but I must say they look rather
naked.”

“But you're all right other-
wise ?” :

“My eyes bother me, there’s
something wrong with the lights.
The food hurts my gums and I'm
short of breath and I never can
seem to get comfortable clothes
that aren’t dowdy. And the

newspapers are full of hor-
rors—"
“Yes, yes,” he interrupted
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impatiently. “But they treat you
well, don’t they?”

She put down her knitting.
“It depends entirely what you
mean by that, Almon. If your
poor father had lived no one
would ever have hustled me
around the way they do here.”

“Are they rude to you, Moth-
er?”

“They certainly don’t act as I
should expect persons to act to-
ward a lady.”

“They don’t—they don’t . . .
handle you roughly?”

“My dear boy! What a ques-
tion. They wouldn’t dare.”

He sank into a chair. “That’s
good. It’s all right then.”

“I shouldn’t go as far as to
say that.” She resumed her knit-
ting. “They read my letters,”
she announced in a loud whis-
per.

“What letters?” he asked.

“Now Almon, don’t pry.”

“I'm sorry, Mother. I only
thought there might be some-
thing I could do about it.”

“Don’t be ridiculous, Almon.
What could a boy do about such
things ?”

He was silent, despondent.
“Oh, Mother . . .” He wanted to
say that it was too easy to dis-
miss all questions as having too
many answers or none at all—
to say that the simplest ques-
tions, the ones apparently most
irrelevant or meaningless were
least susceptible of reply. What
he wanted to say was true
enough—or rather, it was true,
but not enough. There were no
answers, vet everything was an
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answer of sorts. “Oh, Mother,”
he said, “I don’t know.”

“Of course you don’t,” she
agreed sharply. “Here, wind my
wool for me.”

Obediently he picked up the
strand lying on her lap and be-
gan looping it around her out-
stretched hands. The yarn was
kinked and lusterless. “Where
do you get your wool?” he asked
conversationally.

She cackled. “Now dear boy,
don’t try to catch me on one as
old as that. I simply will not say
from the sheep I count when I'm
going to sleep. I just won’t.”

“I'm sorry, Mother.”

“Are you really? Truly con-
trite? Genuinely humble?”

“I—I suppose so.”

“Oh, suppositions. Theories.
Vapors. Hopes. Pooh. Gracious,
can’t you wind faster?”

“Something seems to be hold-
ing the wool back.”

“Nonsense! Oh, see what
you’ve done, you clumsy boy!
You're unravelling my cushion.”

“I'm sorry, Mother.”

She hurled her knitting in his
face. “Take him away,” she
screamed. “He’s a monster—
can’t you see?”

The other inmates threw up
their heads and howled in uni-
son. One sufferer, naked to the
waist, his distorted face set in
a dreadful smile, his hands
stiffened into claws, ran into the
room and danced around the
Governor. Two ‘~omen, their
streaming hair starched with
dirt, shrieked, “He did it, he did
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it. He’s the peeping tom.” A man
shambled in a circle, head down,
muttering, “Womb, tomb, boom;
boom, womb, tomb; tomb, boom,
womb.”

Two sternly expressionless at-
tendants led the Governor to the
elevator. “You are discharged
for conduct unbecoming a pa-
tient and a gentle.”

“But I-—”

“If it weren’t for this,” said
one of the attendants coldly, in-
dicating his white coat, “I'd call
you out myself, you cad.”

“Don’t demean  yourself,
brother,” urged the other attend-
ant. “He’ll suffer now.”

A group of orderlies appeared.
Those in front beat upon enamel
sputum dishes with hammers
used to test reflexes. After them
came a number with dilators,
tubes and other objects which
they employed as fifes and flutes.
The color-bearer dipped his
caduceus to the ground while
the band played the rogues’
march. A doctor drew his scal-
pel and cut the Governor’s but-
tons from the cuff of his jacket.

The elevator doors opened.
The clerk peeled off a white
smock and tossed it out. “Step
to the rear of the car please,”
he urged the Governor.

Lampley stumbled in. The
elevator swished upward, then
ran backward for interminable
miles. It stopped; mechanics
with rubber wrenches, paper
hammers and cloth screwdrivers
removed the steel doors, replac-
ing them with a glass oae. The
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clerk moved the control lever;
the elevator rose again.

Once more it was in the
shaft lined with porcelain-faced
bricks. The Governor noticed
how meticulously they had been
set in place, each fitting so neat-
ly against the next, no course of
mortar thicker than the one
above or below.

The clerk left the door open
and leaned against it as Lamp-
ley wandered between the rows
of grand pianos. The drops from
the stalactites tinkled as monot-
onously as before on the exposed
strings of the instruments.
Plink plink, plink plink, plink
plunk. It seemed to him—he was
by no means sure—that on his
first visit the pianos had all
been identical. Now they were
rosewood, mahogany, maple,
ebony. Some were enamelled a
startling white, one gleamed in
dull silver, the varnish on an-
other sparkled with crushed
glass. He paused before a grand
of such modest finish and unob-
trusive wood that it commanded
instant attention among more
flamboyant peers. The Governor
sat down before it, striking a
key with his middle finger.
Plink. What a work is man, he
thought; I will my finger to
move and it moves—what incom-
parable engineering! Plink. He
had forgotten even how to play
a scale; the stalactites could do
as well or better. Plink plink,
plink plunk.

In imagination he played the
piano with perfect mastery,
without effort, without barrier
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between conception and perform-
ance. The exquisite music flow-
ed from his fingers and laved the
air. His heart burst with exalta-
tion. The power of his playing
infected all the nearby pianos;
they exploded into the same
melody.

Plink plink. Miss Brewster
would have said primly, If that
was your ambition, you should
have practiced. Hours and hours
and hours every day. Plink
plink. And then Miss Brewster
would not have smacked his
hands and when he thought of
her when he was bigger he
wouldn’t have . . . Plink plunk.
A stupid fancy.

He got up impatiently. Could
that be the unicorn lurking in
the shadows? He walked slowly
toward it. The creature showed
no fear of him, made no attempt
to run away. Trembling a little,
Lampley put out his hand. The
unicorn nuzzled his palm. Lamp-
ley touched the golden horn, ran
his fingers through the foamy
mane. The unicorn looked at him
with its blue eyes; Lampley felt
infinitely rewarded.

The unicorn was smaller than
he had thought—as small as a
pony. They walked together be-
tween the pianos, the beast
breathing gently, the man reas-
suring himself of affection by
rubbing the soft coat. All the
pain of struggle began slowly to
drain from his body; he knew he
could be content to stay here.

Only when they were almost
at the elevator did the unicorn
throw up his head, toss his mane
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and gallop off. The Governor
turned to pursue but the clerk,
still leaning in the open door,
stopped him. “It’s no use,” he
called, not wunkindly. “You
couldn’t catch him unless he
wanted you to.”

“But he . ..” began Lampley.

“A whim,” said the clerk.
“They’re all alike.”

Sadly he entered the elevator.
It was only as the door was clos-
ing he realized the plinking from
the stalactites had stopped as he
touched the unicorn.

CHAPTER 8

HE elevator slid upward

steadily through the white-
tiled shaft. Lampley, slowly re-
covering his calm after the loss
of the unicorn, caught glimpses
of the activities in the various
sub-basements. Men were build-
ing a ship in one, laying the
keel, riveting the ribs, welding
the plates. Higher, dynamos of
all sizes were attended by
midgets who climbed and clung
like flies. On the next floor hun-
dreds of seamstresses in gre-
cian robes cut and sewed bal-
loons, twisted silk threads into
heavy ropes, wove rush baskets
and attached them to the flaccid
bags; on another he saw a con-
gregation of worshippers at
prayer. There was a sub-base-
ment that was a library, one
which was a toy factory, one
where alchemists turned waste
into gold. There was a bakery,
an automobile assembly, an iron
foundry, a chemical laboratory,
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a college, a mortuary. They rose
through moving picture stages,
distilleries, warehouses, mill-
wrights, armorers, perfume-
makers, silversmiths, glass-blow-
ers, gem-cutters, machine-shops,
art galleries, a mint, lumber-
yard, stoveworks.

Then came a series of vacant
floors: bleak, void, stale. The
elevator moved much more slow-
ly now, as though dragged down
by the emptiness, pulled back,
hampered by the blankness
through which it was passing.

“About this fellow,” said the
clerk abruptly.

“What fellow?” parried the
Governor. But he knew.

The clerk pulled out a plastic
mask and slipped it over his
face. It was a replica of his own
features, subtlely altered, so
that the Governor was filled with
sick terror at the sight of
mouth, nose, cheeks, eyes, super-
imposed on those which differed
only enough te be totally alien.
The clerk stopped the elevator,
opened the door. Walls of rough
stone towered on all sides. The
Governor held back until the
clerk’s steady stare forced him
out onto the cracked, uneven
pavement. There was a sweet-
ish, sickening, vaguely familiar
smell all around.

The clerk rubbed his hands to-
gether and then over Lampley’s
arm in a gesture of appraisal
and possession. To his disgust
the Governor saw the fabric of
his jacket crumble and dissolve.
His jacket and the shirt beneath,
leaving his skin and flesh bare
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and vulnerable. The touch of the
fingers was loathsome but he
was unable to draw away from
it. The clerk brought his face
close, so that Lampley saw
where the mouth of the mask,
the eyeholes and nostrils failed
to match those beneath.

“This man, this convict, this
felon. You couldn’t find it in you
to reprieve him?”

“He had a fair trial,” mum-
bled Lampley.

“A fair trial,” repeated the
clerk. “The jurors were gods,
the judge was justice incar-
nate?”

“The. judge was properly as-
signed; the jurors were mem-
bers of a qualified panel.”

“Your prerogative . . .?”

“My prerogative is to temper
justice with mercy.”

“And you were unable?”

“He murdered his father. He
strangled him, he smothered him
with a pillow, he stabbed him in
the heart, he poisoned him, he
shot him with a pistol; he killed
his mother.”

“Are you sure?” asked the
clerk, puffing out the cheeks of
his mask.

“There were witnesses, there
was circumstantial evidence, he
confessed. He clubbed his mother
to death, he cut her throat, he
held her under water till she
died.”

“Ah,” sighed the clerk.
“Ah . .. Then no reprieve was
possible ?”

“No reprieve was possible,”
replied the Governor firmly.
“So be it,” said the clerk.
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Two pale men leapt from their
hiding-place and bound Lamp-
ley’s hands behind him. They led
him through an archway into a
courtyard. A masked executioner
came forward and knelt at his
feet. “I ask your forgiveness,
noble sir, for what I am about.
The deed is not mine, I am but
a servitor.”

The two pressed him toward
the block and forced his head
low. The semicircular hollow was
cunningly contrived to fit any
neck. The long gashes in the
wood pulled and sucked at his
throat. The executioner raised
his ax and brought it down.
Lampley’s head rolled in the
sawdust beyond the scaffold.

The two seized him and
bound his arms. From a distance
he heard the chaplain’s break-
ing voice. They hustied him be-
tween the stone walls and drag-
ged him up the gallows’ steps.
The hood was dropped over his
Lead, then the rope. He felt the
hardness of the knot against his
left ear. There was no spittle in
his mouth. They pushed his legs
firmly into place over the trap.
He heard the snick of the knife
as it cut the cords. He swung in
a narrowing circle.

They wrapped the thin cord
deftly round and round his
bedy, pinioning his arms cruel-
ly to his sides. They slid him
down the incline beneath the
¢uillotine. When he was suitably
in place the blade descended
swiftly.

They seated him in the chair
and strapped the electrodes to
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his leg and head. They pushed
him into the sealed chamber and
watched through greedy slits
while the cyanide pellets were
released. They tied the bandage
over his eyes and stepped back
just before the fusilade.

He lay broken on the rough
stones. He remembered the
touch of the golden horn and
began breathing again. He re-
membered the island under the
earth and his heart resumed
beating. He remembered the
young girl in the hotel and he
could see and hear.

He rose slowly and viewed his
bodies after their agonies. He
walked past the bullet-chipped
wall, the gas-chamber, electric
chair, guillotine, gallows. His
feet scuffed the bloody sawdust
by the headsman’s block.

The elevator stood empty and
unattended. He went into the
car, the door closed behind him
and the car shot up. Again it
slowed as it passed the darkened
tiles in the upper reaches of the
sub-basements, so that it was
once more moving sluggishly as
the lobby and the hall above
came in sight. It stopped amid
the elegance of the third floor,
and the doors opened of them-
selves,

The elegance had become
shabby beyond restoration. The
thick carpet was worn to the
threads. Woodwork and panel-
ling no longer contrasted, they
were the same uniform color of
age. The chairs and sofas were
ripped and tattered, their stuff-
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' ing protruded like ruptures. The
doll was in the same place and
position; a pendulous belly and
two elongated breasts had been
sewed on with coarse stitches.

The iron railing around the
quadrangle leaned outward;
some of the balusters were miss-
ing. The concourse below was
gone; he looked down on the
dingy lobby, past the visible por-
tion of the second floor hiding
the reception desk. He turned
away; the doors which had
borne the esoteric numerals
were blank, their panels warped
and sagging.

He searched for the wide
staircase to the second floor. His
orientation had changed, he
turned left instead of right, or
right instead of left. In lieu of
the grand flight he came upon
a mean descent, twisting every
few steps. The boards creaked
and quivered under his weight.

His room was that of the first
door he opened. His handbag
rested on the foot of the bed,
the wax figures of the bride and
groom stood stiffly in the cloudy
glass bell. Lampley tarried be-
fore the mirror, adjusting his
sleeves, assuring himself there
was neither lint nor soil on his
jacket. He picked up his bag and
gave a conventional last glance
around, though he knew he had
brought nothing more into the
room.

He shut the door and tried the
handle; it did not turn. Yet
surely it had been closed before
he went in to retrieve his bag?
All the doors on the hall were

136

shut, shut and locked and un-
tenanted, their invitation with-
drawn. -He reached the narrow
stairs. From these there was no
landing halfway down, nor did
they lead to the lobby. They end-
ed at a solid door with a handle
instead of a knob. He pressed
the latch down doubtfully,
anxious to be out of this blind
end, unwilling to go back up and
start down again.

The refrigerator room which
had been so cold was now warm
and stuffy. There was no igloo.
The game and fish were gone,
the brine barrels were tipped
over, gaping unconcernedly.
They gave out no smell save that
of old wood. The sawdust had
weathered. Most of the meat
hooks were empty; from a few
hung the bare skeletons of
beeves and sheep and swine, the
surface of their bones dry,
cracked with long, thin crevices,
crossed with fine hairlines. He
recognized the buffalo because
of the peculiar shape of the skull
and horns lying on the floor be-
low the carcass.

He pushed open the massive
door to the kitchen. The old man
was carving a set of chessmen
out of bone; several finished
pieces, rooks, knights and a
queen stood in a row before him.
In his thick fingers the other
queen was taking recognizable
shape. All had the same distor-
tion as the plaster figures in the
wall. He looked up at Lampley
without interrupting his work.
“A hard time, hay?”
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The Governor nodded. The
old man jerked a thumb over his
shoulder. Lampley followed its
direction into the eating room.
The idiot was trying to spoon
soup into his mouth, spilling
most of it, sputtering the rest
into slimy bubbles. The clerk,
his eyes closed, had one leg
hooked over the corner of the
table. The woman smiled at him,
showing the gold tooth. There
was no sign of the girl. Lamp-
ley sat down in the old man’s
place.

The clerk’s eyes opened; the
mask was gone. He pushed a
hard crust of bread across the
table. Lampley picked it up and
turned it over in his fingers.
“I'm going,” he announced to
them.

The clerk yawned. “I'd be
afraid myself,” he confessed.

“Afraid of what?” asked the
Governor. )

The clerk shrugged. “So
much,” he said hazily. “Every-
thing.” He smiled doubtfully.

“There’s nothing to be afraid
of,” said the Governor boldly.

The clerk shook his head and
left the room. The idiot gurgled
and sputtered over his soup.
Lampley reached for the corner
of the napkin tied around his
neck and wiped the drooling
mouth. He took the stale crust
and broke it into the sonp.
When the bits were soaked he
used the spoon to feed them
slowly to his son.

“It’s no use,” said the woman.
“You can’t teach him.”

“l wasn’t trying—"

TRANSIENT

bezan

Lampley, and let it go. “Where
is your sister?”

She wrinkled her forehead.
“Sister?”

He had asked the girl if she
were this woman’s daughter;
she is my sister, she had said,
and then something horrible—
what ?—happened. He could not
be mistaken. “The girl who was
here.”

“T weas the only girl here.
There was no other. There
never was another.”

He looked at her searchingly;
her face showed no disingenu-
ousness. fe finished feeding the
defective and wiped his face
again. He got up and went over
to the woman. She reached out
her hand to touch his. He bent
and kissed her. Then he kissed
his son.

In the lobby the clerk was be-
hind the desk, idly searching
through the empty pigeonholes.
“Nothing for you,” he said with-
out turning around.

The Governor went through
the entrance and down the steps
into the afternoon sunlight.
When he came to his car he
reached in his pocket for the
keys. His hand touched his
watch. He pulled it out and saw
it was running, the sweep sec-
ond hand revolving inexorably.
He slipped it on his wrist and
unlocked the car door.

Before getting in he glanced
up and down the street and back
at the hotel. He had never seen
it or the town at any time in
his life.

THE END
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by S. E. COTTS

THE DARK DESTROYERS. By Manly Wade Wellman. 224 pp. Ava-
lon Books. $2.95.

Manly Wellman, whose last book Giants From Eternity was
reviewed in this column a short time ago, has come up with
another pleasant novel. The current one has many of the
characteristics that made the previous one so entertaining.
The problem is again that of strange invaders menacing all
life on the earth. These invaders have already gained control
of major portions of the globe, not because they are invincible,
but because their nature is unknown and there appears to be
no way of communicating with them. Therefore, men have not
been able to devise any means of defeating or even harassing
them.

Another point of common ground with Wellman’s previous
work is that although the bare plot outlines might lead you to
believe that the stories were grim and suspenseful, such is not
the case. The author is gifted with such a light touch that the
books are overflowing with good humor. The reader can sense
that everything will be all right and so the prevailing tone is
that of a sport or romp. The heroes conquer by ingenuity in-
stead of violence. The fanciful and rather quaint action de-
scribed may not reflect reality, but it certainly brings
enjoyment. This is far from being a weakness; rather, it’s a
welcome change of pace.

THE OUTWARD URGE. By John Wyndham and Lucas Parkes.
143 pp. Ballantine Books. Paper: 35¢.
This short book is really less a novel than four scenes or
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glimpses from the future history of space. Some readers may
remember these four episodes from their appearance last year,
in successive issues of Fantastic under the title “The Troons
of Space.” Four distinct stages of man’s outward development
are covered—the first Space Station, the occupation of the
Moon, the expedition to Mars, and lastly Venus. The unifying
factor of these episodes is that a member of the Troon family
is involved in each. The Outward Urge seems to be a heredi-
tary factor in the Troon family. We learn that even before the
story of the first Space Station, a Troon was involved in the
flying feats of World War II, and after the Venus chapter,
there is no sense of finality because one knows that future
Troons will be among the first to the stars and then the first
into other galaxies, and so on.

Unfortunately, the book is not nearly as good as this bare
description of events might lead one to believe. The book is a
rather curious mixture and neither of the ingredients are
sufficiently well realized. To really succeed, a book like this
must hold the reader’s interest either through a sense of ad-
venture brought about by a strong narrative, or through an
emotional and psychological involvement with the characters
and their development. (The best book combining these two
factors is Clifford Simak’s City).

The authors are hampered in fulfilling both these aims by
stiff dialogue and rather commonplace descriptions. This is
not so serious in the first two parts which involve scenes that
have become part of our consciousness, but in the last two,
which cry out for imaginative treatment, they have let the
reader down.

THE WORLD SWAPPERS. By John Brunner. 153 pp. Ace Books.
Paper: 35¢.

In The World Swappers, Mr. Brunner has set himseif some
difficult writing problems and comes through with flying col-
ors. The result of the author’s labors is not just an academic
“tour de force” but an exciting novel besides. What is pre-
sented to the reader is a number of major subplots, each one
interesting in itself; several important characters, each one
well drawn and credible; and the combining of these elements
in a well-knit story with a distinct point of view.

The two major forces in the book are Counce, a man of tre-
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mendous power through his discovery three centuries before
of a way to transport matter instantaneously, and Bassett, the
wealthy and powerful head of a vast trading empire. Counce’s
discovery led him to search for others who might help him
serve mankind. He succeeded and became head of this large
group which commands tremendous resources of intelligence.
They have discovered the presence of other intelligent being
among the stars of whom Bassett as yet has no idea. The lat-
ter is intent on expanding his empire for his own personal
ends and seeks to make whole worlds dependent on him.

The many possibilities that such a vital struggle presents
are thoughtfully and excellently explored. This novel is highly
recommended as an example of how science fiction can em-
body important ideas without any loss of excitement.

COMING NEXT MONTH

Another ace writer — Marion Zimmer Bradiey — has
fashioned a magnificent novel for the March issue of
AMAZING Stories. Seven
From the Stars is the story of
the shipwrecked survivors of
a trans-galactic vessel. Cast
_away on Earth, they find their
SCIENCE FICTION STORIES dreams and ambitions subtly
changed as, one by one, they
react to Terra's temptations.

Cormplate Navel by Marion £, Bradioy
SBEVEN FROM THE STARS

Heading the short stories
is Bob Silverberg's provoc-
ative Subterfuge; and Jack
Sharkey's wryly humorous
Old Friends Are Best.

PLUS—Another superb
Nuetzell cover, and all
our usual depariments.
The March issue of
AMAZING Stories will be
on sale February 11.

Reserve a copy with your newsdealer now.
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Dear Editor:
I didn’t take you at your word

in the November Amazing. I
read “Science and Superman,”
by Anderson the first thing. I
disagree with you: I agree with
Anderson but don’t feel entirely
let down. Then I read “Sneak
Preview” and rather liked it. It
seemed to take quite a while for
the story to get going. Just in
case you should publish this let-
ter, I had better explain that I
didn’t particularly enjoy the
part in the story where the so-
cially secured were dumped in
the Gulf of Mexico, however the
author has presented a very
good point. We had better not
spend too much time sitting
on our overstuffed upholstery
gleaning enjoyment out of read-
ing stories that use any sort of
sadism just for the sake of sad-
ism, but make every attempt to
“read between the lines” and get
at the real meaning intended to
be conveyed. Mr. Lobsenz also
pointed out in his editorial the
value of filming for psycho-
analysis with which I must
agree.

The story that interested me
from purely an entertainment

angle was “The Observers.”
Since the two stories I have
mentioned are of such different
character and length it would be
unwise for me to say which one
should take first place.

“Minor Detail” was fair with
“‘he Shepherd of the Planets”
about the same. The latter story
could easily have had a little
more action and length to it.
“The Flesh Man From Far
Wide” was pretty close to zero.
I couldn’t see the connection to
the story of the principal char-
acter nailing down the mice tails
se that the metal cat could—the
rest was never told. I presume
however, that it was a part of
tlke pleasure enjoyed by the first
purson. I would like to inquire
from the author if the mice
were also metal mice or were
they real. What does he regard
ay; pleasure?

Chester F. Milbourn
Estancia, New Mexico

® Dumping old folks in the
(rulf of Mexico, obviously!

Vear Editor:
The vintage ’30 cover on the
Wovember Amazing by Summers
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was not bad at all. While I've
never been too fond of the style
that Summers employs, he seems
to do a pretty good job with the
covers. He is one of the few
artists who’s miserable with the
interiors but good on covers. A
reversal of this would be Fin-
lay, whose covers aren’t too good,
but could do some of the great-
est interior illos if just given the
chance.

I certainly hope you won't
adopt the policy of using only
material by the top-notch, well
established writers, and ignor-
ing the amateurs who are grad-
ually climbing up in the ranks.
New names are popping up
everywhere, and it's up to the
editors to encourage the devel-
opment of any particular writer
they feel is capable of turning
out good material. Who knows,
vou may have another Ray
Bradbury or Robert Heinlein on
vour hands. I still think Jack
Sharkey is a pen-name, but if
Sharkey is genuinely real, that
attests to the fact that amateurs
can expand, given the opportun-
ity.

In Poul Anderson’s article he
mentions certain improvements
that the human race could come
by, such as getting rid of the
appendix, and other items. Now
it seems to me, merely eliminat-
ing the organ does not improve
its usage, but merely gets rid
of it, as he said. Wouldn’t it be
much better if a careful and de-
termined use was found for the
appendix, other than providing
the motive for many operations?
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Suppose it was found that the
appendix could absorb over-
doses of sugar in the blood—
think of how this would benefit
the diabetics. Another thing is
the little toe, in fact, all the toes
on a man’'s feet, though I sup-
pose the small one is the most
useless. When man was a step
away from the apes and living
in the trees, his toes served a
useful purpose in climbing, as
they benefit a monkey today. But
we’'ve become softies when it
comes to the use of our bare
feet in climbing things, and thus
the toes are no longer carrying
out any specific function. But
just suppose that some new kind
of shoes were devised which fit-
ted around the front of the foot,
with spaces where one could in-
sert his toes, and walking de-
pended on proper coordination of
these appendages. Then we
would not be so quick about get-
ting rid of them. And Mr. An-
derson, talk about useless items:
if it wasn’t for the human brain
there would be no mentally de-
fective persons; do you advocate
the human race outgrowing its
brain?

Mike Deckinger

85 Locust Ave.

Millburn, N. J.

©® Anyone got any hot ideas
for tidle appendices? Mike's
given you a good start.

Dear Editor:

... And a certain Mr. Cooper,
whe in your last Amazing com-
plained of your choice of au-
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thors. I want to ask what’s so
special about Ed Hamilton?
Perhaps he is an outstanding
author. So does that mean that
we, and the editor, are supposed
to kowtow every time his name
is mentioned? I am net trying
to be sarcastic, I'm just asking
questions. We have a fine crop
of new writers. Mr. Cooper, do
yeu have any idea of how much
sweat and blood goes into a
story? The editor is right. Per-
haps if you ever attempted to
write a story, you would be more
tolerant of their troubles. As
contrary to a state of mild argu-
nent as this may seem, it is ex-
actly that. I know that this is a
column for discussion and am
acting accordingly. This is noth-
ing personal, Mr. Cooper, but
wasn’t that crack about cost a
little below the belt?

Ronald Felty

1726 Johanna

Houston, Texas

® The only author we kowtow
to around here is Lin Yutang.
He's an important guy.

Dear Editor:

You do a very impressive job
on your covers. I always look
forward to each issue and al-
though I know it’s impossible, I
wish you could print a new issue
every week.

I have a problem. Although I
have been interested in s-f for
some time now I have been un-
able to get in touch with any
fanzines. Do they still have
them? I have never seen one and

...OR SO YOU SAY

would like to have the oppor-
tunity.
Phillip A. Harrell
2632 Vincent Avenue
Norfolk 9, Va.

® Can any of you fanzine fen
lend a hand?

Dear Editor:

Poul Anderson’s article, “Sci-
ence and Superman: An In-
quiry,” in the November issue
prompted me to write this letter.
After all, an inquiry should be
answered, shouldn’t it?

I think Mr. Anderson will
agree that man makes his so-
ciety what it is. But his article
seems to indicate that he also
believes that society makes man
(as a species) what he is. Sort
of seems that man makes man
what he is. That a cause is its
own effect, and that the effect is
its own cause. I'm sure that this
is evidently a contradiction.

Well, then, society doesn’t
make man what he is. But if
this is true, then Mr. Ander-
son’s whole argument founders,
for if society doesn’t change
man essentially, if it doesn’t
cause the evolution of man to
change, why worry about trying
(through sterilization, or any
other means) to prevent society
from affecting the course of
man’s evolution?

Now there’s another way of
obviating the contradiction: as-
sume that man doesn’t make his
society, that it makes him. This
leads to all sorts of interesting
conclusions, but I think we’re
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only interested in one of them
here.' If man doesn’t make his
society, how can man change it?
He can’t. So any attempt to is
futile. If man can’t change his
society, and society is causing
“species degeneration,” then
man can’t change the course of
this species degeneration, and
any such attemapt is fore-doomed
to failure.

Either way you look at it, and
it must be one cor the other, not
both, for that leads to a contra-
diction, any such argument for
the “improvement of the race”
is pointless.

Of course, here we've been
talking about “man” as a con-
tinuing, continuous, species, and
“society” as a continuing, con-
tinuous establishment. The ap-
parent contradiction cited above
is no contradiction at all if we
admit two or more societies in-
teracting, nor if we admit two
or more species affecting one an-
other.

Maybe this is the case; let’s
look at it. Say man, A, having
a society, Al, changes his so-
ciety to B!, which, in turn
changes man to B. Now, looked
at another way, we can say Al
changes A to B, which in turn
changes Al to B, Now, Mr. An-
derson says that society today
has a negative affect on man; it
causes “species degeneration.”
But this would cause a change
in the society, wouldn’t it? Al
would be changed to Bl

Now, unless all society causes
this degeneration, which cannot
be admitted, this degeneration
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will continue until a society, B,
is formed that affects man in a
positive way, and we go back to
society B, and a man (species)
A. Then ’round and ’round we
go. Of course there will be a
certain ‘amount of social “fric-
tion”, so that the circle will not
go on indefinately, but will
reach an equilibrium point. Stat-
ic society, static man.

But as long as there are ran-
dom factors such as mutations
to worry about, it can be argued
that such a static situation is
impossible.

If so, then the arguments
leading to the conclusion that
there will be such a static state
must be in error; that is, Mr.
Anderson’s original premise
(for he carried out his logic
beautifully) must be in error.

So I guess I won’t have to be
sterilized after all!

Arthur B. Prag
Department of Physics
University of Washington
Seattle, Wash.

® Well, thank goodness for
that. We're an “A” and we
wouldn't want to become a “B”
that way.

Dear Editor:

America has a “secret” weap-
on, it has existed for many
years, and will continue to do
so. I am your “secret” weapon,
I and millions like me.

Every bomb has to have three
parts, a potential explosion, im-
plosion, or other damaging de-
vices, a trigger, and an effect.
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The potential energy sits
semi-dormant in the minds of
many teen-agers and young
men.

The triggers: as I look about
me I see many. Modern archi-
tecture, science, etc., shows us
(I'm a teen-ager) what can be
done with imagination; modern
music shows us that ‘“wild”
imaginations are not persecuted.

Science Fiction stimulates our
minds, and, shows us that we
don’t have everything science
can produce.

And, the effect, although slow
in acting, will destroy any na-
tion on Earth, or beyond.

Imaginative minds shall pro-
duce the things now called sci-
ence fiction.

Let us not stifle our main
strength in the cold war, let us
contribute. New ideas shall crop
up and be reaped by us, the
young people.

Most of you older people re-
member many of the early sci-
ence-fiction writers (how can
you forget, we remind you often
enough) who wrote of space
travel, undersea travel, speeds
of 100 m.p.h. in the air, of 20
m.p.h. on land. Ha, ha.

I'm not Nostradamus, but
anyone can predict when the ef-
fect of our weapon is seen.

I shall not reap, but I shall
seed.

Tobey Reed
3005 Margate
Rancho Cordova, Calif.

® Seed, Reed; it's a good
creed and a good deed.

’NC MATTER HOW MUCH YOU'RE
EARNING NOW — HERE'S A

‘SECOND’

Cushion
Dress Shoe
with Arch Support

Exclusive!
Leather Soles
. 73 GUARANTEED
R to give
twice the

wear!

Over 180
Styles for Men,
Women and
Children

CHARLES CHESTER SHOE CO.,
Dept. B-085, Brockton, Mass.

NOW YOU CAN “BE BOSS"
OF YOUR OWN SPARE TIME
SHOE BUSINESS!

Have extra cash for the extras
you need! Take orders for new
all-day comfort work, dress, cas-
ual shoes. Simple 2-finger dem-
onstration of Air Cushion comfort
gets orders in moments!

Actual Shoe Samples Supplied!
No experience — no investment.
Sell to friends, neighbors and

.| co-workers, evenings and Satur-

days. Over a quarter mill' n
pairs_in stock. Make up to $5.00
a pair commission plus bonus.
Get your own shoes at no cost
as an “extra’!

Send for Free New Outfit!
Everything you need to succeed
in an independent business of
your own will be rushed fo you—
without obligation. WRITE TODAY!

Your Postmaster Suggests:

For Faster and More Efficient Postal
Service—Llearn the “A B C's"
of Good Mailing Habits!

A

postal delivery zone number
helps speed your maill

B

certain to include your return
address on all letters

and packages!

C

that the delivery address is
correct and completel

—AND—

Mail Early in the Day
—It's the Better Way!
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Rate: 25¢ per word including name and address. Minimum 10 words.
Send orders and remittance to AMAZING STORIES, One Park
Avenue, New York City 16, New York. Attention Martin Lincoln.

BOOKS—MAGAZINES

DETECTIVES

FANTASY & SF Books & Mags lowest prices, list
. 7! h

DETECTIVES—Excellent opportunities. Experience

free. Werewolf Booksh 055L S Road,
Verona, Pa.

BOOKS, Pocketbooks, magazines. Tremendous
stock, reasonable prices. Lists on request. Science-
Fiction and Fantasy Publications, 78-04 Jamaica
Avenue, Woodhaven 21, N. Y.

INSTRUCTION

TRY Psychokinesis, the ability to move objects by
mind-power. ‘'First Textbook in P. K."' tells how—
$1.50. E-Z-2 mind-training device helps concentra-
tion—$1.00. Postpaid. House of Sweetness and
Light, P. O. Box 2501, Cleveiand, Ohio.

"*How to Secure the Position You Want'' Original
Methods that win attention, and convince the
prospective employer. $1.00. Walter Kazaks, 234
Eost 58th Street, New York 22.

"X-MY Eyes. Analyze—and Influence People—
At Sight.'' (Adults) $3. Satisfaction or refund.
Clarion, Box 9309-W9, Chicago 90.

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES

MAKE $25-50 week, clipping newspaper items for
publishers. Some clippings worth $5.00 each. Par-
ticulars free. National, 81-DG, Knickerbocker Sta-
tion, New York.

EARN Extra money selling advertising book
matches. Free sample furnished. Matchcorp, Dept.
MD-20, Chicago 32, III.

$3.00 STARTS Baby Shoe Plating Busi . Free

y. Detective Particulars free. Write
George Wagner. 125-Z West 86th St., N. Y.

TAPES—RECORDS

TAPE Recorders, Hi-Fi Components, Sleep-learn-
ing Equipment, Tapes, Unusual Values. Free Cata-
log. Dressner, 69-02 MZ, 174 St., Flushing 65,
New York.

RESOLVE Personal Problems, enrich your life via
ultra-scientific personalized Presleep Recordings,
1214 West 30th St., Los Angeles, Calif.
RECORDERS, Stereo Tapes, Hi-Fi Components. Tre-
mendous Valuves, Catalog, EFSCO, 270-H, Con-
cord, West Hempstead, N. Y.

MUSIC

SONGS into dollars! Share $33 million dollars
yearly for New Songwriters, songpoets. Any sub-
ject, Songs Composed, Published, Promoted by
largest firm. Information, oppraisal Free. Send
Nordyke Music Publishers, 6000 Sunset, Hollywood
283, California.

FOR SALE

CHICKERING 1854 Harpsicord Grand Piano. What
offers. Good condition. Percy Willard, Box 72,
Fawn, B. C., Canada.

PRODUCTS—NOVELTIES

ANTIQUE French Telephones that work. Gas Lamps
and Trolley Cars. (Free Brochures) Box 41, New
York City 72.

details. JO-CA Electroplater, 7840-A Northwest
Sixth Court, Miami 50, Florida.

FOREIGN Employment Information. $1.00. Parks,
Box 1665A, Lake City, Seattle 55, Washington.

BINOCULARS & TELESCOPES

OPTICAL—Scienc Math Bargai Req Free
Giant Catalog ‘'CJ''—128 pages—Astronomical
Telescopes, Microscopes, Lenses, Binoculars, Kits,
Parts. Amazing war surplus bargains. Edmund Sci-
entific Co., Barrington, New Jersey.

STAMPS & COINS

WHOLESALE Fortune Cards $1.00. Electric Hyp-
notizer $14.00. Invisible Theory $3.00. Tweeco
Electronics, P. O. Box 155, Indio, Calif.

PATENTS

INVENTORS—Protect your invention. Apply for
your Patent. New '‘Patent Kit'' now makes it easy.
Free '‘Registration Certificate.'’ Miss Cloir Ardun,
806 Wm. Penn Annex, Philadelphia 5, Penna.

MISCELLANEOUS

““WINEMAKING; Beer, Ale Brewing.'' Illustrated.
$2.00. Eaton Books, Box 1242-VS, Santa Rosa,
California.

NEWI! Revisedl 1960 Coin Bargain Cotalog 25¢
*'Prices-Paid'’ List, $1.00! Sullivan 50-FB East
Sixth, St. Paul 1, Minnesota.

WANT Beautiful Complexion? Herb mentioned in
Bible. Information $1.00 (Nurse) Pearl Wooton,
Box 1041, Visalia, Calif.

PRINTED IN THE U. S. A.
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climaxing ten years
of great photography...

1960 PHOTOGRAPHY ANNUAL!

Now on Sale at Your Newsstand! You'll enjoy such features as:
on|y 51.25 e STEICHEN'S MIGHTY SHOW-—
= ‘‘PHOTOGRAPHY IN RETROSPECT"'
Brilliant 42-page portfolio on Ed-

P H O T O G R A p H Y ward Steichen’s panorama of pho
tographic achievement—selected

NN' |A| l from the permanent collection of

{ New York's Museum of Modern Art.

e COLOR ESSAY OF THE YEAR
Marilyn Monroe portrays the movie
sirens of yesteryear in Richard Ave
don’s spectacular color presenta.
tion.

» GIANT ADVERTISING AND
ILLUSTRATION SECTION

The top advertising and magazine

editorial pictures of the year!

e INTERNATIONAL PORTFOLIO
70 pages of outstanding color and
black-and-white shots from all over
the world!

e PRIZE WINNERS

The best from the year's outstand-
10TH ing contests.

ANNIVERSARY 2
ISSUE o COMPLETE TECHNICAL DATA ON
Sria DG secswbore . ALL PICTURES —and much much

2 i s more!

Now in its tenth straight year—here's the world’s most eagerly awaited photographic publication!
It's the 1960 ProtoGraPHY ANNUAL—a handsome showcase of the year's greatest photographs




CHART YOUR COURSE
IN THE EXCITING,
EVER-CHANGING
WORLD OF ELECTRONICS

with the brand-new edition of

YOUR CAREER IN ELECTRONICS!
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YOUR CAREER IN ELECTRONICS sums up the wonderful array
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charts, helpful tips . . . all geared to your own needs.
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much more.
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% And many more authoritative, helpful features.
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Only $1.00 in U. S.

($1.25 elsewhere)
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